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      Pulling into the driveway after work, I was exhausted and couldn’t wait to take a hot bath. Opening the mailbox, I saw a red edged envelope and frowned. Plucking it free, I read the address and swore when I saw my stepson’s college advisor. Ripping open the letter, I scanned it quickly and my heart sank.

      I knew Bryce had been struggling in his first year, but I had no idea he was about to lose his scholarship. The advisor noted he had missed none of his classes, but his test scores and papers had been subpar. In the competitive ivy league environment, he wouldn’t make it the rest of the year on his current trajectory.

      She advised taking dramatic action, or perhaps an easier school would be a good idea. She didn’t come right out and say it, but the woman hinted Bryce might not be capable of performing at the level their school required.

      The door slammed against the wall when I opened it, my anger bleeding through, and I drew in a deep breath to calm myself. Laying the letter on the counter, I dropped my bag and called up the stairs.

      “Bryce! Come down here!”

      His door opened, and I heard him hurry down the stairs and a moment later he pushed into the kitchen with a look of concern on his handsome features.

      “What is it, mom?” His eyes fell on the letter and he grimaced.

      “I think you know what this is about, right?”

      “My grades,” he sighed.

      “What’s going on? I thought everything was good at school. Do you need a tutor, or are you playing too many video games?”

      His expression soured, and he turned, opening the fridge, and pulling out a packet of string cheese. I waited patiently as he peeled the wrapper off, then a strip of cheese, and stuffed it in his mouth.

      “Bryce,” I warned, knowing he was stalling.

      “I don’t know what the problem is,” he sighed. “I just can’t seem to focus… Maybe I need Adderall or a study aid.”

      “Drugs aren’t the solution,” I said. Frowning, I stepped closer and rested a hand on his arm. “You were one of the top students in your high school. What’s going on?”

      “Uhh nothing.” he stiffened beneath my touch and his eyes shifted to the side, unable to meet mine.

      “Talk to me Bryce. I know it’s been years, but we used to be so close.”

      “I’ll do better,” he said, and I caught his eyes glance down the neckline of my blouse before he turned and fled up the stairs, his feet pounding on it in his haste to flee me. “I promise!”

      “Careful on the stairs!” I shouted after him, shaking my head. “I swear that boy will never grow up.”

      I’d come into Bryce’s life when he was twelve and I started dating his father. After a whirlwind romance, we married in a small ceremony. Bryce’s dad was older and well established. Able to provide me with a lifestyle I came to love, but he wasn’t a kind man and his bellicose nature led to heart disease and, tragically, an early death.

      Losing his father right before senior year in high school must have been difficult, but Bryce never let on. He was there for me during those trying months, always willing to listen or help out around the house, when I could barely drag myself out of bed.

      It was a miracle when he’d gotten into Dartmouth, a short drive away, and could live at home. With his inheritance tied up in stocks and me unable to afford the tuition on my salary, it made sense to apply for financial aid. The benchmarks he had to hit in order to keep the aid seemed easy, or so I thought.

      I made plans with Melissa, my best friend, to meet for drinks so I could vent, then went upstairs to shower off. Passing Bryce’s room, I paused outside and listened in. I didn’t hear the click-clack of a keyboard or joysticks and knew he wasn’t playing video games. Wondering what he could be up to in there, I climbed in the shower and rinsed the workday off.

      Event planning isn’t a complicated business, but you sure can work up a sweat hauling chairs in and out of a box truck. I started the business a few years ago and have been surprised at how well it’s grown and how much I love it.

      Melissa was one of my first clients.

      I met her at the nail salon one afternoon, and she told me about the event she was throwing and the hippy lady who was helping with it. I offered to help and ended up doing most of the work, as the woman she hired took the opportunity to relax. After that, I was Melissa’s go-to person for events and with the number of charities she worked with, I was kept busy most of the year.
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      I arrived at the restaurant a few minutes early and went to the bar to grab a drink. I found Melissa waiting there. She was trying to ignore an older man beside her, who was attempting to catch her interest. When she spotted me, she waved me over and ordered another martini.

      “What’s the problem with Bryce?” She asked when I took a seat, “I thought everything was great at home.”

      “They’re fine,” I sighed, nodding in appreciation as the bartender dropped off the vodka martini and popped an olive into my mouth. “It’s school. I got a letter today from his councilor, saying he’s about to fail out.”

      “I thought he was a great student?”

      “So did I,” I said, and set the drink down after a large sip.

      “Is it drugs? Or maybe girls?”

      “Ha! I wish it was something like that. Then I might be able to help.” Shaking my head, I frowned. “He sits in his room all day and never goes out. Most of his friends moved away, and I don’t think he’s made any new ones at school. He never goes to parties or anything.”

      “Hmm, maybe it’s the opposite problem. Sounds like he needs to get laid.”

      “Melissa!” I said in shock, turning to find her grinning.

      “What? Don’t tell me you’ve never thought about it.” Melissa’s green eyes danced with some suppressed emotion, and I couldn’t tell if she was teasing me or not.

      “I have not,” I said.

      “I have,” she grinned when I shot her a shocked look. “Don’t look at me like that. You know I like them young, and Bryce is gorgeous. That black hair and those eyes… mhmm.”

      “Stop it,” I said, but felt my cheeks heating as she went on and was forced to take a big sip from my martini only to find it empty.

      “He looks more and more like his dad every day, but without the perpetual frown. What I wouldn’t give to hook my legs around his slender thighs-.”

      “Melissa, stop it!”

      “Looks like you ladies are having a good time,” interrupted the older gentleman sitting on Melissa’s opposite side as he leaned forward over his round gut. “Let me refill those glasses for you.”

      But Melissa shook her head and signaled the bartender, “Keep your money. We don’t need the charity.”

      “No charity,” the man said with a strained smile. “I just wanted to put a smile on two pretty ladies faces.”

      “How old is your son?” Melissa’s question took the man aback, and he blinked, mouth gawping open. “Because if he’s legal I’ll let him put a smile on my face, but you can keep your old wrinkly balls and gold card to yourself, thanks. We’re just fine.”

      Melissa turned her back on the man with a wink. His face was red but thankfully he didn’t persist and left the bar a minute later, grumbling about ‘cougars’ and a lack of respect. Melissa and I guffawed when we heard him and laughed even louder when his back went stiff as a board and he stalked off.

      “They never learn,” Melissa said.

      “You should have taken him up on the drink,” I said with amusement. “How long has it been since you were on a date?”

      “Too long,” she said, finishing her martini. “Let’s get a table. I need some food in me.”

      We flagged down a server and were taken to a table on the patio. The alcohol had gone to my head, and the world sparkled merrily as I flipped open the menu.

      “Speaking of dating, when was the last time you were out on a date?”

      “You know I haven’t since your father passed.” I said, “I’m not sure I’m ready yet. Maybe next year.”

      “Did you give any thought to that service I recommended?” Melissa asked with a raised eyebrow, and I felt my face heat with embarrassment.

      “I couldn’t do something like that. Have you used it?”

      “No,” Melissa said with a frown, “The thought of paying for sex makes me all squeamish inside. I don’t know how men do it.”

      “I did look at the website,” I said, shocked I’d admitted it and feeling my face heat anew with shame.

      “Ha! I go there every week and dream,” Melissa said. “I go and stare at that stud, Malcom… He’s ravishing.”

      “Which one is that?” I asked, but I knew who she meant. The tall young man with the dark hair, striated muscles and big hands had been central to many of my own fantasies.

      “You know the one I mean,” Melissa said with a knowing smile and a wave of thanks to the server who dropped off her wine. “The one who looks just like Bryce.”

      “Oh… right.” I said and accepted my own glass and downed half of it in a single sip.

      “I’ve been thinking about your little problem,” Melissa said, and that sparkle was back in her eyes as she leaned forward and rested her elbows on the table. “And I don’t think we know enough yet.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, Bryce could have a girlfriend you don’t know about. One he’s having troubles with.”

      “Have you seen him try talking to girls?” I snorted as I laughed.

      “He does get a little tongue tied when I’m around,” Melissa said with a waggle of her eyebrows.

      “Only because you wear the most low-cut tops, you can find.” I nodded significantly at a man who was busy ogling Melissa’s incredible bosom instead of listening to his wife talk. The woman frowned at her husband, then frowned even harder when she saw where he was looking.

      “They cost enough,” Melissa said with a wink. “I like it when they’re appreciated.”

      “You’re impossible,” I laughed. “And outrageous.”

      “This is what you do,” Melissa said, glancing side to side conspiratorially. “Breaking into his phone would be too wrong. But as his mom, you should be checking his room. You know, for dishes and cups… whatever.”

      “I’ve never done that,” I said with a frown. “Why would… hic… I-.”

      “To snoop around, of course!” Melissa said. “You need to know what’s going on with him, right?”

      “Yea,” I said, her logic appearing flawless to me as I sipped down the rest of my wine.

      “And you want to make sure he keeps his scholarship, right?” I nodded, my head continuing to nod for a few seconds before I was able to stop it. “Then you’re going to have to do whatever it takes.”

      “You’re right.” I said, nodding firmly.

      “Even relieve his urges so he can focus on his studies and not be distracted by girls and sex.”

      “Sure,” I said, then her words registered, and I blinked away the haze of drunkenness. “What are you saying?”

      “Nothing,” Melissa grinned. “Just making sure you’re paying attention. I think you’ve had enough wine for the night, lady.”

      “Hey!” I said, snatching back my glass before she could take it. “I’m finishing this.”

      My tongue didn’t seem to want to work properly, but I ignored it as I finished off the dregs and set the glass down.

      “Let’s get some bread for the table,” Melissa said to a passing server. Then she leaned forward. “Now tell me all about the Gala you’re throwing for Glynis Eslington. That bitch is saying you’re having ice sculptures flow in?”

      “From Bulgaria,” I said, tearing off the bread and taking a bite.

      I described the Gala as it was currently designed. Glynis was notorious for changing things last minute, and they could change any day. Melissa knew some of my vendors but not my latest additions and we spent the rest of the dinner scrolling through pictures and showing each other what we liked.

      I was still drunk when dinner ended and ordered a car to pick me up. Melissa waited outside for me, smoking from her vape and looking ridiculous in her skin tight white dress and six-inch heels. I love the woman more than life itself, but she’s a character.

      Melissa stands just under six feet tall and knows how to use every inch god gave her. She’s all legs, and slender arms, with a willowy body that would be called thin, if not for the large breasts she got after her second divorce.

      The car pulled to a stop, and Melissa pulled me into a hug before leaving.

      “Search his computer too when you’re in there!”

      She hissed the words in my mouth, and it took me a second to place them. By the time I did, she was hurrying to her car and waving back at me. My driver stared after my heavy breasted friend with wide eyes. The poor man blinked rapidly before finally glancing into the rearview mirror.

      “On our way, miss!”
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      Something came over me as we drove out of the restaurant’s parking lot. Whether it was the drink, or perhaps a touch of jealousy at seeing my friend attracting so much attention, or perhaps a mix of the two. Whatever the reason, I found myself plucking free the buttons of my loose sweater until the deep shadow between my breast appeared.

      Fanning the garment, the driver happened to glance in the rear-view mirror. I was looking out the passenger window, but all know that women have better peripheral vision than men, and I noticed his eyes bulge. Then the car swerved right and left for a quick second before he got us back between the lanes.

      “Sorry, ma’am!” He said, raising a hand in apology and grinning back at me through his reflection.

      “Eyes on the road,” I said, my voice a touch sterner than I’d meant it to be.

      He wasn’t a handsome man, and there was no chance I’d ever invite him in. That would be far too unsafe and gross besides. But a large part of me hungered for the flirtation, and I wanted to be wanted.

      The silent electric car pulled to a stop outside my house, and I stumbled out. The man mumbled something, but I ignored him as I dug out my keys and wove my way to the door. I felt a touch of alarm when he hesitated, but then the car drove off and I stepped into the porch light.

      It took a moment to open the door, but then I stumbled in and nearly spilled my purse across the foyer. Giggling, I ditched the purse in the hallway, along with my heels and made my way upstairs.

      I was thinking of taking a long bath when I noticed Bryce’s door slightly ajar. The walls flickered with colorful lights, and I couldn’t hear anything. Curious, I pushed the door inwards and peeked in, my hand seizing in my sweatshirt when I saw what my stepson was doing.

      He lay reclined in his heavy computer chair with a pair of VR goggles on and some contraption in his hand. The wet, sucking sounds it made were unmistakable as he pulled it up off his crotch with an agonizingly slow stroke.

      My breath hissed in and I closed my mouth with a snap, but my fears of being overheard were unfounded. Bryce had a pair of headphones on, masking any sounds I might make.

      It wasn’t at his headphones, of even the firm abs, but his long and thick cock, rising from his crotch. Every delicious inch that was revealed, as he pulled his toy up, awoke illicit desires within me, that I never knew existed.

      The zipper of my jeans fell down and my fingers pushed in, the other hand gripping the doorjamb, and a whimper escaped my throat, trapped behind my lips when the bloated head came into view. Then the glorious cock disappeared from sight as he plunged the fake pussy down again, twisting it and pulling back up.

      My feet carried me forward of their own will, and I found my hand leaving the doorframe reluctantly. But the other never stopped its work and Bryce’s husking breath as his orgasm drew near keyed up my own.

      Suddenly his slender body shook, and I watched thick white liquid pool into the cap at the end of his toy. The scent hit me full on, and I nearly collapsed as my orgasm rushed through me.

      There wasn’t time to savor the sweet sensations, because Bryce started sitting up, pulling the headset off. Turning, I fled from his room on silent feet and slipped into my room. Closing the door behind me, I sank to the ground, my eyes closed tight, and a frozen image stitched to the back of my eyelids.

      Bryce’s long, thick cock jutting out from him, and his body tight and shivering, like a plucked cord as the orgasm rushed through him.

      I sat there hating myself for what I’d done and blaming it on the alcohol and Melissa. All the while, that image played out before my eyes and my thighs pressed together. I ached inside to feel another orgasm, but even more because I wasn’t a part of that sweet boy’s release.

      The shocking realization took my breath away, and I climbed up and went into the shower. Feeling terrible, I rinsed off under cold water and crawled into bed. But no matter how much I flogged myself mentally for thinking such things, the awareness never left me. The knowledge that I could be of use again in that way, that a man might desire me and I could assuage the desires that plagued him… and he my own.

      How could you think such things! I thought to myself, but my hands still wandered my body as the images flashed through my head.

      Shy and considerate, I imagined what kind of lover my son might be, and the first shivers passed through me. I pulled on one nipple, then the other, twisting them in the almost painful way that send shivered to the core of me, and imagined just a touch of his father’s commanding presence, and an ounce of his desire to take charge when necessary…

      Sweet relief swept through me.

      In the wake of such an oddly powerful orgasm, I waited for the shame, but it never came. Wondering if there was something wrong with me, I fell asleep and resolved to speak with Melissa first thing.

      The morning dawned gray and grim, reflecting how I felt inside. I climbed out of bed and found my phone buried in my sweater and jeans from the night before. Rubbing my bleary eyes clear, I read the text message waiting for me.

      Melissa: I’m so sorry if I said too much last night, I didn’t eat lunch. Love ya!

      I typed out a quick message, my finger hovering over the send button as I reread it.

      Me: You got in my head so much I happened to walk in on @!@! You know what…

      I started to delete it, then hit send before I could and put the phone down. Pulling on my workout clothes, I grabbed a bottle of water and hit the gym. Thirty minutes into my workout, I was trying to ignore a man who kept giving me eyes when my phone rang. Answering, I slipped outside, eager to escape the horny old man.

      “You saw him jerking it?!” Melissa asked, her voice so loud I quickly hit the volume down button on my phone and looked around to see who’d overheard. Thankfully, I was alone, but I still hissed into the phone.

      “You don’t have to yell! And yes, I… saw it last night.”

      I wasn’t sure how much to admit, but Melissa finagled it out of me in moments and I found myself describing the entire scene. My narration veered away from the size and beauty of his cock. I wasn’t sure I could talk about that with the woman, but she pressed me for as many details as I would offer.

      “What was he watching? What was the toy?! I had no idea men used them… Do you think he’s addicted to porn?”

      I hadn’t considered that before, and the question gave me pause. Melissa pounced on it and honed it.

      “That’s it isn’t it! That’s why he’s been getting such bad grades and not going out and partying, meeting girls.”

      “It could be,” I said, my stomach sinking as the facts lined up with her theory. “It could be something else, still. We shouldn’t jump to conclusions.”

      “You still need to get in there. Now more than ever. And see what’s in his search history. That will tell you if its video games, porn or something else.”

      “Yea, maybe you 're right.” I couldn’t believe I was considering breaking Bryce’s trust, but my worries were large enough that I had to do something. “He has class today from 10 to 2, then he’s off tomorrow. It has to be today.”

      “This is like a James Bond film!” I could hear Melissa’s earrings jangling as she danced with excitement. “Oh, let me come, Beverly! I can help in the search, or… as a lookout!”

      “Fine,” I sighed. “You’re just going to show up whether I say you can or not.”

      “You know me so well,” Melissa laughed. “I’ll see you at 10:30, and I’ll bring coffee. This is going to be so much fun!”

      It didn’t sound like fun to me, but I didn’t see another option at this point. I’d tried talking to him a half dozen times over the past couple months, when I first noticed the downward spiral. I hadn’t known the extent of it, but even so, I’d noticed him withdrawing from me. When I tried to get him to open it, he only retreated further, and we hadn’t spoken for days afterwards.
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      When I got home, Bryce was in his shower, getting ready for class. I put on a pot of coffee and started cutting fruit to add to my yogurt, when he came down with his bag over one shoulder.

      “Will you be home for dinner?” I asked, the knife nearly chopping off my thumb when I flinched at seeing him.

      “Yea,” he said, digging in the cupboard for a snack bar. “But I’m going to the Computer Lab to do some processing. I won’t be home until 5 or 6.”

      “You should really eat a full breakfast, Bryce.” I said with a frown as he poured a cup of coffee in a mug and stuffed the snack bar in his pocket for later. Reaching over to the pile of mail on the counter, I picked up the letter from his counselor. “When are we going to talk about this?”

      “What’s… Ohh… I didn’t think they’d send anything here.” His expression darkened, and I saw his shoulders hunch as he got defensive. “It doesn’t matter. I’m thinking of dropping out.”

      “Dropping out?!” I asked, hearing my voice rise in octaves and hating how angry it sounded. “But this was your dream school… What else would you do?”

      “I don’t know,” he said and for one second, I heard the depths of his sadness and then the wall slammed up and he grabbed his bag and stalked for the door. “But don’t worry, I won’t be a burden. There are people I can live with in Ft. Lauderdale, who will give me a job. I’ll be fine.”

      “Bryce!”

      But the door slammed shut behind him and I collapsed into a chair, crying. I didn’t even care about school at that point. All I could do was mourn the sweet, brilliant boy I’d always known. Even when he went through the worst of his teenage years, he hadn’t been this willfully rude, or dismissive.

      Something was wrong.

      Resolved, I rose and climbed the stairs to his room. Pausing outside, I drew in a deep breath and got up the courage to reach for the knob. As the door swung inward, the scene from the night before flashed through my mind.

      My body became flush as I saw his naked body stretched out and that massive cock jutting out. Then I blinked and the scene shifted to his messy, musky smelling room.

      The first thing I did was open the window and let some fresh air in. Then I started picking up discarded wrappers and lunch bags and took the trash downstairs. That’s where Melissa found me, pushing the trash into the dumpster with a sour grimace.

      “Is that from his room?” She asked, peeking over the can’s edge and flicking a pile of white tissues. “An energetic young man, isn’t he?”

      “Don’t get any ideas, Mel,” I warned, but she just chuckled evilly and pushed into my house.

      “You already know that’s not happening.”

      “This is about finding out what’s bothering Bryce and helping him,” I said, wishing my tone sounded as firm and certain as I’d meant it to. Melissa turned on the stairs and stopped in place, towering over me.

      “Beverley, this isn’t a game to me.” Her tone and eyes were as serious as they ever were, and I knew she was trying to reassure me. “I know how I might seem, but I’ve always cared about Bryce. He’s a good kid and I don’t want to see him screwing up his future like so many do. But if you want me to leave…”

      “No, I don’t,” I said with a smile. “I need you here.”

      “To do the things you want to, but can’t,” she winked, then turned and climbed the rest of the way.

      When we stood in Bryce’s room, Melissa did a slow spin, taking the small space in. There was a twin bed, low and tucked against one wall. Bryce had hung shelves all over the walls above his bed and covered them with games, books, little statues of characters, or sexy girls in skimpy costumes. The other wall had vintage movie posters on it from the 70s, 80s and 90s. His large computer desk and chair dominated the back wall and the two-monitor system was more complicated than anything I wanted to deal with, but Melissa plopped herself down with a grin.

      “Password protected,” she laughed. “My first husband used the same, 1-step verification. Stupid.”

      She grinned at me, but I shook my head, not knowing what she was talking about and moving over to the bed. Melissa began trying to get into his computer, while I poured over the shelves over his bed, looking for clues.

      The first figurine I took down was from one of his Japanese cartoons. The girl wore nothing but a slip of a dress, and her nipples and even the impression of her slit had been sculpted. There were others in similar dress and attire, and I began to see a theme.

      Bryce seemed to love the busty, magical girls, regardless of their age. Because I found more than one older, darkhaired warrior covered in leather straps, for armor, and showing more leg than seemed reasonable for someone with a naked sword dangling at their side.

      Putting the figurines back, I dug through his books. They were the same fantasy and western stories I’d seen him reading over and over again growing up. Then I noticed three books sitting farther out than the others. Flipping one down, I saw a book tucked back behind the others.

      It was oddly sized and out of place with the beautifully painted covers of the other books. This one had the image of a busty woman on the cover and the title read: ‘Mommy’s College Prep’. My heart raced when I scanned the title again, and I flipped it over to read the back flap. The first sentence set my heart hammering, then Melissa’s laugh broke me out of the spell.

      “Jackpot,” my friend said, turning in the chair and waving at the two screens.

      “How did you get in?”

      “I just remembered our bra sizes and though like teenage boy, then it was as simple as typing DDDD, wualah!”

      “I don’t know if this is wise,” I said, my nerves jangling, and I glanced out the window but Bryce’s car was still gone.

      “Then I’ll lock it back up…”

      “No, wait!” I said, slipping in beside her on the chair and hiding my blush.

      “I knew you were curious. Now let’s see here,” Melissa clicked around and opened his browser, then the history and I blinked at the endless list of links to videos.

      All of them from a porn site. Melissa clicked on one at random and a scene popped up of two blonde kneeling before a young man. The women were in the process of sharing his cock between them, their tongues teasing either side.

      Melissa pulled over the headset and her eyes widened when she heard what the women were saying. She turned to me with an expression of shocked excitement and I reached for the headphones, but she shook her head and pressed them tighter to her ears.
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      I had to watch for a long minute as the porn video played on; the women taking turns trying to shove the enormous cock down their throats, saliva drooling obscenely from their lips as they passed him back and forth. The women were older than I’d first assumed. Their incredible plastic surgery, makeup and hairstyles made them look years younger than what I suspected their actual ages to be, and I found myself shifting in the tight seat uncomfortably. Right when I was about to climb free, frustrated by Melissa’s fixed attention, she took off the headphones and passed them to me.

      “You have to listen to this,” I couldn’t tell if she was excited or upset and frowned as I pulled on the headset.

      At first all I heard was the loud sucking and mindless moans of the performers, then Melissa rewound it to the moment she’d started listening and I heard myself gasp.

      “Mommy’s going to make you feel so good, baby.” The bustier blonde said as she ran her tongue up the side of the performer’s dick.

      “It this what you’ve always wanted, baby? Your mommy and her friend sucking on your big fat dick? Do you want to coat our faces in your baby batter? Huh?”

      “Do it, baby! Coat our pretty faces in your cum!”

      The slobbering and gagging sounded even more obnoxious than it looked without sound, and I pulled off the headphones, knowing there would be no more dialogue. My heart raced, and a fluttering nervousness had begun in my breast. Whether it was anxiety or desire, I didn’t know, and wasn’t sure I wanted to.

      “It’s all like that,” Melissa breathed, clicking over to the history tab and scrolling through it. Picking another video at random.

      This time a brunette appeared, and she was startlingly beautiful. Melissa and I blinked at one another in shock.

      “Women who look like this do porn?!”

      “I want to hear it,” I said, taking up the headphones, but Melissa clicked something and the sound came out of the speakers so we could both hear.

      The woman sat on the edge of a narrow bed, similar to the one in Bryce’s room, I noted.

      “You got an ‘A’… Just like you promised… Now I have to keep my promise” the brunette stood and the young man who was just out of perspective reached a hand to stop her.

      “You don’t have to… I don’t want to force you.”

      “Oh baby,” the woman purred, her eyes alive with warm pleasure as she bent down to kiss the young man long and slow. “I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time… Mommy wants to give you everything.”

      Standing, she slipped the belt of her robe free, letting the silky garment swing open.

      “But you have to earn all of her… Can you do that, baby? Can you be a good boy for mommy and get straight A’s?”

      “Yes, mommy!”

      “And what did I say would happen each time you got better grades than before?”

      “A reward…” the young man breathed, his hands trembling.

      “That’s right… and tonight mommy has a special reward prepared for you,” the brunette licked her lips and slipped onto the narrow bed, her large breasts hanging down in a red bra, that cupped them to perfection.

      The video paused, and I stuffed down the frustration that flared at Melissa for stopping it.

      Do I want to watch more of that? I thought to myself, then shifted uncomfortably as I realized how damp my panties had become.

      “You know what we have to do,” Melissa said, a strangely euphoric expression on her face as she turned to me.

      “Finish watching the video?” I asked, then bit my tongue because that hadn’t been what I meant to say, and from the way Melissa’s eyes glittered in amusement, she knew exactly how powerfully it had affected me.

      “No, recreate it.”

      She said it with such calm confidence that it took me a second to recognize what she was saying. When I did, I jerked in the chair, nearly tumbling out of it as I turned to face her.

      “That’s insane! We can’t… Or at least I can’t…”

      “I know, that’s why I’ll be the one to… help him focus.”

      “I’m not saying I’d ever allow it,” I said. “But how do you know it would work?”

      I should have known she’d have a ready answer for me. Typing in the search bar, she brought up a series of studies done in japan, and other Asian countries. I couldn’t verify the institutions, but the testimonials I read, though shocking, painted a clear picture.

      Men in japan had shut themselves inside over the past few decades, and in other countries such as Korea, and even China. With the ubiquitousness of online gaming and pornography, they no longer had the desire or ability to function in normal society, let alone attract a girl.

      A radical approach began in Japan, mothers hiring sex workers to come entertain their sons. This had limited success until the mothers stayed in the room during the encounters. Being the boy’s sole contact with the world, this allowed them to relax and find the joy in human contact and interaction.

      For those who were too far gone, it could lead to further regression, but it appeared to be one of the few methods that actually worked. Because of the shocking nature of the research, we couldn’t find any research from western institutions.

      “You’re serious about this?” I asked Melissa.

      “More than you could possibly know,” my best friend said, her eyes beseeching me until I finally nodded and shrugged.

      “If he agrees to it, then I’m willing to see if it helps.”

      “Oh thank you, Bev!” She threw her arms around me, and I was suddenly aware of her firm breasts and slender waist in a way I’d never been before.

      Perhaps it was the moaning porn sounds in the background as we hugged, or the intimate nature of what we were planning. But I began looking at Melissa in a whole new light. Her beauty I’d always seen, but now I noticed it through the eyes of a teenage boy and laughed.

      “What?” Melissa asked, glancing down at her tight shirt and brushing it with a hand. “Did I spill something?”

      “No,” I said, shaking my head. “I was just thinking; it must be torture for Bryce when you’re around here. Your tits are bigger than hers!”

      Laughing, I pointed at the porn star who was trying to shove a dick down her throat.

      “They are,” Melissa said with a waggle of her eyebrows. Then she shocked me by reaching out and cupping mine and hefting them into her hands. “But they’re nothing like these… If you think I’ve tortured the boy. What must it have been like seeing these beauties swinging around every day?”

      “Stop it!” I laughed and covered my chest with an arm to keep her from rolling my nipples between her fingers anymore. The touch had set a fire within my damp panties that made me uncomfortable, and I rose from the chair and smoothed my shirt down.

      “I guess it’s settled then,” I tried to remove the tone of sadness that crept into my voice and sound bright, cheerful, but failed. “You can talk to Bryce and arrange for… whatever.”

      “Oh no,” Melissa said, shaking her head. “It has to come from you, and you have to be present for it. All of it.”

      “I can’t do that!”

      “You can and you will,” Melissa removed all trace we’d been in his computer and closed it down, rising she pushed on her sunglasses. “I’ll be back tonight. Text me when a good time is. I need to figure out how to get my stylist to see me on such short notice… Do you think red or black?”

      “Maybe we’re rushing into this,” I said, the anxiety a storm inside me. It was all happening so fast I couldn’t think clearly.

      “Nonsense,” Melissa said, pulling me out of the room. “What’s the worst that can happen?”

      “For you? Nothing. But for me, I could lose the only family I have in this world. I could lose a lot, Mel.”

      “I know, Bev,” She said, her fingers lacing into mine. “Maybe I’m rushing this because it’s so exciting. I’m sorry. You’re right… it’s just… you know how I feel about Bryce.”

      I knew she’d always cared for the boy, but I hadn’t realized her feelings or desires were this strong.

      “Let me speak with him. We’re talking tonight.” I should have left it there, but the image from last night flashed through my head. Not his manhood, nothing so crass. But the image of my sweet boy in such bliss. A part of me that I tried to stuff deep down wanted nothing more than to give him that pleasure. To hold him as it washed through him.

      Isn’t it the most sacred duty a mother can perform? I wondered to myself as I led Melissa out of the house. Ensuring her child’s happiness?

      “What’s that?” Melissa asked, pointing to the book tucked under my arm.

      I’d forgotten it was still there and felt my cheek heat a fiery red when she plucked it out and read the title.

      “You found this in there?” Melissa asked with an eager grin, “Are you going to read it?”

      “Well…” I hadn’t been planning on it, but when she pushed it into her purse with a wink, my heart sank because I realized that’s exactly what I’d been planning to do, but hadn’t been able to admit it to myself.

      “I’ll read it tonight and report back,” she winked. “Need something to ease this itch. Or else it’ll be another cold shower for me.”

      “Tell me about it,” I grumbled, then blushed a redder shade when Melissa raised her eyebrow at me. She didn’t press me, which I was grateful for, and left with a promise extracted from me that I’d call her after speaking with Bryce.
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      Pushing the issue out of my head, I sat down with my schedule and began planning for upcoming events. The work absorbed me and soon I was lost to the world around me as I tracked down vendors and booked things. Watching my expense account diminish as I dropped deposits all over town was stressing me out, so I slipped out back with my secret pack of smokes.

      It was a bad habit, picked up during a misspent youth, and I’d managed to kick it several times. The last break had been nearly two years. Then the stress of managing a house and a kid alone got to me and I broke down. I never let myself have more than a pack a month and felt like I was a criminal every time I went to the gas station to buy them.

      The squeal of brakes announced Bryce pulling up, and I stubbed out the cigarette, half smoked, and slipped back inside. I was washing my hands in the downstairs bathroom when he passed by in the hall outside, heading to his room.

      Seeing him so suddenly, I panicked. My head was suddenly full of cotton, and all the carefully rehearsed lines I’d practice broaching the subject flew out of my head. As he passed by, not meeting my eyes and hurrying, it felt like the last time I might get this chance, and the words rushed out of me.

      “Bryce, are you addicted to pornography? Is that why your grades have… fallen…”

      My voice trailed off as I listened to the words coming out of my mouth, and Bryce wheeled on me, his face green, then purpling. I saw the shock shift into a shame that melted into anger.

      “What did you do? Go through my stuff?! I’m not addicted to porn! You are!”

      I tried to keep my face calm, but after the rush of asking, I felt empty and the last thing he said struck me as so funny, I barked a laugh. That was the wrong thing to do.

      “My life shitty enough and I come home to deal with this? Just leave me alone! I’m fine!”

      Flinching in the face of his scream. I wished there was something I could have said to change the outcome, but I watched him stomp upstairs and let him go. Turning, I pulled out my phone, my guts in turmoil, and pulled up Melissa’s contact. My thumb hovered over the dial button, and I desperately wanted her help, but I clicked it off and slipped it back in my pocket.

      I felt terrible for the way I’d handled things, but this was my mess to clean up.

      Pouring myself a glass of wine, I sat and thought for a few minutes, then climbed the stairs. I knocked lightly on Bryce’s door and heard him mumbled a faint ‘come in’.

      He was sitting at his computer, staring at a word document with only a single sentence written. His face, reflected in the monitor, flinched with embarrassment when I stepped in, and he wouldn’t meet my eyes when he swung the chair around.

      “I’m sorry I blurted it out like that,” I said, taking a seat on the edge of his bed. “I had an entire plan on how to bring it up, so it wasn’t awkward and…”

      I shrugged, and Bryce managed a slight chuckle.

      “Can we finish this fast? I have a paper to write.”

      “What’s your paper about?”

      “It’s for econ,” he said and folded his arms, clearly not in the mood to be forthcoming or prolong this conversation longer than necessary.

      “Ok, look… I know things have been strained between us the past few months, but I hope you can talk with me. We used to be so close.”

      He looked out the window, unable to even look at me, and I was struck once again by how similar he looked to his father. The same firm jaw and aquiline nose, plus those brilliant green eyes that a woman could drown in.

      Get it together, Beverly. I berated myself, lacing my fingers together in my lap and squeezing my thighs around them.

      “I’ve noticed you spend all of your time in your room and earlier today I cleaned up-.”

      “I don’t have any privacy anymore?” Bryce sneered. “You want to track me with my phone, too? Or maybe search it like Don’s parents used to do?”

      “I didn’t say that Bryce,” I said, frowning. “And stop trying to change the subject, this is serious.”

      “What that I’m addicted to porn? Come on, everyone watches it.”

      “I know,” I sighed. “But at the expense of a genuine relationship? You haven’t been going out on dates, and you lock yourself in your room all day… When I cleaned out your trash can-.”

      “I like porn. So what?!” he burst out angrily, his face red. “Just because you don’t, doesn’t mean I should have to stop.”

      “How do you know I don’t like it?” I asked, and that shocked Bryce into silence.

      Blinking rapidly, he shifted in his chair, rubbing his hands on his thighs and opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

      “Cat got your tongue?” I asked with a little laugh. “Is that surprising? Everyone masturbates.”

      “Ngh!” Bryce’s face went redder than it had when he was angry and he looked at me finally, staring with wide eyes.

      “I think it’s part of a healthy sex life. Watching it with a partner can be very pleasant.” Bryce shifted in his chair, hands moving to cover the lump forming in his shorts. My heart started hammering and my skin prickled as I felt the energy in the room shifting. I went on, hating how breathless my voice now sounded. “But it isn’t something you should do every time you… you know.”

      “I don’t have a problem, though.” He was determined to be stubborn about this, but that wasn’t surprising. The boy had always been as stubborn as he was sweet.

      “How would you know? Have you ever tried quitting?” His eyebrows shot up in alarm at that, and I saw him preparing a furious retort, but I held my hands up, placating him. “I’m not trying to make you do anything. You’re a grown man. If you want to quit school and move to Florida with your friends and do… God knows what. I can’t stop you. But if you throw this opportunity away… One you worked so hard for… I know you’ll regret it when you’re older. I don’t know many things, but I know regret.”

      He sat there in sullen silence, not responding, but his anger was gone and that was a good sign.

      “I know this is asking a lot, but I want you to stop using it to… you know. Just for a month, to see if things improve.”

      “Ha, that ain’t happening,” he said, folding his arms across his chest.

      “I thought you might say that.” I said, shifting my seat and feeling the prickling sensation on my skin increase a thousand-fold as I contemplated what I was about to say next.
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      I was about to give up, my embarrassment and shame nearly overwhelming, but seeing the hurt in Bryce’s expression resolved me.

      “You going to punish me if I do? How would you know? I could watch it on my phone anywhere.”

      “No punishment,” I said, my fingers trembling against one another, where I held them between my thighs. “And I know how young men are… Without some release you can be in a lot of pain and that would probably distract you even more.”

      His eyes narrowed, and I saw a dark frown forming as he marshaled his arguments against me. But my next words stole away his arguments and left him staring at me in shock.

      “I think a reward for staying away from it, and also for improving your grades, is the best solution.” I also hoped it would get him past this addiction and remind him of there is more pleasure when you have a partner.

      “Like video games?”

      “No, Bryce,” I said, and something in the tone of my voice must have clued him in, because he suddenly sat up straight, arms uncrossing and eyes widening in shock. His gazed dropped to my chest, then down again, and I felt my cheeks heat with embarrassment.

      “I don’t understand,” he said, and I was pleased to see he was no longer upset.

      “If you can stay off it and do better in class, then… Then I’ll make sure you get a reward that offers… relief.”

      I dropped my face in my hands, the embarrassment too much. But also, the instant and intense desire that flooded Bryce’s face awoke my own. The handsome boy looked like an eager puppy dog, and that secret, eager, and wicked part of me wanted nothing more than to take him in me and watch that pleasure wash over his face again. Instead of indulging in the taboo desire, I shoved it down deep inside.

      “You mean… you’ll have sex with me?”

      “What?! No!” The mirroring of my own internal thoughts awoke a panic in me and I waved my hands, laughing and trying to make his suggestion seem ridiculous. “It wouldn’t be incest, but it would still be wrong, right?”

      “Ngh,” Bryce grunted, and I couldn’t be sure if he was agreeing with what I said or not and his excitement from a second before, so thrilling to see, had fallen into a resentful frown.

      “A friend of mine, actually… She offered to… help, you.”

      “Who?” Bryce asked, the sullen expression gone as fast as it had come, replaced with hope but a restrained one.

      “Melissa.” His eyes flashed wide, and a euphoric grin flitted across his face, replaced a second later by nervous fear as he withdrew into himself.

      “This is crazy. She’s too gorgeous to want to do anything… like you’re suggesting.” Shaking his head, he began turning his chair away from me. “Thanks anyway, but that sounds too insane.”

      I stopped him with a hand on his arm or tried to. A shock of electrostatic charge hit me and I pulled back. Both of us looked down at the point of contact. When I looked up, Bryce was staring down at me, his chest rising and falling, and there was a moment of tension between us.

      In that moment, I wanted him more than any man I’d ever known, and I know he could see it, or at least some of it in my eyes. But instead of reaching out and taking me, he retreated. Physically pushing his chair back from me.

      “Melissa suggested it, and I’ll be there to make sure everything is safe.”

      “You’ll… be there?”

      I don’t know why I said that, so I hurried on, ignoring his question.

      “You’ll be on the honor system, but I trust you. But I need to know how hard this is going to be,” Bryce burst out laughing, and I frowned at him.

      “That’s what she said,” he laughed, and I grinned, realizing the joke.

      “Ha, ha, very funny. This is serious, Bryce. I don’t want you to think of it as a joke.”

      “How can I not?” He asked, “I don’t even know what’s going on.”

      I had been talking around things because of my shyness, but also because I didn’t want to sign Melissa up for anything she was uncomfortable with. The woman had been clear about a few things, though, so I nodded and unfolded my hands.

      “You’re right, I haven’t been clear.” Drawing in a deep breath, I pushed through the shame and laid out my first part of the plan. “You have a paper you 're writing? Due tomorrow?”

      Bryce frowned and glanced at the screen. “Yea, I procrastinated, and there wasn’t a good topic, so I got-.”

      “It’s ok,” I said, reassuringly. “We can’t worry about the past, but you need to finish it tonight without distractions. If you can get a better grade on it, than you got on your past paper in Econ. Then Melissa will come over tomorrow night and… relieve you.”

      The last two words came out in a rush, but I managed to meet his eyes as I said it. Bryce didn’t seem to believe my words, and I watched his lips work as he repeated them silently to himself, brows pinched.

      “You mean she’ll…”

      “That’s up to her,” I said with a firm shake of my head. The reality of what I was say, and what I was willing to do rushed in and I felt overwhelmed with panic. “Oh god, this is insane. I don’t know what I’m doing, I’m so sorry, forget I said anything!”

      The reality of what I was proposing hit me and I felt dirty and terrible all the sudden. When I rose to flee Bryce’s room, he grabbed my wrist, stopping me in place. I looked down into his gorgeous green eyes and saw shy hope in them.

      “Do I have to… start tonight?” he chewed his bottom lip nervously and glanced at his computer screen. “I want to try… It’s something I’ve thought might be a problem for a while but… I don’t think I can focus on writing if I’m… backed up.”

      “I’m sure you can make it one night…” the look of terror in Bryce’s eye was so naked my heart went out to him, and I sank back onto the bed. “Just how many times do you need to… you know… in a night?”

      “Jesus, mom!” Bryce said, sinking in his chair and shaking his head. “Do you really want to know?”

      I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Knowing he would hear a lack of motherly warmth in my tone and might recognize the desire thrumming through me. And that would be bad.

      “Five or six times… in a night,” he observed my face, but I kept a warm smile on it, though my fingers dug into my thighs as I imagined the scene from the night before playing repeatedly. “But ten to fifteen throughout the day… Jesus, maybe I do have a problem.”

      “We’ll figure it out together,” I breathed. “As for tonight… I think it would be best if we try without and see how that goes.”

      “You mean…” his eyes widened as they traveled down my body, resting on my chest and widening further still. Then I caught his meaning and wrapped my arms over my t-shirt covered breasts and felt my cheeks flush a fiery red.

      “I’m sorry,” Bryce said, his face and neck turning as red as mine felt, and he folded even further in on himself, hands twisting in his lap. “It’s not that I want… I just thought because you said… I mean you’re so hot I couldn’t help it… Jesus, I keep rambling and I don’t know what to do-.”

      He cut off when I rested a hand on his and flinched away from me, but I kept a grip on his sweaty hand. After a second, he glanced up and met my eyes, blinking when he saw the smile on my lips.

      “You think I’m hot?” It wasn’t what I meant to say, but it was all I could think about. My heart fluttered and a warm joy swept through me. Every woman like to know she’s attractive, and hearing it always makes me feel warm and fuzzy inside, but this was something different.

      “Are you kidding?” Bryce asked, his expression looking almost angry. He was so intense. “You drove every guy on my tennis team crazy. They called you UberMILF… it was a little embarrassing how much they went on whenever you came to a match, or practice.”

      “I’m sorry,” I said, his hand warming in mine as I held it gently, our fingers ever so slightly grazing one another’s. Not quite interlacing, but teasing at it. “That must have been a challenge. It’s flattering to hear, but I’m an old woman now. Teenage boy just like big boobs.”

      I laughed and pulled back, glancing down at my breasts. For many years, I’d hated them. The looks they attracted, the gross men who would call out to me when I was walking down the street or in a store, and the ache in my shoulders and back. But they were an asset, and I’d grown to appreciate them over time. Now they sagged with their own weight and had lost their unearthly perkiness of my youth.

      “We don’t like them,” Bryce chuckled, “we love them.”

      “You do, huh?” I asked, another flush sweeping over my skin as I contemplated what I was about to do. The idea shocked me, but it also flooded my pussy, and I found myself shifting in my seat, eager and terrified.

      Bryce nodded, his gaze falling to the loose t-shirt that covered my bra-clad breasts. Blinking, he glanced right back up and blushed adorably when he saw he’d been caught. I trapped his gaze with mine and felt something powerful pass between us. My heart was beating, and chest rising with deep breaths, as opened my mouth and spoke the words I’d been dying to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 8

          

        

      

    

    
      “What if… just this one time… to keep you from relapsing… I offer you a… visual aid?”

      I pressed my eyes shut, unable willing to see his expression as he realized what I said and hating myself for how weak it had come out.

      “Are you serious?!” Bryce breathed.

      Peeking through my shut lids, I saw him shifting in his seat, a small hopeful but nervous smile playing across his lips. Drawing in a deep breath, I nodded and sat straight.

      “Just this one time, and no touching… well, you’ll need to touch yourself, obviously.” My breath fell away, and I realized my own eyes were locked on the hardness pressed against the leg of his shorts. Its length shocked me, even after I’d seen it the night before, and my fingers itched to run feel it through the thick material. “You look… uncomfortable… would you like to do it now?”

      Bryce nodded, mouth gawping, unable to speak as he shifted nervously in his chair and glanced around. I rose and pulled the blinds closed on his window. My fingers trembling as I turned the slender plastic pole. As the afternoon light faded, and gloom clung to the boys’ room, things suddenly felt very real.

      What are you doing, Beverley!? Can you go through with this?

      As I moved back to the bed, I suddenly grew shy, unsure what it was I should do. Bryce saw my hesitation and instead of retreating back into his shell, he pointed to the bed, where the darkest shadows lay.

      “I can lay there, and you’ll just… watch. And you don’t have to see me.”

      But that’s the whole point of this, I thought to myself in frustration, then shoved the uncharitable thought aside. That wasn’t what this was about, and I shouldn’t want it to be either.

      Resolving to not look, I turned my back when I heard Bryce push down his shorts. The boy hesitated, and trembling. I reached down to gather the bottom of my shirt and pull it up over my head. Cool air caressed my bare skin, causing pebbles to rise on my arms.

      Trying to block out the world, but aware of every sigh and sound that escaped Bryce’s mouth. I reached back and unhooked my heavy bra. 7 hooks instead of the normal 2 or 3 hold the strap in place and it’s a pain to remove, even when you’ve done it a thousand times. My fingers twisted in the lace, and I grunted in frustration.

      The chair squeaked, and I felt Bryce’s taller presence looming behind me. I froze in place, not knowing what he was going to do. Not knowing what I wanted him to do.

      “Do you need help?” he asked.

      Hearing the tremble in this large, handsome young man’s voice settled my nerves, and I felt more confident, reminded that I was a woman twice his age. I nodded and dropped my hands, giving him access to the bra.

      “Have you done this before?” I asked, my tone light but my insides twisting.

      “No,” Bryce laughed, “But I’ve practiced.”

      There was a strain on his last words that melted the tightness inside and sent another wave of warmth radiating out from my center.

      I thought I was missing a bra… wonder if he’s ever wrapped it around that beautiful cock of his… Stroking it with the same material that touched me!

      It was over far too quickly. Clearly, he had practiced, because his fingers danced over the final five hooks, popping them free in a second. The tip of his finger grazed my back before he moved back, leaving a trail of fire that enflamed my already roaring passions.

      Then I turned, the cups of my bra held against my massive breasts and looked full into my stepson’s face.

      “No touching, you understand?”

      Bryce nodded vigorously, his eyes shifting from my face to the heavy sag of my breasts.

      “And you can’t tell anyone about this.”

      He swallowed and nodded again, slower this time, and my own eyes fell to his shorts, where he was pulling down one half of the fly.

      “And nothing else will ever happen.” his eyes flashed up to my face, full of eagerness at the prospect of this not being the end of it. “If you don’t finish that paper and raise your grades… This is for your future and to help you… through a tough time. Ok?”

      “I love you, mom,” the first three words melted my heart, but the way he stumbled over ‘mom’ soured it.

      “You wanted me to lie on the bed?” I asked, and as I moved over, I let the cups of my bra slip free and the garment fall to the floor.

      Bryce gasped, and I saw awed pleasure wash over his face, and pride flooded me. It felt glorious to see that response in a man. But the fact that it was my stepson staring at me in his bedroom added a wickedness that had my skin on fire.

      “Wait,” Bryce husked, his fingers fumbling with the shorts and then his boxers, shoving both down.

      It was my turn to gasp as his enormous cock sprang into view. Thankfully, Bryce seemed oblivious to my awed fascination, as he stared at my hardening nipples and reached for a bottle of lube on his desk.

      He nodded quickly, eyes drinking in my nakedness and causing my knees to tremble. Moving slowly, I lay down upon his narrow bed, freezing when I heard it squeak.

      My heavy breasts swung beneath me and sent thrills of pleasure down my spine as my firm nipples dragged across the sheets. Bryce moaned, and I glanced over my shoulder at him.

      Seeing my son’s hand gliding up and down his glistening erection, I felt so wrong. But the pleasure he felt was my doing, and that filled me with a warmth and love for him stronger than I’d ever known. His eyes met mine, and I saw the shame in him warring with his desire, and I let him see the heat burning in me.

      Rolling onto my back and cupping my breasts in both hands, I gathered them up and cupped them together. I’ve always liked my rear better, but men and even women obsess over my boobs.

      “You’re the sexiest woman… ever.” Bryce husked, his expression turning pained as he sought better words.

      “Thank you, honey… I love your eyes on me… You make me feel beautiful.”

      “You are beautiful!” He said, sitting up in the chair, fingers releasing his throbbing cock. “You’re ten times hotter than Melissa, or Eve, or any of the girls at my school.”

      “Don’t stop, Bryce,” I purred, my sex quivering as I watched the glistening beast throb. My mouth salivated and I could already feel the ache in my jaw, as I imagine taking it into my mouth. If he didn’t take care of it soon, I was going to lose control.

      Jumping as if goosed, he wrapped his fingers around it and stroked. I realized a moment later he’d been trying to hold off on his orgasm. Because not two strokes in, he shivered. Tingles of pleasure ran up and down my naked skin, and my fingers tightened on one nipple hard as I watched the ecstasy wash over my son’s face.

      “Oh god, I’m… I’m…!”

      Without touching my pussy a small orgasm swept through me, beginning deep in my belly and instead of making me tense with pleasure, it melted my muscles and I sagged onto the bed, panting as I watched thick ropes of young cum shoot out and land on his firm stomach and t-shirt.

      Hand still stroking, I watched a thick glob of pearlescent seed roll down the backs of his fingers and my tongue itches to lick it up. I’d always enjoyed the salty tang of cum, and it was always a treat to see a man’s expression when you swallowed him down as if it was the most delicious thing in the world.

      I wanted to do that for my son. I burned to give him the greatest joy a young man can know, and to feel him on me, in me, touching me. The taboo thrill, added to this deep love I’d discovered, were screaming at me to crawl to him, clean his dick with my mouth and ride him until the sun came up.

      At almost the same moment, we both fell back to earth.

      The afterglow of my orgasm faded, and the wicked thing I’d just done flashed through my head. Shame and guilt filled me and I grabbed up my shirt and stood right when Bryce did the same. Standing awkwardly and jerking up his pants, I almost walked right into him and had to stop, and we both edged around each other.

      “Make sure you finish your paper,” I said, backing out of the room, my shirt and bra clutched against my nakedness with one arm, while the other sought the doorhandle behind me.

      “Mhmm.”

      Bryce looked a little wild-eyed as he glanced from my feet over to the bed where I’d been laying, and quickly did up his pants.

      Knowing I couldn’t leave things this awkward, I mustered up the courage at the door and paused, drawing in a deep breath to speak. Bryce flinched, then slowly looked up at me through those long lashes of his, warming my heart and making it easier to push through my embarrassment.

      “Remember, if you keep your word, we can…. Do that again. And maybe… other things.” His eyes lit up at that, and the red faded from his cheeks, a tremulous, hopeful smile twitching the corners of his lips. “I love you, Bryce.”

      “I love you too, and mom,” I paused in the act of closing his door and peeked in, “That was the best moment of my life.”
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      Unable to hide my smile, I fled down the hall and closed my door and carefully locked it. Dropping my shirt and bra on the ground, I shed my clothes and jumped into the shower. With the radio blaring, and the massager set to pulse, my mind filled with images of my son's face as he came, and that throbbing cock as it spewed cum all across him.

      With thoughts of his young hips driving down into me, I gave myself three of the biggest orgasms of my life. An hour later, I lay in bed, lotioned and ready to fall asleep, but plagued by doubts and fears about what I’d done. What if this ruined our relationship? What if it messed Bryce up and he regressed even further?

      I fell asleep with these worries plaguing my dreams, filling my head with nightmares. I woke several times in a cold sweat and was groggy and miserable when morning came. Convinced I’d made the worst decision of my life and I was going to hell.

      Noises in the kitchen alerted me that Bryce was up early, which wasn’t usual. Terrified that it would be awkward and uncomfortable, I pulled on a thick robe and marshaled my courage. Heading downstairs, I smelled coffee and heard the sizzle of bacon.

      Bryce is cooking? Is he dying!?

      Hurrying the rest of the way, I peeked into the kitchen to see a shirtless Bryce bent over the stove as he flipped two pieces of bacon.

      “Don’t flip them yet,” I said, startling him as I stepped into the kitchen. “Let them crisp a little more. What’s all this?”

      “I pulled an all-nighter,” he said, grinning. “Finished the paper! Read it, I think it’s good.”

      “I’m sure it is, honey. Oh, thank you,” he poured me a cup of coffee before I could take down a mug and handed it to me, with a plate of already cooked eggs.

      “I have to, meeting Chloe and Kristin in the library to study for Anatomy.”

      He was rushing around the kitchen, clearly masking his own anxiety with the added energy, but before grabbing his backpack and laptop to leave, he paused by my chair. I glanced up and stiffened when Bryce bent down, then melted as he wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tight.

      “Thank you… I can never tell you… Just, thank you.”

      I opened my mouth to speak, but he pulled away quickly, and I could see from his expression that speaking more would only make him uncomfortable, so I smile, lips pressed together, and nodded.

      “Good luck in class,” I said instead, and he beamed.

      “I don’t need luck,” winking he grabbed up his things and hurried out of the house.

      I was left to finish cooking the bacon and clean up from his mess, but I didn’t mind. It made me happy to see him up and out of the house, and I felt better about my decision. Sipping my coffee and picking at the eggs, I pulled out my phone and saw that I had a message from Melissa.

      Melissa: SO?!?!

      Melissa: What happened?!

      Melissa: Text me back!

      Feeling nervous and excited all over again, I typed out several responses before deleting them, not wanting to put anything in text I sent: Come over, we need to talk! I got a response two minutes later saying she was on her way and I finished cleaning up and threw on some clothes. I was brushing my hair when Melissa’s Mercedes pulled to a stop outside, and I heard my front door open and close.

      Feeling more nervous than I had the night before, I went downstairs to find her pulling a bottle of bubbly from the fridge. Holding up a finger, she grinned and began prying off the cork.

      “I knew when you didn’t text back that something crazy happened last night.” my cheeks heated, and her grin stretched wide. “I’m right, aren’t I?” When I started to speak, she shook her head. “Mimosas, first!”

      She poured us two drinks and filled a pitcher, then we went to the back patio to sit under the morning light. I opened the awning and took my seat, taking a large pull from my mimosa before launching into my story. Melissa sat on the edge of her seat as she listened, nodding along as I told her about confronting Bryce and how I’d blurted my question out.

      “With how nervous and shy he’s become, it was probably best,” she nodded. “What did he say?”

      Marshalling my nerves, I launched into the rest of the story, telling her what we’d talked about and finally the agreement I’d told him about.

      “You offered me?” Melissa asked, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

      “I did,” I said, twisting my hands in my lap. “And Bryce was very excited…”

      “But…?”

      “But… he… he wanted some visual stimulation since he didn’t have his pornography. So, he could focus on the paper.” I buried my face in my glass and drained the last of my drink.

      Melissa was beaming when I set the glass down and refilled it from the pitcher. Motioning for me to go on, she leaned forward, listening intently. I shouldn’t have noticed, but as I described undressing for my stepson, and laying down for him to watch me, Melissa’s nipples hardened against her top, and her breathing became deep and ragged.

      “What was it like?” She asked with an eager grin when I finished.

      “What was… what like?”

      “You know what I mean, don’t be coy, girl.” Melissa raised her eyebrow, and I took another sip of my mimosa, cheeks burning with embarrassment.

      Setting down my glass, I held up my fingers a few inches away from one another. Melissa's mouth twisted in a sour grimace, and disappointment filled her expression. Then I pulled my hands away, inch by inch, her eyes widening and smile returning as I did.

      “No… really?!” she asked when I finally held my hands apart at a similar length to Bryce. “God, I have to see it.”

      “You’re terrible,” I laughed, feeling the effects of the champagne already.

      “Bryce needs us, Bev,” Melissa said, her amusement melted away and replaced by a serious expression. “I did some research last night and he could be affected the rest of his life if he doesn’t fix this problem. Relationships, work, friendships, all of them could be made worse by it.”

      “I know,” I said, swallowing hard and trying to clear my head. “I’ve been so worried… I’m willing to try anything.”

      “Good,” Melissa said, leaning forward and finishing her mimosa. “Because I from the research I read, the mother is vital to breaking a young man’s reliance on pornography.”

      “Really?”

      “Oh, yes.” Melissa nodded, pulling out her phone. “I’ll send you the paper I found. A university in Japan studied the shut-in problem and found the men and women became addicted to pornography in many forms. With that outlet, they never crave relationships with normal people, but if a trusted person, one who they feel would never betray them. Guides them out of their self-isolation, and uses… touch… There is a high likelihood they’ll revert back to normal.”

      “I’ll read through it,” I said, accepting the document she shared with my phone and scanning the front page quickly.

      The Modern Hikki-Mori Treatment Plan

      Theory:

      A hikki-mori can reintegrate into society with the help of the person closest to them.

      Execution:

      Three stepmother/son pairs were monitored, as they engaged in proscribed steps to deepen the connection to living flesh, and a remembrance of its joy.

      “Start on page 79. That’s where things get interesting,” Melissa winked. “You still want me to come over tomorrow night?”

      “I do,” I said. “But I’m worried this isn’t going to work. What if he starts watching his pornography again but doesn’t tell me? Or what do we do if his grades keep falling?”

      “He just needs the right incentive, that’s all,” Melissa said, unconcerned. Running a finger down the plunging neckline of her tight shirt, she winked. “I know how to motivate a young man.”

      “This is insane, Melissa!” I laughed, sipping my third mimosa.

      “But it’s all so exciting, isn’t it?” She grinned, shifting her chair around to sit beside me. “it’s been years since I was this excited for anything. The thought of boring sex with some fat divorcee makes me ill. I’d rather use a toy than waste my time. But I have a confession to make,” she whispered as she moved right up beside me, her warm breath tickling my neck. “The idea of a mother and son fucking, watching it… even joining is… it’s been a secret fantasy I’ve had for years.”

      “Melissa!” I hissed in shock, looking around quickly to make sure no one overheard, then remembering we were in my backyard.

      “That wasn’t easy to admit,” she said with a sour frown. “And I’m sure you think I’m a weirdo now.”

      “I don’t think that.” I said, taking another sip of my mimosa and drawing in a deep breath. “Everyone has kinks and fetishes.”

      “You don’t have any,” Melissa said, and I thought I detected a hint of envy in her tone.

      “I do,” I said, pressing my eyes together and shocking myself as the next words tumbled out of my mouth. “I’ve always loved having a man take control… tie me up and have his way with me. Oh god, I can’t believe I’m admitting this, but I’ve also fantasied about… about.”

      Dropping my face in my hands, my fiery cheeks heating my palms, Melissa rested her hand on my back. Her gentle fingertips tracing patterns on the sensitive skin, sending tingles of pleasure throughout me.

      “It’s ok,” Melissa said. “Everything is going to be, ok, Bev.”

      Her voice was filled with confidence, and also gentle. I wanted to ask how she knew, but when I turned, her face was right beside mine as she rested on my shoulder.
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      I don’t know if it was the champagne, or the golden morning light, but in that moment, my best friend was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Her thick dark hair framed a face artfully painted with makeup, eyes dark, lips red and cheeks pale. It was those ruby red lips that trapped my gaze and I found myself leaning forward, as if to kiss them, and jerked back in surprise.

      “I’m sorry,” I breathed, resting a hand on my cheek. “I didn’t mean to…”

      Melissa’s gentle fingers pulled my face back over and I was looking deep into her beautiful green eyes. They twinkled with amusement, but also something deeper. A hunger within her that I mirrored, but she didn’t have my fear or hesitation.

      Those red lips pressed against mine, and I stiffened in shock, then melted in pleasure. Our kiss was gentle, just a touching of lips to lips, but the emotions that leaped up within me had my fingers and legs trembling.

      Melissa pulled back, her green eyes wide with the same shock I felt. She licked her thick lips with a delicate tongue and took another sip of her mimosa. When she set it down, I pulled her back into another kiss, curious and hungry to feel her again. Our tongue slid along one another, teasing and touching, softer than any kiss I’d ever had with a man.

      When we broke again, our chests were rising and falling heavily and I felt a wild energy coursing through me.

      “That was… unexpected,” I said, and Melissa nodded.

      “Perhaps I should go,” she said, and I was surprised to see she was nervous.

      When she rose to go, I stood and took her hand.

      “Is everything ok? That was… I’ve never done that before… with a woman. I’m sorry if-.”

      Melissa turned and pulled me against her and kissed me passionately, but briefly, before pulling back.

      “That was perfect,” she said. “But I should give you some space to make sure this is what you want… I have a habit of rushing things and I don’t want to ruin our friendship… And then there’s Bryce… I’m sorry.”

      “You have nothing to apologize about,” I said, feeling a wave of confidence as I settled her down. Normally it was Melissa who was the confident one, but this time I felt completely comfortable with what was happening, while she was freaking out a little. “If you don’t want to… help, I’ll understand.”

      “Oh, I’ll be there,” Melissa grinned. “I wouldn’t miss that for the world.”

      “Good.”

      She turned to go when I opened the door, but spun back and wrapped me in a tight hug.

      “I love you.” She breathed.

      “I love you, too,” I said back.

      An hour later, I found myself washing the sweat off from a hard workout. After Melissa left, and I cleaned up, I’d been filled with an odd, nervous energy. Working out hadn’t burned it out of me, and neither did the shower, but when I placed the massager on my pussy, and images of my gorgeous friend, twined with my stepson filled my head, I let out a scream of pleasure and my legs gave out.

      Falling to the floor of the shower on my ass, I didn’t stop touching myself as I imagined Melissa and Bryce making love. The second orgasm was even more powerful than the first and it took a couple minutes to pick myself up from the floor and finish my shower.

      I felt refreshed and more alive than I had in years as I threw myself into my work. There was a charity crab feed at the local high school coming up and my company was putting it on. Losing myself in planning and tracking down companies and artists for the silent auction. A local winery had just agreed to donate several dozen cases, in exchange for their glasses and napkins, sitting at every table, which killed two birds with one stone.

      The front door opened, then closed, and I glanced up to find Bryce digging into the cupboard for a snack bar. I hadn’t realized so much time had passed and glanced down at the clock, shocked to see it was past five.

      “You got home late,” I said, frowning when I heard the accusation in my tone.

      “Yea, sorry.” He grinned when he popped his head out. “I stayed late and helped a girl in my class whose struggling.”

      “You helped someone? I thought you were failing the class.”

      “My grade’s shit, but the concepts are simple.” He shrugged at is that, explained everything. “Chloe doesn’t get most of it, and she saw that I did and asked if I’d stay late and explain it.”

      “Sounds like a good time,” I said, grinning in the same way I did whenever he mentioned a girl at school.

      “It’s not like that,” he grimaced. “I wish. Chloe’s dating Ellend Nabors. His dad has a lake house and a private helicopter. I don’t think I can compete.”

      “I wouldn’t be so sure,” I said. “you’ve got a lot to offer someone. Don’t sell yourself short.”

      “I don’t have a helicopter and a lake house,” he grumbled, pulling open the fridge and grabbing a bottle of water.

      Pushing down the prickles of something acidic in my belly, I painted a broad smile on my face. “Why don’t you invite her over to study by the pool sometime? It might not be a lake, but we have a splendid view. And I make a mean spinach and cheese dip.”

      Bryce blinked, considering, and a grin grew on his lips, hesitant at first. “You’re serious?”

      “Of course,” I beamed.

      “I worried that… Never mind.” He shook his head and the frown flickering onto his face disappeared into the boyish grin I loved so much. “I’ll ask her then. I mean she’s got a boyfriend, so it’s not like that.”

      “Right,” I said, hiding my grin. “I’m sure it isn’t.”

      He got a far off look in his eyes as he turned to go upstairs, then I saw him hesitate.

      “Do you think it would be ok if I study down here tonight?” He asked, “It’s just… it will be hard to keep my promise if I’m at my computer all night.”

      “I’m sure it will be,” I said, and my voice remained calm and motherly, hiding the heated amusement inside as I imagined how hard he might have become. Pushing my papers and laptop aside, I made room on the large glass dining table. “Just keep your music down, I really need to get this done tonight.”

      “Is this for Findley Fields High Crab Feed?” He asked, pulling over a mockup I’d done of the flier. “Chloe went there, she was talking about it today.”

      “Maybe if you let me focus, I can do a good enough job to impress her,” I sighed.

      “That would be cool,” Bryce said, slipping into the chair and pulling his laptop and books out of his backpack. He glanced up at me, hesitating, and I felt something in his gaze, pulling me from the email I was reading to stare into those intense, pale blue eyes.

      “Thank you… for last night.” He swallowed hard, and pushed through the embarrassment. “For everything. It’s been difficult but I know it’s for the best and you were probably right… I might be… you know, addicted.”

      “It’s ok, Bryce, we’ll fix this.”

      I gripped his hand, and the contact sent a shock up the arm and through the core of my being. Pulling back as if I’d been scaled, we both stared at our hands and then up at one another. Instead of blushing or pulling back, Bryce smiled. A curious, almost wondrous grin.

      “I love you, mom.”

      “I love you too, Bryce,” I breathed, and we both turned back to our work, but neither of our fingers moved for several seconds.
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      When the storm of conflicting and warring thoughts settled in my head, I was left with more questions than I had the day before. Getting back to work wasn’t easy, but eventually it pulled me in. An hour later, I had the last of it done and I closed my laptop for the night.

      Bryce was still deep in the middle of studying economics, so I pulled out chicken and potatoes and set about making us dinner. We ate a late dinner, talking long into the night about his classes and my upcoming events.

      I asked him about this new girl, and he blushed, saying she was far too pretty for him, but that she was nice and smarter than she gave herself credit for. I kept a grin on my face and encouraged him to flirt with her, or even ask her out on a date. The whole time my guts twisted as if someone were turning a knife in them.

      “When do you know how you did on the essay?” I asked as we were clearing the table.

      “I can log on and see my score tomorrow,” Bryce said, the conversation becoming awkward for the first time. “What you said the other night… I understand if Melissa… You don’t have to make her… I’m doing ok, on my own.”

      “If you don’t want her help, with your…” I raised my eyebrows significantly and glanced down at his crotch, feeling my cheeks heat.

      “It’s not that,” Bryce said, face scarlet and eye suddenly unable to meet mine. “I wouldn’t want her to have to… Do anything she doesn’t want to. That would be worse than before.”

      It broke my heart to hear the sadness in his voice, but I reached over and gripped his arm, forcing him to look up and meet my eyes.

      “Do you really think I could force Melissa to do anything she didn’t want to?” he blinked and then a grin worked its way onto his lips, and he shook his head, chagrined. “Now I’ll tell you something I probably shouldn’t, but I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable tomorrow if you do well on your essay.” His eyes sparkled with interest, and I tried not to focus on the firmness of his muscles beneath my hands or the warmth of him standing so close to me.

      “Melissa said she’s fantasized about you when she… you know.”

      Bryce’s eyes grew wide, and I felt something impossibly large press against my stomach. Pulling back as if I was scalded, and hoping he didn’t notice how flustered I was, I turned on the water and started cleaning the dishes.

      Peeking behind me, I saw a thoughtful look on Bryce’s face as he turned to head upstairs. Grateful he hadn’t pushed things, because I couldn’t trust myself to behave when I was this turned on. I sighed out as I went back to washing dishes. I happened to be looking in the window and caught Bryce’s reflection before he headed upstairs. His eyes lingered on me, sweeping down my form and settling on my backside.

      My figure has softened over the years, although I still maintain an hourglass shape. And I no longer have the skinny waist I once did, with the adorable dimples on my back and the firm lines leading down my sides. However, the added weight had done wonders to an already killer ass, and I felt a flush of pride when Bryce stared for a long moment before darting upstairs.

      As I washed the dishes, my mind filled with images of Bryce stroking his cock while picturing me. I wondered if he would like to see me in a thong, or maybe he even wanted to fuck my butt!

      I’d never done such a wicked thing, although my husband had begged me to for many years. The thought of doing something so dirty and painful was never attractive, but if Bryce wanted it…

      I fell into bed with two toys, one buzzing on my clit and another little dildo buzzing as I ran it around my tightest hole. The sensation was almost too much at first, and I had to take it slow, but the intensity faded, and I began to like the pressure as I massaged the tight ring.

      Feeling adventurous, I slipped the little dildo into my ass, imagining it was Bryce’s finger as he fucked me hard. Driving the larger dildo deep, I came with a force that left me breathless and shaking. I passed out like that, arms akimbo and the sheets twisted around me, and woke in a sweaty mess.

      Pulling the sheet and tossing everything into the wash, I climbed into the shower like a drunk after a week-long bender, promising myself I’d never do that again. Who was I becoming? What other perversions would I discover I liked, or more terrible, that I couldn’t live without? Because the thought of going back to how it was with Bryce before I’d spoken with him wasn’t an option.

      I might be screwing everything up, but neither of us were happy before, I thought to myself as I dried off, I’ll just have to pray we’re doing the right thing.

      When I woke up the next morning, my worries hadn’t lessened. But as I moved around, making coffee and getting ready for the gym, I decided what would be would be.

      I grabbed my keys and shouted at Bruce that I was heading out when I heard a groan of agony coming from his room. My motherly senses shouted something was wrong, and I rushed upstairs.

      “Bryce, honey, are you ok?!”

      I threw open his door and reeled back when I found him naked and lying atop his sheets. His massive cock stood rampant and steel hard, jutting from his crotch. It looked so hard and stiff, then I noticed his balls, swollen and blue.

      “Mom it… hurts,” wincing he threw his head back and grunted. He reached for it with one hand, then flinched when he touched the throbbing shaft.

      “Does it really hurt that bad?” I asked, hazarding a peek through the hand I’d thrown before my face.

      “I’ve never felt blue balls like this,” he huffed, eyes squeezed shut and face scrunched up in pain. Then he seemed to realize that he was naked before me and flicked the sheet over himself. “I’ll be ok, I just have to-.”

      He groaned as he tried to sit up, and I rushed to his side, pressing him back down to the mattress gently.

      “It’s ok baby, mommy’s here,” my thoughts skipped past, and I felt my palms growing damp as I contemplated what I was about to do.

      “Oh god,” Bryce flinched when my hand settled on his chest, and his eyes flashed open, searching out mine.

      Wordlessly, my son pled with me, and my motherly instincts merged with my desires. Smiling warmly, I let my hand wander down his stomach and tried not to hiss with pleasure when my fingers brushed his throbbing member. I stifled the sound, but it escaped as a groan, and Bryce’s eyes rounded in surprise when he saw my expression shift.

      “This is only to… help you out,” I breathed, and Bryce nodded quickly. Closing my eyes, I offered a prayer as I slid the sheet off his hips. “Dear god forgive me. Oh dear lord above…”

      My eyes locked upon the raging hardon once again and the rest of the world faded. I heard Bryce hiss in pain or pleasure as my fingers slid around the base, but it barely registered. My attention was on the hard, yet soft cock throbbing in my fingers. It was so thick I couldn’t get my hand around it, and I had to bite the inside of my lip to keep from bending down and taking the beautiful thing in my mouth.

      Helping my son with this emergency was one thing, but if I started sucking on his cock like a common whore, I’d be going too far. Or so I told myself.

      “How does that feel, dear?” I asked, but had to force myself to focus on Bryce’s response.

      “It feels great… Jesus, this is insane… my mom is stroking my… Jesus!”

      “It’s a beautiful cock, dear,” I purred, and heard Bryce hiss when the wicked word passed my lips. His dick gave a lurch in my fingers and I nearly lost the beast. “Do you like that? When you mommy says dirty words… like cock?”

      Pulling my eyes from his dick, my heart swelled to see the pleasure filling my son’s face as he nodded quickly. Unable to speak, he watched my fingers exploring the length of him with wide eyes.

      Knowing his room from the search Melissa and I had just done, I opened his nightstand drawer and pulled out a small bottle of lotion. Pouring a drop of the cool liquid into the palm of my hand, I worked it onto both and set my fingers back to Bryce’s rampant erection.

      There was no sound in the room except for our heavy breaths and the squishing squeak of my fingers sliding up and down. My attention wholly fixated on the cock in my hands as it throbbed and pulsed.

      I’d never enjoyed giving men hand jobs the few times I’ve tried. The positioning is always awkward, and I prefer the feel of worshipping and being subservient to a man, then being his masturbator. But I realized as my hands slid up and down my son’s cock, that I was filled with more warmth and pleasure than I had been in years from a task I normally disliked.

      Forcing those thoughts out of my head, I focused on the task at hand and threw myself into it. Shifting on the bed, I crawled up, so I kneeled beside Bryce, my hands working as one, fingers interlocked. The fat head of his cock purple and angry looking. The slit winked at me, and a clear bead of precum oozed out. I wanted to bend down and lick it off, but could feel Bryce shivering beneath me.

      “Mom, I’m gonna… I’m…!”

      His hips gave a mighty jerk beneath me and then his cock gushed forth, warm cum coating my fingers and splashing onto his stomach. My son’s musk filled the room, and I had to press my thighs together to keep from touching myself. Mumbling something, I rose to leave, needing my shower massager immediately before I did something I might regret later, like ravaging my son right here and now.

      “That was… the greatest thing that’s ever happened to me.”

      I paused at the door and looked back, meeting Bryce’s eyes. The beautiful smile on his face melted the shame that filled me and I felt proud that it was me who’d given him such pleasure. Then I felt even more ashamed for feeling proud and fled down the hall to my room.

      Throwing myself in the shower, I sank against the tiled walls and licked my fingers clean of my son’s cum. All the while, the fingers of my other hand frigged my clit, and I imagined what his cock would feel like against my lips and tongue. What would it feel like down the throat… would it even fit? My orgasm hit when I pictured my handsome son pressing me down and driving that cock deep inside me.

      Shaky and trembling, I climbed out of the shower after another pair of orgasms and knew this wasn’t going to be the end. It couldn’t be.
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      Five hours later I was busy arranging flowers in a vase at the woman’s house, setting up for a bridal shower I was throwing when I got a text message from Bryce. Seeing the message with an image attached, my heart started racing, and I looked around to make sure no one was watching over my shoulder.

      Slipping into the restroom, I opened my phone and nervously downloaded the image. For the three seconds it took to download over the shoddy network, I imagined all kinds of crazy things. Could he have sent me a dick pic? I know it’s trendy with kids nowadays, and even with grown men, but would Bryce have done that?

      When the image of his paper appeared, a wave of disappointment swept through me that I shoved aside. Did you want your son to send you explicit pictures? What kind of mom have you become!?

      Pushing aside my disappointment, I zoomed in on the red letters and felt a jolt of surprise. Scrawled in the top corner was the grade: A+ and a small note: Amazing what you can accomplish when you focus! Great work!

      Feeling prouder than I ever could remember, I typed back: Great job! I’m so proud of you!

      The little dots appeared on the bottom of the screen immediately after my message went through, but disappeared a moment later. Then appeared again, then disappeared. Finally he sent back: Thank you. I’ll be home late tonight, studying with Chloe again.

      I read his message and felt my lips turning down in a sour frown. My guts churned and something acidic and hurt coiled in my guts, but I knew the emotion was silly.

      This was about helping my son get over his addiction and focus in school. Nothing else.

      I repeated this to myself all afternoon and felt disconnected from the bridal shower happening around me. Several of the women asked if I was feeling ok, and I said I might be coming down with something, unwilling to admit to them, or myself, what was really bothering me.

      I’d sent Melissa the image right after I got it, but didn’t hear from her until late in the afternoon. She sent back a party emoji, and we arranged for her to come over after six.

      Melissa: I spent the day at the spa, got my hair and nails done. Please tell me this is happening!

      Me: It’s happening. I also have an update for you from this morning.

      Melissa: I can’t wait to hear it!

      I got home and took another shower, and pulled on a sheer pair of black panties and a matching top. The bralette didn’t support my breasts, so much as press and push them together. Throwing a tight V-neck shirt on over it, I could just make out the outline and color of the bra and panties through my clothes.

      The doorbell rang and Melissa showed herself in as I was pouring myself a glass of wine and trying not to think too much about what we were planning.

      “I feel like a schoolgirl getting ready for prom,” Melissa laughed as she set down her things and took a full glass from me.

      “I know,” I grinned. “I haven’t been able to relax all day. This shouldn’t be as exciting as it is.”

      “Cheers,” she said, holding up her glass. “To being bad.”

      “To helping, Bryce,” I said, as I took my sip.

      “That too,” Melissa winked. “Well, what do you think?”

      She held out her arms and did a little spin, letting me take in the full outfit. My beautiful, outrageous friend had done it again, and I couldn’t be jealous as I took her in. Her dark hair had been styled and her makeup had been artfully painted on. Her long lashes fluttered, heavy with mascara, and she wore a dark red lipstick that contrasted perfectly with her pale skin.

      Melissa wore a skirt and blouse with a tight coat atop. The blouse did little to hide her large breasts, and I worried if she bent over too far, they would come tumbling out of her bra.

      “You look amazing,” I said, feeling an odd tingling in my belly as I scanned her from head to toe. “This top is outrageous.”

      “Don’t you just love it? If the bra wasn’t so expensive, the girls would be flopping out!” Melissa laughed and took a long sip of her wine as she took in my clothes. “I see you dressed appropriately too.”

      She reached out and ran a finger down the inner lining of my top, her warm fingers pressing against the inner curve of my breasts, causing me to shiver. I couldn’t be sure if the shiver was from being ticklish, or from the growing closeness between us. Feeling my cheeks heat, I drew back and pulled out the flier for the crab feed.

      “What do you think of this? I just put it together.”

      Melissa’s eyes were smiling mysteriously as she stepped over to look. She never mentioned the awkward moment as we enjoyed our wine and chatted about our days, but I caught her glancing down at my legs stretched out under the table, and when she saw me watching, her cheeks turned a cherry red.

      The wine relaxed us, and soon we were gossiping about friends as I put dinner on. Bryce arrived home an hour after Melissa to find us giggling in the kitchen over a funny video.

      “Hey,” he said, dropping his bag on the counter. He was about to open the fridge when he saw Melissa for the first time and nearly tripped over his feet. Jaw hanging open, and eyes widening, the boy clearly didn’t know how to react when he saw the busty MILF dressed up.

      “Hey,” Melissa said, swirling her glass and giving my son a flirty grin.

      Bryce turned in on himself, face redder than I’d ever seen it, and grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge, he turned to flee upstairs.

      “Congratulations on your paper, honey,” I beamed, stepping over and folding my arms around him.

      My stepson stiffened in my arms, and I felt him pull his hips back from mine and couldn’t help wondering if he was already hard.

      “You were serious… before?” He asked, glancing from me to Melissa and back quickly when I released him.

      “I was… Unless this isn’t what you want?” I asked.

      Bryce’s eyes flickered from mine to where Melissa sat behind me, and I saw him swallow hard. The poor boy was tongue tied and too nervous to speak, so he nodded quickly, as if fearful I might take back the offer if he didn’t agree immediately.

      “Good,” Melissa purred, and I was shocked at the heat in her voice. “Get back down here and I’ll prove why porn can never compete with a real woman.”

      Bryce’s mouth opened, but nothing came out and his eyes flickered to mine when I gripped his hand. So many emotions flashed across my son’s face, from nervous excitement, hope, fear and desire, that I couldn’t be sure what he was feeling. Then I saw the massive lump in the front of his pants and that acidic feeling returned to my guts.

      “Go change and come back down… We’ll handle this before dinner… Before you explode.”

      I couldn’t help the giggle that escaped my lips and Melissa joined me, Bryce’s expression turning slightly offended, but then he glanced at Melissa again and it shifted to shy desire.

      “Are you… going to stay?” Bryce asked, pausing at the stairs and meeting my eyes.

      “Do you want me to?” I asked and noticed Melissa nodded in encouragement out of the corner of my eyes.

      Nodding eagerly, he grinned when I acquiesced, then turned and raced upstairs.

      “This is really happening,” Melissa whispered, finishing the last of her wine and touching up her hair and makeup in a mirror. Then she pulled me into a firm hug, her massive breasts crushed against mine. “Thank you, Bev,” she breathed in my ear. “You do not know how much this means to me.”
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      I was beginning to have an idea. Considering the mess between my legs and the images flashing through my head. Pouring myself another glass of wine, I stood around awkwardly, not quite knowing what I should be doing as Melissa got herself ready.

      When Bryce stepped hesitantly down the stairs, I retreated to the shadowed living room with my glass and stifled my envy. It filled my guts as the gorgeous MILF sat carefully on the couch, arranging her skirts and undoing the single button on her coat.

      When the thick material parted, I thought for sure her tits would tumble free of the top, barely containing it, but they held on for dear life. Flicking a strand of hair out of her face, she lounged back and made an artful arrangement of her body when Bryce stepped into the living room.

      My son had changed out of the clothes he wore to school into a pair of loose shorts and a t-shirt. He paused nervously on the bottom stair and only stepped down when Melissa crooked her finger.

      “Your mother tells me you have quite the libido,” my best friend purred, rising from the couch and swaying her way over my son.

      “I don’t know about that,” Bryce said, rubbing the back of his head and smiling nervously.

      He seemed to settle down when Melissa took his hand and drew him over to the couch. Glancing around nervously, he saw me sitting in the corner, sipping my wine. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought his eyes lit up when he noticed me, but it was impossible to tell at that distance in the dim living room.

      “You’re a very handsome young man, Bryce,” Melissa purred, her hand all over his arms and shoulders as she steered him onto the couch. “I’ve always thought so.”

      “You are too,” he said, then clearing his throat, he spoke with more confidence. “I’ve always thought you were gorgeous… I can’t tell you how many times I’ve…” he glanced towards me and the words died on his tongue.

      “You did?!” Melissa enthused, slipping beside my son on the couch and resting a hand on his thigh, while the other arm slipped around his shoulders, drawing him close.

      Bryce was a foot taller and wide across the shoulders, but he looked like a nervous boy as she pulled him close.

      “I want to hear all about it,” she purred, her fingers twirling a lock of his hair.

      “Not really though… right?” He asked with a disbelieving grin that faltered when he looked into her green eyes.

      “You know why we’re here tonight, right, Bryce?” Melissa asked, her hand slipping to my son’s inner thigh and making him jump.

      I could almost feel the firm muscles of his leg under my hand, and the hardness of his giant cock as Melissa danced light fingers over the tent in his shorts. Realizing where my own hands had wandered, I pressed them between my thighs, trapping them.

      “Umm…” he blinked, staring at the woman’s fingers as they teased his hardness and shifted in his seat.

      “Am I making you uncomfortable, Bryce?” Melissa asked, drawing her hand back for a second. When Bryce shook his head violently, she smiled and returned the fingers to their delicate teasing. “Good… that’s good. The last thing I want is for you to be uncomfortable.”

      He stared into her eyes, and I thought for a moment they were going to kiss. Melissa leaned forward, her lips pursing, and Bryce did the same, but the woman pulled back at the last second and glanced over at me with an apologetic look. I didn’t know if I was frustrated; they hadn’t or grateful she’d stopped.

      “Your mother told me about your problems… Both at school and with… porn.” Bryce shifted uncomfortably when she said the last word.

      “I’m sorry,” Bryce whispered, his voice just barely reaching my ears. “It was just always there. It’s not like I want to be like this, awkward and frozen around girls-.”

      “Shh, baby,” Melissa said softly, her fingers covering his lips. “I’m here to help.” The woman’s grin grew predatory as her fingers slipped up to the waistband of his pants. “If you keep doing well in school and get your grades up, there are so many things we can do together. Would you like that?”

      Bryce nodded, his expression one of agony as the beautiful older woman ran her fingers along the sensitive skin of his stomach. She shifted on the couch and pressed her body against his in such a way that made him aware of her every curve. Then she leaned forward and whispered something in his ear. My son nodded quickly, then froze, his eyes cutting towards me.

      Melissa’s head turned and her eyes met mine, the question in them plain. For one second I hesitated, knowing we were all about to cross a threshold and fearing what might come from it. The desire buzzed in my brain like an incessant fly I couldn’t ignore, driving me crazy, and I gave a single firm nod for her to continue.

      Melissa grinned like the Cheshire Cat and turned in her seat. Shifting her narrow hips, she slipped her firm ass into Bryce’s lap and lay upon his chest. My son’s eyes grew wide with shock, but his hands slipped around her narrow waist, pulling her close. My friend needed no more encouragement and with a purr, she pressed her plump lips to his.

      The pair made out with abandon. In seconds her tongue was pushing into his mouth and the wet sounds of their French kisses forced me to squeeze my thighs tight to keep from touching myself. My tongue moved around the inside of my mouth, imagining it was my son’s I was feeling instead of my own.

      “Please, play with them,” Melissa purred when Bryce groped one of her perfect breasts.

      Throwing her hair back, she leaned back in his arm, the too firm mound of flesh popping free at the perfect moment. Bryce was in awe as he bent down and wrapped his lips around the perfect pink circle.

      I felt a stab of envy, not only because Melissa was moaning in pleasure but also because of her perfect tits. Reaching up, I groped at one breast and felt a tremor of unease. Would he still enjoy my breasts after seeing and feasting on hers?

      Pushing the thought aside, I focused back on the action and blinked when I saw where Melissa’s hands were. The minx had slipped them between their bodies and was fishing out Bryce’s thick cock. I heard her gasp of surprise as she felt its entire length.

      “Oh, Bryce… honey it’s beautiful… Your mom told me but I didn’t imagine.”

      “Mom..?” Bryce’s eyes swiveled to me and widened in shock, as if he’d forgotten I was there. Then I realized I’d never released my breast. Instead, pinching and pulling on the nipple through my shirt.

      “Lesson number one, big boy,” Melissa purred, pulling his face to hers with a long nail pressed against his chin. “When you have a woman in your lap who wants to suck this beast dry,” she gave his cock a slow stroke as she spoke, “You should give her the attention she deserves.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” he grinned, and I was elated to see he didn’t sink within himself again.

      Instead, he reached up with both hands, releasing her boobs and cupping her cheeks. It was Melissa’s eyes that grew round as he pulled her into a gentle kiss. The kiss grew passionate and her hand worked his shaft, while the other did something interesting to the head that I couldn’t see in the press of bodies.

      “Tell me what you want,” Melissa hissed, her lips teasing his as she swiveled her hips around in his lap. “Order me to do what you’ve dreamed of…”
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      Her eyes burned with an inner fire I could see from where I sat, and I froze, the air charged with electricity. Without hesitation, Bryce’s hand slipped to the back of Melissa’s neck and he pulled her into a fierce kiss, then jerked her back. The MILF gasped in pleasure, nipples suddenly hard points on her large breasts at the rough treatment.

      “Suck me,” he breathed, a little awed by the words coming out of his mouth. Then my heart swelled with pride when his face grew firm and his eyes fixed upon Melissa’s. “Get naked, then crawl to me and suck me off until I cum all over your gorgeous face and tits.”

      “Oh, you beautiful fucking boy!”

      He looked lost for a moment when she flashed a grin, then pulled up and out of his lap. His hands released her and I heard him grunt in dissatisfaction. But that was short-lived as Melissa turned on her heel and shook her hips to the side. In near perfect imitation of a striptease, the MILF slipped off her blouse and skirt, letting the garments drop at her feet. Her bra came next, but her panties she left on.

      “These are for when you earn after your next ‘A’,” she winked, then sinking to her knees, she crawled to my stepson.

      At first, I’d been absorbed by Melissa’s dance. She’s been my best friend for several years, but we’ve never been close in that way. Over the last few days, my world was opening up to possibilities, and I found myself drawn more and more to her slender body and feminine grace.

      As beautiful as she was, Bryce’s thick cock soon stole my attention. The boy reached into his lap and began slowly stroking its length and I found my fingers sliding across my panty covered pussy at the same speed. When Melissa dropped to her knees, it was his expression that I fixated upon.

      The awe and delight written across his face pulled at something within me, and I tasted acid at the back of my throat. I knew what I wanted. I wanted to be there giving my son that feeling and knowing the truth and admitting it to myself unlocked something. Giving in to the feeling, I slipped my hand down my panties and slouched in my chair, ignoring the guilt that built up in me, and succumbing to the overwhelming need as I watched the scene unfold.

      Melissa crawled between my son’s legs, spreading his thighs with her hands and running her fingers up under his shorts. With a growl, she pulled the shorts down and Bryce gave a small hiss of pleasure when she slipped her fingers around the base.

      Gazing up at the throbbing length in awe, my best friend planted a soft kiss on the underside and Bryce gripped the couch’s cushions and swore softly.

      “Fuck… That’s so hot,” he breathed, his eyes locked on the beautiful dark-haired MILF’s face as she licked and kiss the length of him.

      “God, you’re hard,” Melissa purred. “I can’t wait to feel this thing inside my pussy.” Bryce’s eyes widened further, and she chuckled. “Or even my ass.”

      “Jesus… that is so hot,” Bryce breathed, then let out another hiss of pleasure as Melissa’s lips closed over the head.

      My son gave a jerk, his body vibrating like a plucked string as Melissa sucked hard on the head, her cheeks hollowing out. The MILF brought her hands up, striking before her lips as she sucked hard, head bobbing up and down. The wet sounds of her sucking mouth filled the living room and joined in with the wet sounds of my pussy as my fingers swirled around my clit.

      “Oh god, I’m gonna…”

      “Mhmm, not yet, baby,” Melissa whispered, pulling up off his throbbing cock and teasing it with light strokes of her fingers.

      Bryce had been stiff and his face on the verge of ecstasy, but it grew pained as the older woman teased him. The pain melted back into pleasure when she leaned forward and wrapped her large, firm tits around his cock.

      “Fuck… I can’t… Oh god!”

      It only took a half dozen strokes of her breasts around his dick before my son stiffened and a beautiful expression of bliss washed over his features. Melissa slipped her hands around it, stroking lightly and directed the winking tip at her mouth. As Bryce watched in awe, the first thick spurt of cum splashed against her tongue and chin. Swallowing it down, she let the next few hit her perfect breasts.

      The two were panting and shaking as his cock softened in her hands, staring at one another. I could feel the tension in the room and knew if I hadn’t been there, they wouldn’t have stopped until he’d filled her pussy with a similar load of cum.

      “Thank you,” Bryce said, suddenly awkward in the wake of his release.

      “No, thank you,” Melissa purred.

      My son’s eyes widened as the woman reached up and swiped off a glob from one nipple and sucked it off her finger with a little moan of joy. Bryce’s cock gave a lurch, and I saw he was about to reach forward and grab the sexy MILF, to kiss, hold or fuck. I wasn’t sure but wanted to stop before things got too far.

      “I think that’s enough for tonight,” I said, my voice tight with strain.

      Bryce and Melissa looked over with surprise, my presence having slipped their minds. My son blushed a furious shade of red, but his cock jumped again, hardening already. While Melissa smiled like the cat who’d gotten the cream as she knelt on the floor.

      My son rose, pulling up his shorts awkwardly, and edged over to the stairs.

      “You have a test on Monday, correct?” I asked, trying to remove the strain from my voice, but unsuccessfully.

      “Ummm, yea,” he said, eyes shifting from the kneeling and naked Melissa to where I sat, hands now clasped together in my lap, but skirt and shirt in disarray.

      “I hope you have a better understanding of the benefits of a real, live woman now. And will find it easier to avoid those… videos you like so much.”

      “I will, I promise,” he said, nodding vigorously.

      “Head up to your room, then. Melissa and I need to discuss your next… reward.”

      His eyes lit up, and he looked from me to the still kneeling MILF. Swallowing hard, he nodded and with a last lingering glance at the woman’s cum covered tits, climbed the stairs. As they creaked, and he made his way down to his room, Melissa rose slowly and walked over to me.
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      “That was…” I began in a whisper, but my words trailed off as my friend bent low, her face looming before mine.

      “That was the greatest sexual experience of my life,” Melissa said gently, “And I want to thank you.”

      I was about to say, ‘You don’t need to do that.’ But she cut me off, shocking me by pressing her thick lips to mine. The kiss wasn’t what I was expecting, but a thrill of joy swept through me at the contact and my sex quaked with desire. Then I tasted my son’s seed on the woman’s lips and a moan escaped my throat.

      Tongue slipping into her mouth, I tasted more, and my hands rose to pull her down on me. All reason fled me, and my hunger took hold. Hunger to be touched, to be loved, and for this beautiful woman who I loved.

      Melissa pulled back, a question in her eyes masking her worry. The worry faded when she saw my expression and we stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment. I worked through my shock at having kissed a woman, realizing my desire for her was no different from what I felt for Bryce, if perhaps not as powerful.

      “I’m going to do that again,” Melissa whispered, her weight shifting against my hip as she slipped into the chair beside me.

      I stiffened when her nakedness pressed against me, but then my hand touched her hip and all hesitation fled me. Before Melissa could lean over to kiss me, I pressed her back against the arm of the chair, my lips finding hers as I let go of my inhibitions.

      I’d kissed women in college a couple of times and had a drunken make-out session with my roommate once. Those had been amusing diversions, but nothing that excited me in the way men do. That was not the case with Melissa.

      Whether because of the lust filling me after watching her suck off my son, because of our closeness, or maybe because of her beauty, which I envied, there was suddenly nothing holding me back. My hand slipped around her hip and down to feel her firm little ass.

      Melissa growled in pleasure into our kiss when my fingers sank into the firm flesh of her butt, and then it was my turn to groan in pleasure when her hand slipped my skirt over my hips. Her hands caressed my behind as our tongue slid along one another’s. Occasionally, I would taste a hint of my son’s cum, unleashing a torrent of wicked taboo feelings that only spurred me on.

      Kissing down her slender neck, I gathered first one firm breast and then the other up. Licking and sucking the cum off them, Melissa laughed gently when she saw what I was doing.

      “I’ve wanted you for so long,” my friend whispered, her fingers sliding through my hair. Tilting my head up I met her eyes and saw the emotion in them, more than I’d assumed, and felt my own eyes misting. “You’re beautiful and kind, sexy and sweet-.”

      My kiss cut her off, and I grinned when she gave a grunt of frustration. The grunt turned into a moan when my fingers pinched and pulled on one of the nipples. I loved hearing the sweet words from her but knew if she kept talking, the moment would pass and my body was craving release so badly I wasn’t thinking entirely straight.

      Melissa moaned when my hand slipped down her flat stomach. Then it was my turn when I felt her fingers pull aside my panties. I let out a hiss of pleasure when I felt her gentle fingertip slid between my wet lips. My eyes opened wide and stared into hers as we touched one another gently.

      Melissa gave a slight shudder, breathing the spell of the moment as my finger slipped over her bald pussy and I felt her wetness. The woman was sopping, just like me as my fingers dipped in, finding and teasing her clit with small little circles, before I swept them back and forth.

      “Oh, Bev,” Melissa huffed, her expression almost painful as she curled against me.

      I could barely pay attention to what I was doing, as the woman’s own hand was working me towards an incredible orgasm. Unlike a man, Melissa’s body was soft and supple against me, and I found I liked the feeling. As a shockingly powerful orgasm swept through me, I knew without a doubt it would not be the last time I lay with a woman.

      Melissa was coated in a layer of sweat and panting as she caught her breath. We’d come together and now lay against one another in the refractory period, lost in our own thoughts.

      A creak from the stair brought both of our heads up and I caught Bryce’s shadow dart back from the landing and heard his slippered feet make their way back down the hall. Melissa turned a grin on me, and I couldn’t hold back the chuckle that rose from my breast.

      “Who do you think was more surprised by that, us or him?” I asked, and she let out a bark of laughter.

      “After how powerful that was… I think it’s me,” she grinned, then began picking herself up from where she was squeezed in beside me on the chair.

      Before she could extricate herself, I rested a hand on her arm, stopping her. When she turned to look down at me, there was a hesitation in her eyes, worry we’d gone too far, but then she saw my smile and the warmth in my eyes and let me pull her down into a lingering kiss.

      “Promise me that won’t be the last time,” I said. “I don’t want to ruin our friendship, but this was… unexpected.”

      “This won’t be,” Melissa grinned. “But I have to get home before I kick down your son’s door. I need dick so bad I can taste it.”

      “Me too,” I sighed.

      I walked her out and watched as she climbed into her car and drove away. It wasn’t until I saw her taillights turn the corner that I let myself think about what we’d done.

      Have I just ruined our friendship? I thought to myself.

      Bryce’s door was shut when I passed his room, but I saw his desk lamp on and heart the scratch of pen on paper as he studied. A part of me wanted to stop and speak with him about the night and make sure he was ok, but I fled to my room and threw myself under the covers.

      The shame hit me as I lay alone and in the dark. My thoughts turning inwards, repeating the litany of sin I was now guilty of. It took hours to fall asleep and when I did; I tossed and turned restlessly. By the time the sun rose, I was convinced I’d ruined my son’s life and my friendship with Melissa.

      I’d let my own twisted desires affect his life. Who cares if he was addicted to porn? Or about to get kicked out of school? Maybe Bryce’s life would have been better if I’d stayed out of it instead of corrupting him.

      I pulled on my robe and made my way downstairs, my head pounding from the wine I’d drunk and mouth dry. I paused halfway down when the scent of freshly brewed coffee met my nostrils and hurried down to find Bryce sitting at the dining room table with his books laid out before him.

      “Morning, mom,” he beamed, rising to grab me a cup.

      “You’re up early,” I said, expecting things to become awkward between us but surprised when he showed no signs of it as he passed me the cup and I took a seat across from him.

      “I’ve got work today and wanted to study early,” he shrugged, and I caught a blush in his cheeks. “Chloe asked me if I wanted to go to a movie with her tonight.”

      “Good for you,” I grinned, sipping my coffee. “Sounds like you have a hot date.”

      “It’s not like that,” he said, but I caught the hesitation in his voice.

      “But it sounds like you want it to be?”

      “I don’t know,” he said with a shy shrug. “After last night… I don’t know.”

      I pressed my lips into a firm line and set my cup down and held his gaze with mine.

      “Do you like this girl?”

      “She’s beautiful and sweet… I guess, so,” he said.

      “And do you think there would be any problems between you two because of your… addiction?”

      He shrugged, blushing a deeper shade of red, and spoke hesitantly, “Yea, I guess that’s still a concern.”

      “Then it’s good you’re letting Melissa help you, right?” He nodded, but I could tell there was still some hesitation on his part. After the pleasure I’d felt the night before, and the fantasies swirling around in my head, I didn’t want to stop, but that nagging voice in my head also wouldn’t stop whispering about sin. “Why don’t you invite her over for dinner next week?”

      “Ok,” he nodded, but I could tell he was nervous about it.

      Changing the subject to something else, I diverted him and myself from the dangerous topics. My own doubts were still there, but seeing how happy and well-adjusted Bryce was in the morning quieted them.
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      The rest of the day passed without incident. I went to the gym and met a friend for tennis, and in the late afternoon Melissa and I met for drinks. She looked phenomenal when she arrived, in a white dress and black heels, and I found myself checking her out in a way I never had before.

      We chatted about our mornings for an awkward minute before finally getting to what both of us wanted to talk about.

      “Ok, I have to know… was last night as intense for you as it was for me?” She asked nervously as she took a sip from her cocktail.

      “Oh my god,” I said, feeling as if a damn were breaking within. “I couldn’t sleep last night. The whole thing kept playing over and over in my head and I didn’t know if I was going crazy.”

      “You aren’t,” she beamed, gripping my hand. “Last night was special to me, and not just because of… you know what… with Bryce,” she was about to say your son, but caught herself at the last moment, glancing around to see who might overhear. A pair of older men were watching us with interest in their eyes, and obviously eavesdropping, because when she mentioned Bryce, their grins soured.

      “Me too,” I said.

      “And you’re ok with… everything that happened after?” She asked, her eyes tight with worry.

      “I would be lying if I said it wasn’t a shock… But I had a good time.” I smiled shyly, feeling like a teenager, when Melissa’s grin broke out.

      “Good,” she said, her fingers lacing into mine. “Because I wanted to do it again.”

      My breath caught, and I stared at my friend, seeing the offer in her eyes. Wondering if I could go through with it again, I nearly gave in to my fears and declined. The prospect of losing her as a friend was frightening, but I was already taking the risk with Bryce and so far, it had worked out.

      “I’d like that too,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat as Melissa’s grin broke out.

      We left the two men at the bar, with jaws hanging open as we waltzed out of there, arms wrapped around each other’s waist. After asking for the check and paying the bill, Melissa pulled me into a kiss that awoke my desires for the beautiful woman. When our lips parted, I could see the men practically falling off their stool as they stared, and if gave me an idea.

      “You’re thinking what I’m thinking, aren’t you?” Melissa purred in my ear as she led me past the two men.

      “I hope so,” I grinned.

      “We’re going to drive your son wild one of these nights.”

      Her wicked words sent a thrill of pleasure to my pussy, and I couldn’t wait to get out of there. By the time Melissa pulled into her driveway, I was nervous and my stomach was filled with butterflies. I felt like a schoolgirl heading to her first dance, or make out party as I followed her up the walk to her large house. But once the door opened, our hands were on one another and I was pulling her soft body against mine.

      Passion I’d only known with my husband awoke within me as we kissed and touched. Peeling off Melissa’s dress, I flung it to the ground and let her back me down the hall to her bedroom. My own blouse and pants fell away, and I shivered when her soft fingers glided over my skin. Her own skin was baby smooth and I couldn’t get enough of it against my lips.

      Popping the clasp of her bra, I gazed in awe at her perfect breasts, relishing the envy I once felt for Bryce as I cupped them both together and sucked on one nipple. Nibbling it lightly, I felt a taboo thrill of pleasure when I heard her voice moan in pleasure.

      “Mhmm, that feels good, but let me see you,” Melissa husked, and I felt the backs of my legs come up against the mattress. With nimble fingers she flicked free the clasp fo my bra and blocked my hands when I tried to cover them.

      The flush of embarrassment I felt when the thick bra fell away and my massive breasts sagged free faded when I watched Melissa’s expression. The woman looked nearly as obsessed as Bryce had been with them.

      “Perfection,” she breathed.

      When I opened my mouth to object, she silenced me with a kiss, her tongue invading my mouth. Then I was on my back, Melissa in my arms and the golden glow of euphoria sweeping through me as her lips latched onto one nipple and her fingers slid between my thighs.

      My fingers laced through her hair and a warmth filled me, different but not unlike what I felt when with a man. There wasn’t the insistent need burning in me to be filled and taken. Instead, it was a deeper intimacy than I’d ever experienced as Melissa kissed around one massive breast, her fingers massaging the firm flesh.

      Then her eyes met mine, and I saw a flash of something and trembled with nervousness as she kissed her way down my stomach. Peeling my panties away with a flick of her wrists, I reached down to cover my sex for one second, then breathing out a sigh. I let go of my inhibitions once more and allowed her gentle hands to part my thighs.

      “Melissa, this is… Oh god… Oh Fuck!!”

      The words were ripped out of my throat when her fiery tongue swept down my pussy, then drove in deep. As if that wasn’t enough, I felt her fingertip teasing my lips, then drop to circle my tightest hole, just as her tongue came back up and flicked my clit with soft, fast little movements.

      Hands fisting in the sheets, I was transported to a world of pleasure in moments, and heard myself gasping and grunting like a wild animal. When I gazed down and saw my beautiful friend’s face screwed up in concentration, the truth of what was happening hit me and instead of retreating into shame, the tabooness unleashed a tremendous explosion that turned the world white with pleasure.

      Coming back to myself, I was covered in sweat and panting heavily. My fingers and toes tingled, and I felt alive in every cell of my being. Melissa was pulling herself up onto the bed beside me and I rolled atop her, filled with renewing energy.

      I wanted to give her what she’d given me, and then some.

      Trailing kisses down her body, I took my first taste of another woman and found I liked it. Sliding my tongue down into her pussy, I felt Melissa tremble in pleasure beneath me. I felt a thrill similar to when I give a blowjob. The thrill of knowing you’re in control of someone else’s pleasure is intoxicating, and I took my time teasing her.

      Running my tongue up and down her outer lips, I flicked it lightly across her swollen clit as I brought a finger up to slide inside her. Melissa’s cry of pleasure as I rubbed the rough little patch of her g-spot was satisfying, but when my finger ran around her tiniest hole, as she’d done to me, her cries of pleasure rose an octave.

      “Oh god… Right there… Right there!”

      Her thighs squeezed around my head, quieting her cries to muffles screams and nearly wrenching my neck when she jerked and shook. Then her body relaxed into the mattress, her muscles melting beneath me as I crawled up to kiss her.

      “That was incredible,” she breathed.

      “That was unexpected,” I said, matching her grin.

      “I wonder what Bryce would say if he could see us now,” Melissa chuckled.

      “I bet he’d have blue balls again,” and when she cocked an eyebrow at me, I felt my cheeks heat. “I didn’t tell you about the other night…”

      Melissa’s eyes widened and her grin stretched as I told her about stroking him off.

      “You jerked your son off,” she purred, her body curling against mine as she pulled me close.

      “Stepson,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat at the taboo words, but unable to hide the wetness flooding my pussy as Melissa’s fingers slid inside. “Ohhh mhmh.”

      “Did you want to suck it?” She whispered in my ear.

      “Yes!” I hissed, my back arching as she continued to tease and finger me.

      “Do it! Next time he needs you, wrap these thick, mommy lips around your son’s cock and swallow his sweet cum!”

      “Oh, fuck!”

      The second orgasm swept through me and left shame in its wake, but the shame didn’t last for more than a few seconds, as Melissa continued to whisper her wicked words into my ears. We touched, kissed, and spoke our greatest fantasies and desires to one another late into the night.
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      I woke the next morning and found Melissa in her kitchen reading the paper. She greeted me with a warm hug and a kiss, her touch easing the small worries I’d had about waking in a bed alone.

      It was remarkable how easily we slipped back into the comfort of our friendship, discussing what our plans were for the weekend and gossiping about friends. The only change were the occasional touches we shared, and the kiss we gave each other before I drove home, which lingered for long minutes and nearly had us tumbling back to her bedroom.

      I drove home flush with desire and amazed how comfortable it had been with Melissa. Bryce gave me a strange look when I slipped in after having spent the night somewhere else. I saw him frown at my bra and heels held in one hand and I thought I saw a tightness around his eyes before he slipped into his bedroom and shut the door.

      He locked himself inside most of the day, and I took the opportunity to catch up with some friends. We got lunch and drinks at a place downtown and I let myself forget the situation at home, and even the growing one with Melissa, as I indulged in some harmless gossip.

      When I returned home, there was a note from Bryce saying he was out with Chloe, getting burgers. It was my turn to feel the acidic wash of jealousy through my belly and I felt my own eyes tightening with the emotion.

      Throwing myself in bed with my favorite reality TV show, I spent the night eating ice cream and trying to forget the mess I’d made of my heart. The rest of the weekend and the first days of the week passed without incident, except I got a chance to see Chloe when she dropped Bryce off from studying Monday night.

      The girl got out of her car and came around to give my son a hug. Making sure to press her high, firm breasts to his chest. One look and I could see she was into him, and the boy was oblivious to it. The girl twisted one ankle as she looked up at him, her hands tugging her shirt tight and giving him a view of the shadow between her boobs.

      The girl wore tiny jean shorts that showed off her slender, athletic legs. Small white shoes covered her feet, matching the tight V-neck shirt she wore. Her bright blonde hair was pulled back and twisted into a messy bun atop her head, and her delicate features were painted with too much makeup. The mascara clumped in her eyelashes and the foundation was so far off her skin tone. There was a dark line along the bottom of her jawline where it ended. Making it look like she was wearing a hot-girl-mask.

      “See you tomorrow!” Chloe waved as she flounced back to her car.

      Bryce’s eyes followed her pert little ass as it bounced in the tiny shorts. She was aware of it, as she bent low, giving him a view of the gap at the top of her thighs and the treasure held behind a thin strip of cloth. The girl beamed as she waved and began pulling away, then her smile slipped as she caught me standing in the living room window watching.

      After she drove off, Bryce slipped inside and flinched when he saw me standing there. “That was, Chloe.” He said lamely.

      “I saw… she’s a beautiful girl.”

      “Mhmm,” Bryce nodded, unable to meet my eyes as he slipped over to the stairs, intent on heading straight to his room instead of getting a snack like he always did.

      “Bryce, honey, is everything alright?”

      “I’m fine,” he said, his voice a little high pitched. “I have to study. I’ll be busy all night.”

      “You need to eat, still,” I frowned. “I’ll bring you something later.”

      He opened his mouth to object, then thought better of it and nodded in gratitude. I let him run upstairs and worried he might be getting on his computer to look at porn. Part of me wanted to sneak up and check on him, but that wouldn’t do. I trusted Bryce and had to keep faith.

      A few hours later, I’d finished making pasta and went upstairs to knock, but Bryce called that he wasn’t hungry yet. Feeling worried, I went back downstairs and ate. After an hour of TV and a glass of wine, I made up a plate and heated it in the oven.

      Carrying it upstairs, I told myself I would end it with Bryce and let him be happy with Chloe. It was clear the kids had crushes on one another, and the last thing I wanted to do was come between him and love. That thought gave me a pain deep inside, but I pushed the feeling aside and knocked lightly.

      “Bryce, honey… can I come in? I brought your dinner.”

      There wasn’t a response, but the light was on under the door. I twisted the nob carefully, thinking he was asleep and not wanting to disturb him, and peeked my head in. Part of me expected him to be in his computer chair with the VR goggles on again, but instead I found him lying in bed, an arm thrown over his eyes and a set of thick headphones over his ears.

      His eyes must not have been fully closed because when I peeked in, he picked his head up and frowned at me. There was so much frustration and anger in his expression. I almost recoiled back out and pulled the door closed, but I couldn’t have things fall apart now.

      Fear gripping my heart, I pushed into his room. Picking up a pair of discarded pants and setting them in the hamper, I pulled his chair over and set the plate down on his bedside table. Bryce pulled off his headphones and pulsing electronic music blared out before he turned it down.

      “I just wanted to check on you… See how everything’s going?” the words weren’t out of my mouth before my son gave a loud snort, his lips curling in a sneer of anger or frustration. I couldn’t be certain.

      “How are things going? Things are fucking terrible!” He threw the headphones down and frowned when they snapped. “Shit… I’m sorry I yelled… It’s just… Fuck!”

      Seeing the agony written across his face, my heart went out to him and I was off the chair and pulling him into a tight hug in moments. Crushing my son against me, I felt him tense up and then begin to pull back, but I wouldn’t let him. Hands tightening on his back, I gripped him close.

      “Whatever it is, we’ll get through it together, Bryce. I love you so much.”

      “I failed,” he sobbed, back shaking as the emotion poured out of him. “I broke down tonight… I couldn’t help myself… Jesus fucking christ, I’m such a loser. Chloe would never date a dude addicted to porn and I’m going to get kicked out of school and never see her again-.”

      “Hush,” I said, pulling his head back down to my breast and stroking his hair. “Let’s talk this through… Like we used to when you had a problem on one of your teams, ok?” Bryce nodded and I tried to ignore the weight of him pressed against me, or how our bodies were situated on his bed.

      We’d been here countless times, but that was years past when he was a young teenager and he’d come to me with his problems. Now that he was a man, and a handsome one, my body was finding it hard to ignore that fact, but I forced my thoughts away from the flashes of fantasy that tried to invade them.

      “Now tell me what the problem is.”

      Bryce was silent for a long time before he spoke, and when he did, his voice was hesitant, “It just… I can’t stop thinking about, you know… sex. Every minute of every day it’s on my mind, and I start to… hurt when it goes on for too long.”

      “Like the other night?”

      He nodded and went on, “I think it’s because I jacked off so much… now it’s like I’m backed up if I only do it once or twice a day.”

      “And you need porn to… relieve yourself?”

      “I don’t need it,” he frowned, “but I have some favorite videos that I know will get me off fast… sorry.”

      He shrugged and tried to pull away, but I held him tighter against me.

      “There’s nothing wrong with using it once in a while,” I said. “Even I watch it. But when it gets between you and… say, a hot girl you’ve been tutoring going out on a date… or more. Then it’s an issue.”

      He nodded, and I felt him relax against me. The tension that had been holding his muscles tight was finally releasing him from its grip.

      “I know… it’s just hard.”

      “You’re always hard,” I grinned, “not a bad thing.”

      “Jesus mom, this is weird enough… What you did the other night… What happened with Melissa,” he shook his head in awe and gave a little disbelieving laugh. “I could almost think they were dreams.”
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      “How about this?” I said, knowing I couldn’t just head back to my room and ignore my son’s troubles. Not only did I want to help him, but Melissa’s words from earlier swirled through my head and my mouth watered at the thought. “Why don’t we watch one of these videos together?”

      “Which ones…?” He asked hesitantly.

      “Your favorite,” I said, shifting on the bed and pulling over his tablet. “I think it will help me get to know the issue more.”

      I didn’t say that I wanted an excuse to see his beautiful dick once more, or even get my hands on it. The desire was powerful, but so was my curiosity. Melissa and I’d peeked at the list of videos he’d watched once, but I couldn’t wait to find out what he really got off to.

      “Not my favorite,” he said with a firm shake of his head. “That would be too weird.”

      “Why?” I grinned, swiping open the tablet and finding the browser app. “I bet you have it favorite in here-.”

      “Don’t do that!” His voice rose an octave as he tried to pull the tablet from my hands.

      Laughing, I held on and rolled away from him. He had to scramble at my back to try to pull it out of my grasp, but my fingers were faster than he was. Opening the browser, I had the bookmarks tab open and found a folder labeled ‘pr0n’.

      “Don’t look at it, please,” the sincerity in Bryce’s voice, coupled with the shame, gave me pause and I stopped, my finger hovering over the folder, and I looked up, meeting his eyes.

      “Bryce, nothing could ever make me think less of you… If you really don’t want to share this with me, I’ll understand… But I only want to help you, honey.”

      He shut his eyes tight and slumped to the side, his back resting against the wall and letting out a long, resigned sigh. He nodded for me to continue.

      A zing of pleasure shot through my core as the folder opened, and I saw three colorful thumbnail images. The porno colors were easy to see, hyper pinks, blues, and violets, with a pure white background behind the actors, or in one instance, a pool scene.

      Then my eyes focused on the titles and my heart thudded in my chest. I could feel Bryce’s eyes on me as I read them, and I prayed my thoughts weren’t easy to read on my face.

      “Mommy.Blows.Better.7”, “Mothers.Helping.Hands.4”, “JAV.Schoolgirl.Reverse.Orgy”

      I read them again and blinked. So many possibilities and thoughts raced through my head, but the first thing I did was memorize all three so I could look them up later. When I looked back over at Bryce, his face was buried in his hands, and I could almost feel him retreating into himself.

      Shifting around onto my side, I lay with his legs bend over my thighs and tapped on the first video. His head shot up when the opening theme song of the porn company played, and he stared from the flickering images to me in shock.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m getting to know my son,” I said, unable to keep the heat from my voice as I shifted my hips until I was comfortable, or as comfortable, as possible.

      I realized my blouse was pulled way down by the way I’d become twisted on the bed, giving Bryce a view of my braless breasts. As I was moving into a more comfortable position, I heard his sharp intake of breath when my shirt pulled out and he saw them hanging free.

      The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating, but so was the knowledge that if he wanted to, my son could have me. In any way he wanted, and I’d wouldn’t stop him.

      I was nervous as the video started up, not knowing what to expect, and soon lost myself in the awkward story and sexy actors. The actress was a dark-haired woman with large, surgically enhanced breasts that looked similar to Melissa’s, and the actor was a handsome young man.

      “Isn’t this weird for you?” Bryce asked. The couple on the screen parted ways after a brief fight, the mom retreating to the yard and her stepson to his room.

      “It’s kind of a turn-on,” I said, smiling when a grin broke out on my son’s face.

      His eyes dropped to the shadow between my cleavage, and I pretended not to notice his stare as I turned back to the video. The young man was staring out his window at his stepmom in her bikini and touching the lump in his shorts. My breath grew ragged when he fell on his bed and pulled the dick out, and I let out a frustrated sound when it shifted to the woman getting up from her chair and heading inside.

      “You like it?” Bryce asked in a startled voice.

      “He has a nice cock,” I said, and when I felt Bryce tense beneath me, I grinned up at him. “But it’s not as big and beautiful as yours.”

      “You said that before… Is it really… not gross?”

      “Who told you that?!” I asked, sitting up on one elbow and ignoring how my heavy breasts nearly fell free of the low-cut top as it swung to the side.

      “Just some guys in middle school… They used to make fun of me in the showers for it,” he shrugged. “And the first girl I ever made out with after prom…”

      “You can tell me,” I said softly, resting my fingers on the back of his hand.

      All the while, the video played on the woman making her way upstairs, while the young man stroked that big dick of his.

      “She flinched when she felt it and after that she took off.”

      “I’m so sorry that happened to you, honey.” My heart went out to him and something fell into place. Such as why he’d withdrawn near the end of high school and probably when he’d began his obsession with these videos.

      The videos screen flashed, and the woman gave a loud gasp when she glanced in the open door of her stepson’s room. The sound drew Bryce's and I’s attention and I nearly laughed at the bad acting from the young man when he gave a start of surprise and cried out: “Mom, what are you doing?!”

      The woman was a much better actress and sold the wanton cougar role perfectly. Eyes gazing at her stepson’s hardon like it was the greatest thing she’d ever seen, she bit her lip and slipped into the room, pulling the tie on her bikini top as she did.

      “Would you like some help with that… big boy?” licking her lips, the woman stalked across the room as her stepson shifted back on the bed as if shocked.

      The drama unfolding on the screen might have captivated me for longer if my own stepson’s cock hadn’t given a mighty lurch. I gave a start of surprise and my hand shifted from the back of his to the hardness tenting his shorts.

      Turning my head and peering into my son’s eyes, I licked my lips and let my fingers run over the steely hardness coated in fabric. Bryce’s eyes locked onto mine and I saw him swallow hard, but there was no hesitation in his eyes, no doubt about what he wanted, and his lips curled into a smile of such hopeful joy I knew what I had to do.
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      “Would you like me to help you with this… big boy?” I whispered.

      Bryce’s grin widened, growing a little crooked as he nodded eagerly. His eyes flickered to my covered breasts, and I knew what he really wanted, but also that if I let things go too far, I wouldn’t be able to control myself.

      Even though I kept my shirt on, Bryce’s hands explored my body with growing comfort as I peeled off his shorts and took his throbbing manhood in my soft hands. Kneeling beside him, I tried to ignore the tingles of pleasure shooting through me every time he dug his fingers into my ass or pinched my nipples a little roughly.

      Once I had my hands on his glorious cock, all the rest faded. I barely paid attention to the screen, the bright lights flickering in the corner of my vision, as I leaned forward, staring at Bryce’s throbbing erection in my hands.

      I only made it a half dozen strokes before I couldn’t stand it anymore and pressed my lips to the velvety soft head.

      “Oh god, mom,” Bryce moaned, sending a thrill of taboo pleasure through my being.

      Moaning in response, I took him into my mouth, jaw creaking. I was like a starving woman with a feast before her. I couldn’t get enough. Running my tongue along the side, I looked up, meeting Bryce’s eyes and watching the pleasure fill his face.

      I’m sucking my son’s cock! I thought to myself, feeling the thrill as a small orgasm hit me.

      Trying my best to hide how much pleasure I was taking from the act, I realized after a few moments of hearing myself that I was failing. Giving up the attempt, I threw myself into the act.

      Tongue flickering around the head, my fingers drew my saliva down his length with sloppy strokes. Then I slipped my lips down his length, feeling my throat stretch and forcing myself down. Straining, I nearly choked, then hummed in joy as his hardness pushed past my tonsils.

      Driving down, I took the length of him down to the root, loving the sounds he made as I did. I could only hold myself there for a few seconds before pulling up and leaving a trail of slick saliva behind.

      “That was… Jesus fucking Christ, mom…”

      “Anything for you, baby,” I purred, pressing myself up against him, desperate to feel this glorious beast inside me.

      The video was forgotten as I took him back into my mouth, lips puffed out as I wrapped them around the head. My tongue teased the sensitive underside, and I felt his cocky throb. Desperate to feel him in my throat again, I drove forward, unable to savor the moment any longer.

      That was too much for Bryce, and with a shake and a loud warning, his hips shook. The first powerful blast went straight down my throat as I pulled up and he fucked upwards. The next filled my mouth and drained down my chin and he continued to throb and unload his sweet cum in my mouth. I sucked it down, hungry to taste every drip of the illicit seed as a deep pleasant pleasure spread through my middle.

      The euphoria faded from my son’s face to be replaced with the reality of what just happened. Feeling him tense dampened my own burning desire, and I sat up slowly.

      “I hope this can tide you over for a while… but if you need anymore… help. You know where to find me.”

      Feeling like a wanton harlot, I smiled lasciviously as I wiped a drop of cum from my cheek and sucked it off. As he starred at me as if seeing me for the first time, I rose and slipped from his room; the faint slobbering sounds still emanating from his tablet.

      I couldn’t throw myself in the shower fast enough and get the massager working on my clit. The screams I let out minutes later were so loud I worried the neighbors might hear, but the fear wasn’t enough to keep me silent on the next two, before I passed out early in a sweaty heap.

      Sunday morning, I woke before the sun rose and lay in bed for an hour, thinking about what had happened the night before. Part of me wanted to be worried and ashamed, but I was getting over those feelings and the larger part of me was hungry to do more.

      I had to make sure Bryce was ok with what happened and promised myself we wouldn’t go further until I was confident in that. Feeling better about things, I crawled out of bed and hit the gym before it got crowded. I returned home, still covered in sweat, and found Bryce in the kitchen.

      The banging pots and soft curses drew me into the kitchen and I saw he’d pulled out eggs, bacon, potatoes, and tortillas. My son was bent over in the fridge, his strong back and legs tense as he dug around in the drawer. My fingers itched to caress his firm buns, but I kept them to myself as I set down my keys.

      “What are you up to?” I asked, enjoying how I’d surprised the boy.

      Jerking up straight he beamed when he saw me, his cheeks shading the palest pink as he took in my sweat covered body.

      “I wanted to make you breakfast… you know… as thanks for last night.”

      “You don’t have to do that, honey,” I said, turning the oven on for him and pulling out a frypan for the bacon.

      “I just wanted to do something nice for you,” he shrugged, “That was… it was the greatest thing that’s ever happened to me.”

      “Don’t exaggerate,” I said, swatting his arm and unable to hide the grin that stretched my lips wide.

      “Mom.” he snagged my wrist and held me there, those beautiful eyes of his burning with an inner fire as they stared into mine. I wanted to throw myself at his feet again and take that him into my mouth, but I held myself back. “I’m not exaggerating… My biggest fantasy has always been… and to have it come true…”

      “It was a special night for me too,” I said, extricating my arm from his before I gave in to the lust filling me. “I think you should cook the potatoes in the microwave. That will be faster than in the pan. You can finish them off in some oil.”

      His eyes flickered with disappointment and sadness when I changed the subject, and I noticed the lump soften in the front of his shorts, but I couldn’t trust myself to carry on the conversation for a second longer without throwing myself in my son’s arms and doing something we both might regret.

      “That sounds good,” he said, turning and setting a pan on the stovetop to cook bacon.

      The sadness lacing his voice tugged at my heartstrings, but I told myself I had to be strong, that this was the best thing for him. For both of us.

      “Do you have a study session with Chloe tomorrow?” I asked, painting an excited grin on my face.

      “Yea,” Bryce said with a shrug. “But I’m not sure if tutoring her is the best thing to do right now.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “I don’t know… things are just… complicated.”

      He turned his back on me, and I felt the hurt rolling off him. Stepping up beside him. As he scrubbed two potatoes under the faucet, I rested a hand on his back and stroked it.

      “I think it’s a great thing you have someone your own age you’re interested in. You’re young and should be out there having fun.”

      “But I… I have feelings for someone else.”

      He wouldn’t meet my eyes as he spoke, staring down at his hands. Pushing aside the flare of insecurity I felt, when Melissa’s perfect breasts and face flashed through my mind, I forced him to turn around and meet my eyes.

      “Trust those feelings, but don’t throw away an opportunity to make a friend, because you’re too focused on something else. Ok?”

      “Ok,” he said, his lips twitching into a weak grin.

      “Good,” I nodded firmly, then stepped away from him, my heart racing after the close contact. “Why don’t you invite her over for dinner tomorrow? I’ll order Gugino’s and we can open a bottle of wine.”

      “She’s only twenty,” he said with a chuckle, and when I raised an eyebrow, his grin widened and he nodded. “I’ll ask her, but I doubt she’ll say yes, the food might go to waste.”

      “Then we’ll have Melissa over to help us eat it,” at mention of my busty best friend, Bryce’s cheeks heated a bright shade of red and he nearly dropped the potatoes before putting them in the microwave. “She wanted to come over and layout by the pool with me anyway, so this works out.”
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      It was so adorable how Bryce grew nervous whenever I brought up my friend. The twinges of jealousy I’d felt in the beginning with Melissa were gone now, and as I thought about her with my son, I found myself growing more and more turned on.

      Then why does the thought of him being with that 20-year-old irk me so much? I wondered.

      The conversation moved to my work and the upcoming Crab Feed, and some of the other events I had planned. Bryce would work part time for me this summer, helping cater and set up, as he had in years past. Our conversations ranged all over the place as we sat at the table and ate cheesy egg and bacon burritos.

      I waited for things to grow tense or uncomfortable, but they never did. It was like the old days, a couple of years before, when he and I were so close. We talked and laughed late into the morning, and I felt weight I hadn’t known was there lift from my shoulders.

      Offering to clean up, I let Bryce take off when he got a message from a friend. I was happy to see he didn’t bury himself in his room all day and instead pulled on trunks and grabbed a towel before heading out to swim at his friends. Throwing on some music, I cleaned the house, filled with seemingly boundless energy.

      I met Melissa for brunch at the Country Club and we sipped mimosas on the patio, while picking at a bowl of fruit salad. To all outward appearances, we were a pair of upwardly mobile women, gossiping about our lives, and they would be correct. Only the thing we were gossiping about was so taboo we’d probably shock the gray out of their hair.

      “What’s the deal with this girl, Chloe?” Melissa asked after we’d ordered our second mimosa.

      “I think Bryce has a crush on her,” I said with a shrug. “It would be good for him to get out with someone his own age, and go on dates, fall in love.”

      “Is that really what this is about?” Melissa asked with a shrew look. “Or are you trying to assuage your own guilt?”

      I opened my mouth to object, but paused to consider her words before I did. Lips pressed together, I grimaced and had to admit some of what she said was true.

      “He needs a girlfriend his own age,” I said firmly and Melissa raised an eyebrow but finally nodded in agreement.

      “So what about me, then? Should I forget our plans?”

      “No,” I said with a firm shake of my head. “It seems to be helping with his school and with his… addiction.”

      “Tell me again about the videos you found,” Melissa grinned. “I want to go home and watch them.”

      “Me too,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat a fiery red.

      “It’s a plan then,” Melissa winked. “you’ll come over tonight and we can order in. I’ll open that bottle of Screaming Eagle I got in Napa Valley ten years ago.”

      “You’ve been saving that for a special occasion.”

      “If you spend the night, it will be.” Melissa’s eyes twinkled with suppressed emotion and the tightness around them softened when I grinned in response.

      “Sounds like a perfect evening then.”

      We sipped our drinks in silence, each of our thoughts following similar paths. Our budding relationship wasn’t defined, nor had either of us been prepared for it. All I could do was take each moment as it came and follow my heart. The possibility of ruining our friendship still existed, but I didn’t think either of us could go back to how things had been. Not after experiencing what we had in each other’s arms.

      Bryce was still out when I returned home and hopped in the shower. There were butterflies in my stomach as I got ready, and it felt like I was heading out on a first date. I left him a note letting him know where I was, and throwing on a coat, drove over.

      Things were a little awkward when I arrived, but once the conversation started flowing, our nerves settled down. It was exciting to be with my best friend and have that added layer of flirtatious energy added to the mix. We drank wine and laughed about past failures in dating and relationships while waiting for the food to arrive.

      By the time it did, we were tipsy and Melissa was telling me about how she’d tried to get her ex-husband to sleep with one of her college girlfriends.

      “The wimp couldn’t get it up when it came down to it,” she snorted a laugh. “Up til that moment it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.”

      “You really get off on that?” I asked. “Seeing your man with another woman?”

      “Mhmm,” she nodded, sipping her wine and staring off into the distance. “It took me years to get comfortable with my fetishes… I’m still not comfortable with all of them… But being cuckholded by a beautiful woman, who rubs my face in the shame… It does something to me that nothing else can.”

      She gave a shiver and her cheeks heated as she dipped her head down to drink deep of her wine.

      “I think I understand,” I said, nodding sagely. “Not the shame part, but wanting to see your man happy with another woman.”

      “Is that really true?” Melissa asked, her eyes sharpening on me.

      I opened my mouth to reply immediately, but paused to consider. Thinking through the complicated set of emotions tied up in all this, I considered every angle.

      “I guess it’s not entirely true.” I shrugged. “She has to be someone I care about, and I know has Bryce’s best interests at heart. Then there’s no jealousy, only joy at seeing him happy.”

      “I like the shame,” Melissa admitted with a sigh. “Heaven help me, I do.”

      “Why don’t we pop on one of his videos and see what he’s been obsessing over all these months?”

      Melissa’s morose mood changed, and she leaped from the table to get her computer. Closing the blinds and hooking it up to the TV, we refilled out wine glasses and slipped onto the couch.

      “What should we watch first?” She asked, “How about Mothers Helping Hands? I’m not in the mood to hear a bunch of Japanese school girls fake moaning for what is this… 4 hours?!”

      “That’s too long,” I nodded, my thighs clamped together in excitement as she plugged in the cable from her laptop to the TV.

      Melissa settled in beside me, her hip pressed against mine and a warmth spread through me as I felt her snuggle close. We hadn’t touched since I’d come over, sounding each other out carefully. Once the porno began playing, and we watched in fascination as the mother sat on her stepson’s bed, stroking his erection, all hesitation went out the window.

      Moments after the woman took the young man’s dick into her mouth, Melissa turned to me and whispered, “I wish I had your son’s cock to suck on right now.”

      “Me too,” I husked, and without hesitation, I pulled my new lover down against my lips.

      Fingers sliding through her hair, we tumbled onto the couch, wine and video forgotten as our hands explored one another’s bodies. Stripping each other with giggles of delight, I soon had her wetness against my lips as she feasted on mine in a 69 embrace.

      Those first orgasms were fast and hard, and when we collapsed on the couch sweaty and relaxed, there was no more tension between us. Turning off the TV, we made our way to Melissa’s large spa tub. As I filled it with hot, bubbly water, she lit tea candles and set them around the bathroom.

      Slipping into the muscle melting waters, we held one another for hours, kissing, touching and caressing without inhibition or agenda. We were pruned and sated by the time we crawled into her enormous bed, and my heart was nearly full as I pulled Melissa into the circle of my arms and felt her head rest on my chest. Her long hair tickled my nose, and I couldn’t wait to wake up the next day, to see what it would bring us.
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      My dreams grew heated, and pulses of pleasure filled my body, resolving into my son, who spread my thighs and drove his cock deep inside me. Gazing up at him, I felt tears fill my eyes as a joy I’d never experienced swept through me. Then his images shifted, darkening and the world split on a horizontal axis, bright light invading my eyes and brain. The pleasure didn’t end when I woke, and I felt my thighs clap down around soft hair.

      Looking between my naked thighs, I saw Melissa’s face buried in my pussy, and felt her tongue digging deep into my sex, finding all the sensitive places.

      “Fuck!”

      Back arching, my hands fisted in the sheets and I gripped them tight, pulling as my body twisted in orgasm. Then it was past, and I sagged back onto the mattress, unable to wipe the silly grin from my face as Melissa sat up and leaned forward to kiss me.

      “That was the best wake up,” I purred into the kiss, then rolled my lover onto her back. “Let me return the favor.”

      “I wish we had time, but I have to be in the office in an hour and I still need to get ready.”

      “Oh shit, it’s Monday!” Hopping out of bed, I pulled on my clothes hastily. “I have to get the box truck and fill it with chairs for an event this afternoon. I’ll call you later about dinner. You’re still on for it, right?”

      “Of course,” Melissa said, rising and resting her arms on my shoulders. “Relax, Bev. I know you’re going to second guess,” she waved at the bed in disarray, “all this. But I want you to know I’m done second guessing, ok?”

      “OK,” I said, grinning and giving her a quick kiss.

      Once I felt her soft lips against mine, I couldn’t part immediately. Eventually, I slipped out of there and drove home.

      It was a busy morning, and I didn’t have time to spend with Bryce like I wanted to, but he seemed focused on his studies. Spending all morning at the kitchen table with books spread out and a pile of notes before him.

      “Chloe said she’s free for dinner tonight,” Bryce said, showing the first sign of nervousness all morning. “Are you really sure you want her to come?”

      “Of course, honey, why wouldn’t I be?” Stopping beside him, I rested a hand on his shoulder and gazed down into those pale eyes of his. “I know with everything going on between us it might be confusing, but I only want you to be happy, Bryce. I’m here to help you be the best man you can be, and I truly think you will be, and happiest with someone you can relate to.”

      There was conflict in his eyes, and my heart went out to him. But the words needed to be said.

      “Then I’ll invite her… If it’s not going to be weird.”

      “Melissa will be there, so I make no promises,” I laughed at his groan and kissed him on the cheek before heading out.

      I wanted to kiss more than just his cheek, but knew that path would lead too quickly down a path that would confuse everything even more than it already was. Instead of stressing about what might be, I threw myself into my work.

      The event was a small gathering, and simple to set up for. The only issue was lining up the catering, so everything arrived on time, and securing staff to serve and break everything down after. Thankfully, all the kids the temp agency hired to cater arrived on time, and the party went off without a hitch.

      Things dragged on, and I was late getting out of there, and the sun had already begun to set by the time we had the last of the chairs and tables packed away. I parked the large box truck beside my office and left the invoicing and paperwork for the next morning.

      Hopping in my car, I hurried home and found the lights on in the kitchen and a black Jetta parked out front. Curious, I peeked into the car as I headed in, and found a typical college girl’s mess inside. Papers and books were scattered all over the back seat, along with workout gear and a basketball. A bag of makeup sat on the passenger seat, with mascara, eyeliner and foundation sitting in the middle console, like she’d gotten ready in a hurry.
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      The sound of laughter drew me to the house, and I peered into the window, feeling like a criminal as I crouched in the garden, but too curious to pass up the chance. I saw Bryce sitting at the kitchen table, his books spread out before him, and a wide grin on his face. There was an unmistakable twinkle in his eyes as he stared at the girl, and he seemed unable to tear his gaze away from her.

      The girl sat with her back to me, and at first all I could see was her long, straight blonde hair. I could also make out the sound of her voice, which was deeper than I expected, but had the same lilting flirtation in it that Bryce did. When she turned and pulled over a book, I caught her profile and my throat dried up and heart thudded in my chest.

      The college coed was an angel.

      She had the long yet delicate features that you see in movies and magazines. Blue eyes that sparkled as they stared at my son, and a wide set, thick lipped mouth that smiled with authentic interest.

      Despite her incredible beauty, she spoke in an easy manner, and sat with shoulders a little hunched like Bryce used to. There was a vulnerability to her expression. I didn’t associate with someone as beautiful as she was. A niggling worry entered my heart until I stepped inside and Bryce and Chloe came to say hi.

      “Hey mom, this is Chloe,” Bryce turned and introduced the girl as she stepped into the hall. Then I saw the reason for her shyness.

      The girl was tall; towering over me, and nearly the same height as Bryce. Things fell into place as she stepped forward to shake my hand, her cheeks blushing. I noticed the girl’s eyes resting on my bosom and hips, and her smile turned a little sickly as she gripped my hand.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Chloe. Bryce has told me so much about you.”

      “He has?” She beamed a grin at Bryce and winked. “I hope it was all good things.”

      “Umm, yea,” he grinned sheepishly and shuffled in place, then noticed the bag I was carrying and came forward to take it from me. “Let me help you with that… Does it go in the garage?”

      “Yes, just leave it on the workbench and I’ll empty it later.” Bryce took the bag and headed down the hall with it as I drew Chloe into the kitchen.

      “I hear you two have been studying together… How’s that been going?”

      “Bryce has been a major help.” Chloe was obviously nervous as she followed me into the kitchen. Her hands stuffed into the pockets of her tight jeans and shoulders turned inwards, but her eyes never strayed from me, and I thought I caught a hint of jealousy or envy in the tightness around her eyes. “I was gonna have to ride the bench if I couldn’t get my grade up, and it’s a solid ‘B’ now.”

      “Ride the bench?”

      “Oh, sorry. Did Bryce not tell you? I’m a starter on the school’s basketball team.”

      “That’s quite an accomplishment,” I said with genuine enthusiasm. “I played a little in high school but I was never good enough to play in college.”

      “What position did you play?” She asked, her guard dropping a little as she rested against the counter.

      “Point guard,” I laughed. “I’m too short to play anywhere else, and I wasn’t bad at dribbling. So our coach stuck me there. Do you want red or white?”

      I’d pulled down three glasses and was peering into the small wine fridge, trying to choose. Looking back over my shoulder, I caught Chloe staring at my behind, and wondered if I sat in something earlier.

      “Umm,” her cheeks heated a fiery red when I caught her staring and she turned half away as she answered. “I never drink wine… Mostly PBR or shots… I’ll have white?”

      “Good choice.” I winked, pulling out a bottle and opening it.

      The girl was an odd one, to be sure. I kept finding my gaze, seeking and tracing the lines of her elegant features and trying to reconcile her looks with her obvious awkwardness.

      “Bryce has talked about you a lot, too,” Chloe said when I handed her a glass of wine, and I thought I detected a hint of accusation in her tone.

      “All good things I hope?” She nodded and those brilliant blue eyes of hers met mine. I heard the garage door opening and knew we only had another minute alone, so I stepped close, resting my hand on her forearm as I spoke softly.

      “When Bryce said he’d made friends with the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen, I thought he was exaggerating, but he wasn’t.” My eyes hardened and spoke words I’d promised myself I wouldn’t. “If you’re toying with him, or playing games to break his heart, I’ll never forgive you.”

      Chloe’s eyes widened, and her mouth gawped open, sputtering. The shyness vanished, and indignation flooded her features as she loomed over me.

      “I would never-!”

      Her words cut off when I pressed gentle fingers to her lips, silencing her with a wide smile. Her reaction was proof enough. That or she was an incredible actress.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, hearing footsteps in the hallway and feeling my guts twist in knots at my impulsiveness. “It’s just…”

      Chloe nodded, and her warm fingers settled on my wrist, pulling my hand away from her lips. The hand ran over her firm young chest and our breaths caught. The energy in the kitchen shifted from one extreme to another and for one charged second, I thought the teen might kiss me. But at the last moment we drew away from one another, retreating to opposite sides of the kitchen when Bryce entered.

      “Everything ok?” he asked, picking up on the odd mood in the room and glancing from me to Chloe.

      “Great!” Chloe beamed, her smile taking me in as well. “Beverley and I were just getting to know one another.”

      “And I think we’ll get along just fine,” I said, meeting her bright blue eyes and feeling butterflies awaken in my belly. “Why don’t you kids get back to studying and I’ll order us some dinner. Don’t forget Melissa is stopping by in an hour.”

      “Who’s Melissa?” Chloe asked. She kept her face light, but I couldn’t fail to notice the tightness around the girls’ eyes as she saw my son’s reaction to the reminder.

      “I forgot to mention her,” Bryce said, and I saw Chloe’s eyes tighten further when she saw his reaction.

      “Melissa’s my best friend,” I said, brightly. “She’s been helping Bryce with an issue and wanted to check in and see how he did on his latest test.”

      “Oh, how did your test go? I heard it was insanely hard.”

      “I got an A,” Bryce said with a bashful smile.

      “That’s amazing!” I said, unable to hide my joy as I wrapped my arms around my son. “I’m so proud of you, honey.”

      “Thanks,” Bryce said, pulling away from me with an embarrassed glance at Chloe.

      The girl had a curious expression as she glanced from me to Bryce and back again. I felt my own cheeks heat when her pale blue eyes watched me carefully, and knew I hadn’t done a good job in hiding how eager I had been, or how much I’d enjoyed pressing myself against my son.

      Deflecting her attention, I asked Chloe about her team. In short order, the girl seemed to have forgotten her curiosity as she told me about their season. Bryce knew more than I’d have guessed, but it made sense on reflection, he was obviously attracted to Chloe, even if his flirtations were stilted and awkward.
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      The more I talked with Chloe, and the more the wine loosened her up, I began digging and getting a better sense of who she was. Bryce ordered dinner from Gugino’s website, as Chloe and I drank our second glass, and I peppered the girl with questions about her childhood in Indiana.

      Growing up in a conservative household, she’d been a gangly, awkward youth. Sprouting like a weed her freshman year of high school, it was clear from what she didn’t say that she’d had a hard time of it. I could imagine what it must have been like for a stick thin, 6ft tall high school girl. Surrounded by boys who lacked the confidence to see past her height.

      I didn’t press her about it, but I gathered she was a late bloomer, because she didn’t seem aware of how beautiful she was. As the wine worked its magic on us, I flirted with the girl; laughing at her jokes and touching her arm whenever I made a point, drawing her in closer and closer as I talked about my past and losing Bryce’s father.

      When Bryce sat back down with a full glass of wine and a silly grin on his face, Chloe pulled back from me, a guilty look on her face. But once she saw Bryce was oblivious in his drunkenness, she relaxed and let herself join the conversation more freely.

      The girl was a riot when she let herself go, cracking jokes about their professors and other kids in their class that had my sides aching. When Melissa messaged that she was heading over, I told her to bring an extra bottle because I foresaw the night stretching on. When the doorbell rang, Bryce sat up straight and nearly tipped over his glass in his haste to greet Melissa.

      “Now I’m extra curious to meet your friend,” Chloe said, and though I checked, I didn’t detect any jealousy in her tone.

      “Melissa is a character,” I said, “You’ll love her.”

      “There he is!” Melissa’s loud voice reached is in the living room. “Your mom texted me you got an ‘A’?! You know what that means… Tonight I finally get to feel it.”

      The woman’s sensual growl reached our ears, and Chloe raised an eyebrow at me. I felt my cheeks heat, but rose to mask my embarrassment.

      “Where’s this date of yours?” Melissa stepped into the kitchen and scanned the room, her eyes alighting on Chloe, who stared in. mixed shock and awe at the busty MILF.

      Melissa wore a red silk blouse, unbuttoned down to her navel. Beneath it was a lacy black top that looked more like negligée than a blouse. When I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath, I silently cursed the woman. With her enhanced bust, standing proud and firm, nipples pressing through both fabrics, she looked like a porn star.

      The image was enhanced by the skirt she wore, tight around the hips and butt, then flaring wide to her knees. Whenever she turned, the skirt swung wide, tan legs flashing beneath while it clung to her firm ass. She looked incredible, and from Bryce’s eyes locked upon her body as he walked behind her, he agreed.

      When I glanced at Chloe, my heart fell to see the girl drawing in on herself again. Her pale blue eyes were nearly as wide as my son’s as she took in the gorgeous older woman. They bounced from her too firm breasts to her perfectly painted face, and I saw her whisper something inaudible to herself.

      “No wonder he never mentioned her.” Reading her lips, I felt my heart go out to the girl.

      She was oblivious to the glances Bryce had given her through our conversation with similar of not more levels of heat in them. Mind whirling, I hatched a plan. But bless her heart, Chloe beat me to it.

      “What reward are you giving Bryce for his ‘A’?”

      “Excuse me, dear?” Melissa said, pressing a hand to her heart and taking Chloe in where she sat.

      Put on the spot, I had to give the girl credit for drawing herself to her full height and meeting Melissa’s green eyed stare with a challenging one of her own. My friend grinned and turned to Bryce, tapping the cloth bag he’d taken from her.

      “Bryce, dear, be a doll and open one of these for us, will you? It will need to breathe for a few minutes before you pour it.”

      “Uhh, sure,” he said, glancing from Melissa to Chloe and back. “The food should be here any minute, anyway.”

      “Thank you, Bryce,” I said, patting the chair he’d left between Chloe and I. “Come have a glass while we wait, Mel?”

      Bryce headed into the kitchen while Melissa slipped into her seat, accepting a glass from me. She took a sip then turned to Chloe with a pleasant smile.

      “What are your designs on our Bryce?”

      Chloe’s eyes blinked at the blunt question, and she frowned.

      “Our Bryce?” Her frown took me in, too, and she crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “You still haven’t answered my question. I guess you don’t have to, but I’m curious. How did the most awkward-hot guy in our class become the most desirable in a week?”

      Melissa and I glanced at one another and nearly burst out laughing, only managing to stifle the sound at the last moment. Chloe looked offended and like she wanted to smack either or both of us, and I raised my hand, motioning for her to relax.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, wiping a tear away. “We’re laughing in joy, not at you.”

      “It really worked?” Melissa asked, glancing back over her shoulder to make sure Bryce wasn’t listening and reaching to take Chloe’s before leaning in with an intense expression. “I’ve seen the evidence around here, but at school, too?”

      “Did what work?” Chloe asked, her expression growing slightly alarmed as she pulled back from Melissa’s intensity. “Is Bryce on some kind of new medication?”

      “Nothing like that,” I said, trying to shush Melissa without alerting Bryce. She seemed to realize what she was about to reveal and pulled back, her expression closing.

      “Yeah, it’s nothing, really. Just some therapy.”

      Chloe grew suspicious, but the doorbell rang.

      “Food’s here!” Bryce called.

      When he headed down the hall, Chloe sat back and crossed her arms. Her suspicion shifting into certainty as she fixed Melissa with a hard grin.

      “You’re fucking him, aren’t you?”

      “What, of course not!” I blurted.

      At the same moment Melissa said, “Not yet, but the nights young.”

      Pressing my eyes closed tight, I hissed a curse, then glared at Melissa. My friend shrugged, giving me that devil-may-care grin of hers.

      “What? She figured it out on her own. I’m not going to lie.”

      “You’re serious?” Chloe said, looking more shocked than she had all night. “I was joking!”

      “You aren’t mad?” I asked, fearing what would happen when Bryce learned we’d told her.

      “Are you in love with him?” She asked Melissa.

      “No, he’s like a son to me… A son with benefits.” The woman’s grin was positively wicked as she sipped her wine.

      Bryce bustled through the living room with bags of food and I downed my wine, eager to be away but unable to leave the conversation.

      “Anyone want to help me plate this up?” He asked, frowning around at the strange atmosphere he’d walked into.

      “You can handle it, dear,” Melissa said, never taking her eyes off Chloe. “We’re getting to know one another.”

      “Play nice, Melissa,” Bryce said, his tone light, but there was steel in his eyes as he passed the sexy brunette.

      My friend and I glanced at one another, and I knew she felt the same pride filling her as I did. Hearing Bryce own his masculinity and set boundaries with the willful woman was a giant step forward.

      “That’s what I’m talking about,” Chloe said when Bryce was in the kitchen, plates and bags covering our words. “You’ve done something incredible, and I want to be a part of it.”

      Wine went down the wrong pipe when she said that and I had to cough it out. Setting the glass down, I stared at Chloe.

      “You don’t know what you’re saying.”

      “Maybe… but I’ll learn. Bryce, I’ll help you with that!”

      The girl finished her glass and bounced to her feet, flashing a wink to us before she waltzed into the kitchen. I was worried, but Melissa licked her lips before rising to follow her.

      Pausing at my chair, she leaned down and whispered in my ears, “Wouldn’t you just love to crawl between those long slender legs of hers?”

      “Melissa!” I hissed, rising to follow her.

      “I saw her checking you out when you weren’t looking,” she said, hooking her arm in mine. “She might swing both ways, if you know what I mean.”

      “Everyone knows what you mean,” I said, rolling my eyes but unable to suppress the chuckle that escaped me.

      The woman was outrageous.
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      Melissa was on her best behavior while we ate, and so was Chloe, until the second bottle was opened. The pair kept the conversation moving and took pains to keep the conversations light and fun.

      When I came back from opening the second bottle of wine, I found their talk had taken a different turn.

      “I lost it in high school, to Billy Bollinger,” Melissa said, a far off look in her eyes. “He drove us to the edge of town in his pickup and laid a blanket in the back. I can’t say it was good, but he was a sweet boy.”

      Bryce tried not to look envious, but I caught the expression flit across his face and so did Chloe.

      “What about you, Bev?” Melissa asked me as I took my seat. “When did you have your first time?”

      “How did you get on this topic?” I asked with a laugh.

      “Don’t avoid the question,” Melissa said with a shrew grin. “Tell them about Herbert.”

      “Herbert?” Bryce asked with a snort.

      “Don’t make fun,” I admonished him with a sway on the wrist, but try as I might, I couldn’t hide my laugh. “It was a ridiculous name though… he was kind of a ridiculous boy, too.”

      “Ohh, tell us Beverley,” Chloe said, sitting forward and resting her chin in a hand.

      “He was a sweet boy, and we’d been dating all senior year when it finally happened,” I frowned at the memory. “I think it happened. It’s hard to say if that really was the first time because Herbert never quite made it in before he… you know.”

      “He shot his load premature?” Chloe asked.

      “The boy never lasted more than a few seconds, even when he got it in, did he?” I shook my head, feeling compassion for the boy I hadn’t as a horny young girl. “We’ll make sure Bryce doesn’t have the same pro… hic… blem, right?”

      My best friend turned a predatory grin on my son, and I felt my insides warming at the prospect of what was to come. Then Melissa’s words registered, and I glanced at Chloe to see if she’d heard them and felt my stomach sink when I saw the triumphant grin on her face.

      “I knew it.” Her pale blue eyes swung to me, and the sinking feeling in my belly turned to ice. “Bryce, is going to fuck his stepmom.”

      “Wha-! What are you talking about?” Bryce asked, but his protests were weak, and the heat in his eyes when he glanced at me was plain even to me.

      The girl’s grin only grew wider as she slouched down in her seat.

      “I already figured out about Melissa here and the little deal she’s worked out with you. Sexual favors for good grades, right?” Bryce went stiff, and his face drained of color. But it was Melissa who responded.

      “Not just grades.” She said with a glance at Bryce. The boy pressed his eyes closed, and I could tell he was wishing he could anywhere else right now, and I reached under the table and squeezed his thigh, giving him heart. When he opened them and looked at me, I could see he’d resigned himself to admitting everything.

      “I was… or am… addicted to porn,” he hung his head, but picked it right up when Chloe began laughing. “What’s so funny? That wasn’t… hic… easy to admit.”

      “I’m sorry,” she waved her hand. “I’m not laughing at you. It’s just… I mean come on, isn’t every dude in our school addicted to porn? I think half the girls might be too.” She smiled at Bryce without guile or inhibition and his shoulders relaxed and he sat straighter as she went on. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s easy to have happen. I think it’s pretty awesome you’re trying to fix the problem.”

      “Thanks,” Bryce said, and he reached for his glass, then thought better of it as he blinked owlishly. “I think I’m drunk.”

      “No shit, sherlock,” Melissa laughed. “Let’s put on a pot of coffee, Bev. Bryce, why don’t you take Chloe into the living room and put one of your mom’s records on? We’ll be in, in a minute.”

      We gathered up the empty bottles and glasses and took them into the living room while Bryce and Chloe chatted awkwardly. The tension between the two was clear, and I didn’t know whether to be excited or nervous.

      “I ruined our plans by inviting Chloe,” I admitted to Melissa when we were in the kitchen.

      “No!” she grinned, sidling up to me and slipping an arm around the small of my back as I set the glasses in the sink. “This is better than perfect. I’ll have an audience of two for the big show, and you know how I love an audience.”

      “You’re still going to… but what about Chloe?”

      “The girl’s hot for it,” she whispered the words in my ear, her hot breath tickling my neck. “And you’re going to put on your own show.”

      A shudder went down my spine when she popped the top three buttons on my blouse. The fabric fell aside, revealing a wide expanse of pale flesh, and the deep shadow between as the curving slopes of my breasts met. The girl’s beautiful face, and tall, slender figure flashed through my head and I couldn’t help wondering how talented her long fingers were.

      “We’re bad,” I said, turning in Melissa’s arms and kissing her.

      The wine removed what little inhibitions we had, and we made out for a long minute, hands groping and caressing one another. Then the wet sounds of our smacking lips and tongues reached my ears and I pulled back, blinking rapidly.

      “Think they heard us?” Melissa asked with a cocked eyebrow, then she frowned. “Or maybe it’s us who heard them?”

      The sounds of making out didn’t stop and pulled Melissa and I, arms around one another’s lower backs, into the living room. There I found Bryce and Chloe pressed up against the wall near the old record player.

      My breath caught when I saw the pair embracing Bryce’s arm around the tall girl’s waist, pulling her tight against him, his other hand running gentle fingers down her cheek. Their kisses were soft, experimental, and made the hairs stand on the back of my arms when I felt the charged atmosphere.

      I tried to pull Melissa back and give the couple their space, but the minx remained rooted in place. At first I was concerned she was jealous, but one glance at her face told me that wasn’t the case. Then I had to wonder at my own feelings. I was certain I’d be feeling jealousy at this moment, but my heart felt full of warmth at seeing my son getting the girl he wanted.

      We must have made a sound to alert the couple to our presence, because they broke off the kiss. Chloe turning a prideful grin on Melissa and me.

      “I wanted to stake my claim before you get to work.”

      “We aren’t-.” Bryce said, but the girl cut him off with a finger pressed to his lips.

      “My first time isn’t going to be with a virgin,” she winked, “And besides, you earned it, right?”

      Bryce looked from the girl over to Melissa and me, swallowing hard.

      “Is everything ok, honey?” I asked and was pleased to see him smile and nod after sharing a look with Chloe.

      “I think everything’s perfect,” he breathed.
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      Chloe slipped from his arms, stealing a last kiss before joining me on the couch. I noted she sat on the middle cushion, instead of the opposite side, only a half foot away from me. The lights flicked off as Melissa made her way around the room, and a nervous tremor passed through me.

      My fingers were trembling on my thigh, and I let out a sharp hiss of indrawn breath when Chloe reached over and rested her warm hand stop mine.

      “Thank you for inviting me tonight.” the beautiful blonde’s eyes held me in place as she shifted closer, her smile turning conspiratorial. “When Bryce insisted it was you who asked for me, I thought your interests might lie… elsewhere.” Her eyes flicked up to Bryce and Melissa as the busty MILF pulled my stepson into a swaying dance to the beat of the jazz music playing. “But this is even hotter.”

      I couldn’t speak, my eyes watching the pair as they danced, whispering to one another under the sound of the music. While my attention was pulled to Chloe’s fingers, tracing light circles on the back of my hand.

      “Which part?” I asked, not realizing I’d voiced the thought aloud until Chloe responded.

      “The stepmom and son kink,” the girl’s husky voice sent shivers down my spine, and I glanced over in shock. She didn’t look the least bit ashamed as she turned to regard me with a crooked smile. “It’s one of the biggest fantasies online and I’ve always loved all that stuff. But to know it’s really happening... wild.”

      “Nothing’s happened yet,” I said, hating the qualifier I added, while flashes of memory reminded how much of a lie it was.

      Chloe’s frown showed she didn’t believe me. But thankfully, Melissa let out a hiss of pleasure that drew both of our attention away. The unfolding drama didn’t leave room for conversation, as Chloe and I nestled down with wide eyes to watch.

      Bryce lay Melissa down on the thick rug before the fire, his trembling hands peeling first her shirt, and then skirt off. Taking extra care as he drew the skirt off her legs to kiss his way back up each. When he reached the top of her second leg, his face dipped between her thighs and Melissa’s head fell back as a sigh escaped her lips.

      “Mhmm… gentle… yes right there… steady, baby… Now your finger… yes… Yes!”

      The sounds of Bryce’s tongue working in my best friend’s sex drove me wild, and I found my hand slipping between my thighs. Glancing at Chloe, I caught the teen doing the same. The girl had no shame about touching herself openly, as she slouched on the couch and popped the top button on her pants. I watched the material bunch and shift around her hand as it worked her pussy, and felt my chest tighten as I imagined my own hand touching the girl.

      “No baby, let’s take our time…” Bryce was trembling as he crawled up the MILF’s body, but she pressed him back onto the rug.

      The fire light illuminated her stunning curves as she sat up, running her hands up her sides and cupping her large breasts. Bryce watched in awe as the older woman slid down his body, her fingers pinching and pulling on her nipples as she licked her lips and bent down over his throbbing member.

      “You made me cum so hard… Let me do the same for you.”

      “Oh god, Melissa… you’re so fucking hot.”

      “Mhmm, that makes me so happy. You think so,” she said with a wink, tossing her hair over one shoulder so Chloe and I had a clear view. “But I think you’re the hot one… and with suck a gorgeous cock.”

      Chloe gasped when she saw his length come into view for the first time. Melissa took her time, running gentle fingers over its length, before sliding her tongue down the underside. My friend’s eyes shone with wicked joy when she looked over at Chloe and me. Her eyes strayed from me to the teen at my side and I saw a familiar prideful light enter them as she threw herself into worshipping my son’s cock.

      “That’s so fucking hot,” Chloe breathed, and I nodded in agreement, not trusting myself to speak at that moment.

      Bryce’s head was propped up on one arm, while his other hand cupped and massaged the MILF’s massive breasts. I could see his orgasm approaching, in his fixed expression and the tremble in his thighs. While my fingers of one hand ground little circles around my clit, drawing out my pleasure, my mouth salivated as Bryce’s pearlescent cum flooded Melissa’s mouth.

      “Cumming!’ Bryce warned, at the same moment the MILF whimpered in desperate need.

      “Nghh!”

      I glanced over to see Chloe curling around her hand, face twisted with pleasure as she watched my best friend struggling to swallow my son’s cum. Turning back to watch the scene, my breath caught when I saw Melissa whip off her panties and throw a thigh over Bryce’s hips.

      “I need it, please baby… I need it!”

      Bryce’s head came back up, and the lassitude left his eyes as the busty MILF pressed his still hard cock to her dripping lips. His hand rose to her hips, and he watched as she fit the fat head of his cock into her tightness, eyes widening and mouth opening, an ‘O’ of pleasure as inch after thick inch disappeared into her.

      “This is… Jesus, this is really happening!”

      Bryce's whisper barely reached my ears, over Melissa’s gentle whimpers and the wet sounds of my own sex, and I had to strain to hear my friend’s response.

      “So big… so big… oh you beautiful boy… you feel better than I dreamed… stretching me… Oh god… cumming… already… Nghhk!”

      Melissa's fingers gripped Bryce’s shoulders tight as she collapsed atop him. I could see the strain in his face as he held back shift to delight when he felt the MILF cum on his cock. Her fluids drained down his dick and when she shifted again, the lude sounds sent a thrill of pleasure to my pussy, and I felt the beginning tremors of an orgasm.

      I felt eyes on me and glance to the side to find Chloe’s eyes shifting between me and the undulating couple. When I caught her watching, her pale cheeks blushed a pretty shade of red, but she met my eyes without shame. The girl licked her lips and shifted closer, her hand slipping from her jeans and edging over between us.

      “Good boy… fuck me… fuck me!”

      The slap of skin on skin brought our attention back to the couple, and I nearly came at the sight. Bryce had full control now, gripping Melissa’s slender waist in two strong hands as he drove up into her. His rhythm wasn’t perfect, but he seemed to be learning fast; matching the older woman as his hands slipped around to grip her ass.

      “I can’t wait to watch you fuck him,” Chloe whispered in my ear, her fingers running down the back of my forearm.

      “Oh god,” I breathed, my eyes locked on Bryce’s thick cock driving into my friend's pussy, her juices coating it and filling the room with the scent of her sex.

      “Is this ok?” she asked me. I nodded quickly, pressing my eyes shut as the girl’s hand slid atop mine and under my panties.

      “Yes! Take me!”

      My eyes snapped open at Melissa’s cry, and I watched Bryce roll her over, his arms hooking under her knees. A hiss escaped me, as Chloe’s fingers found my wetness, and my own gripped the girl’s wrist. As she touched me, I gripped her thigh and watched my son’s glistening backside as he hunched over my friend.

      The sight before me was so wicked, added to the gorgeous girl’s hand teasing my pussy, that I couldn’t hold on any longer. Toes curling and fingers digging into her thigh and arm. My world exploded with pleasure.

      “I’m… oh god!” My words barely escaped my lips as Chloe pressed close.

      “Cum for me, Bev. You’re so gorgeous… Cum for me!”

      Her hand gripped my breast, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and the crest of my orgasm reached even greater heights. Muscles tightening, I curled around her hand, breath escaping in a hiss. My eyes met Bryce’s, and I saw his eyes widen when he saw where Chloe’s hand was. Then pleasure washed over him, and Melissa dragged his face back down to kiss him.

      Turning, I met Chloe’s lips and pulled the girl against me, my heart hammering and breath coming in short gasps.

      “That was… Jesus that was intense.” Pulling back, our eyes met, and I saw joy turn to shock as the realization of what we’d done swept over the girl’s face.

      Blinking, she glanced around at Bryce and Melissa cuddling together in the wake of their mutual orgasms. I felt Chloe tremble and pull back from our embrace. Letting her arm slip away, I knew what she was experiencing. It was one thing to desire something, but it was something else to find yourself thrust into the center of your fantasies.

      “I’m sorry… I-.”

      “It’s ok,” I whispered, covering the girl’s hand in mine as I pulled away and situated myself. “We can just say thing got out of hand.”

      “No,” she said, her eyes fierce as she turned to me. “I don’t want to forget or dismiss this… I just need to process this.”

      “Chloe, are you ok?”

      In answer, the girl rose from the couch and I thought she might flee, but she bent low and kissed Bryce. A quick brush of her lips against his. As she rose, I caught her eyes taking in Melissa’s sweat covered nakedness with a look of mingled envy and desire. If I didn’t miss my guess.

      “Thank you all for a lovely evening… Bryce, call me tomorrow?”

      “I will,” he said, eyebrow turned down in a frown of confusion as he watched the girl’s long blonde hair flutter behind her as she fled out of the house.
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      “I’ll check on her,” I said, rising and ignoring the heat in my cheeks when my son’s eyes lingered on my twisted bra and skirt. “You two carry on.”

      “Ok we will,” Melissa purred, Bryce jumping when her nails dragged along his cum slick but soft cock. “Unless you’re done with me?” Bryce shook his head, grinning, and the older woman chortled as his hand pushed her head down into his lap. “Good boy… take charge of me… Mhmmph!”

      I fled the sound of Melissa going down on my son, my mouth salivating as I imagined joining her in the act. Finding the front door ajar, I pushed it open and found Chloe sitting on the patio bench, her phone in her hands but the screen dark as she stared at her feet.

      “Chloe… are you, ok?”

      She glanced up when I stepped outside, eyes dry but looking overwhelmed.

      “I’m just waiting for my UBER,” she said with a half shrug. “I’m sorry I ran out like that… It was just too intense.”

      “You have nothing to apologize for,” I said, slipping onto the bench beside her but careful to keep my distance. “I’m the one who should apologize for inviting you into all of this… It’s too much.”

      “No!” Chloe said, turning and shaking her head. “It was the best night I’ve had since coming out here for school. Seriously. But… have you ever wanted something so bad… that when you finally get it you don’t know what to do with it?”

      “I have some experience with that,” I said, and when her lips pressed into a knowing grin, I felt my cheeks heat but refused to drop my eyes or feel shame for my feelings. I was over that.

      Headlights turning onto our street and Chloe grabbed her phone and rose, stuffing it into her pocket.

      “Tell Bryce to call me tomorrow, and… thank you, for everything.”

      She wrapped her long arms around me as I rose, and I did the same. The feel of her slender waist, and firm young breasts pressed against me had the simmering fire within raging once again, and I turned, kissing her before she could pull back. The girls’ surprised sigh deepened when our tongues slid along one another. Pushing her back. Before we could go too far, I glanced out to make sure the driver hadn’t been watching.

      “Call me when you get home, so I know you’re safe.” I said it without thinking, my mom instincts kicking in. Chloe bit her lip, stifling a laugh, and waved as she ran to the car.

      I watched the car drive off before heading back inside, grateful that I’d been open to a new opportunity. The fire burned in the living room, but Melissa and Bryce were nowhere to be seen. A few seconds later, the heavy thud of his headboard banging against the wall started up, and Melissa’s cries of pleasure rose with it.

      I left the mess for morning and fell into bed with my favorite vibrator. Listening to the two of them fuck like wild animals for hours, I dreamed of a blonde co-ed, and all the wicked things I wanted to do with her. I came for the second time, to the fantasy that it was her cries of pleasure coming from Bryce’s room, and the image of the two beautiful kids writhing together.

      

      I woke in the middle of the night when the mattress shifted, and my heart raced for a second when I pictured Bryce crawling into my bed. But I felt Melissa curl up against my side. The woman was slick with sweat and other fluids as she cuddled up close, and I could feel her great exhaustion in the weakness of her limbs.

      “That boy, fucks like a god,” she murmured into my hair as I turned and ran a hand down her back. “Had to escape… gonna be bow-legged tomorrow… This was the best night of my life, thank you.”

      “It sounded like you had fun,” I smiled, pushing her sweat matted hair back from her face.

      “He’s afraid he scared off Chloe,” I shook my head, but before I could respond, her eyes met mine in the darkness and I lost myself in them.

      Her hand pulled me down and in moments we were kissing softly, our hands touching lightly, as sleep pulled us into its embrace. When I woke in the morning, I found Melissa sleeping on her stomach beside me and couldn’t help running my hands down her back and caressing her firm ass. Slipping my fingers between her thighs, I ran one gently along her swollen, puffy lips.

      Melissa stirred and rolled against me.

      “Mhmm, morning love,” when she smiled at me, all my doubts and worries melted away and I felt at home in her arms. “Last night was wild… ohh careful, I’m sore.”

      “And I’m jealous,” I purred in her ear.

      Melissa laughed and rolled onto her back, pulling me atop her. “You’ll get your chance next. Unless you want to jump the gun.”

      I shook my head. “I want to, but we should stick to the plan. He’s been doing so much better.”

      “What about, Chloe? Did you have time to talk to her? I felt bad when she fled like that.” I told her about my conversation with the girl and Melissa listened with a knowing smile.

      “I don’t know whether to be jealous or turned on that she got you off.”

      I hadn’t even thought that Melissa might be jealous and opened my mouth to reassure her, but the woman barked a laugh and waved my protest away.

      “Don’t be sorry, Bev. I’d have done the same thing. She’s a beautiful girl.”

      “Mom? You alone in there?”

      “No, honey,” I said, sharing a tight grin with Melissa as Bryce’s heavy footsteps approached. “Give me a minute and I’ll go down and make breakfast.’

      Melissa’s grin grew wicked as she slipped the shoulder of my top-down one of my arms and revealed a massive breast. Lowering her head, she sucked hard on the nipple, drawing a loud gasp of pleasure from my mouth.

      The bedroom door swung open at that moment and Bryce’s frowning face took in the scene on the bed and his eyes widened in shock. Melissa pressed herself between my spread thighs, hands cupping one breast as she suckled on it. My son stared at the woman who’d taken his virginity and his eyes fell to take in my half naked body, his chest rising and falling and the tent in his boxers rising too.

      “What… this is…”

      “We’re getting the reward ready for when you ace your mid-terms,” Melissa said, releasing my nipple and turning her head to take in my son.

      “I can watch you two… together?” His awed expression sent a thrill down to my pussy, and I nearly called him over right then and there.

      “Watch… join in…” Melissa’s smile went crooked when she saw the naked hope on Bryce’s face.

      “You can have us any way you want, honey.” I could barely recognize my own voice. It was so rough and dripping with desire. “If…”

      “I’ll get ‘A’s’.” Bryce nodded. “I promise… You’re really serious?”

      In answer, Melissa shifted her hips to the side, bending her ass back as she ran a gentle finger up my panties. My breath caught, and a flush swept over my skin as I felt my son’s eyes follow her fingers as they pulled aside my panties. The MILF slipped first one, then two fingers inside me, drawing a gentle moan of pleasure from my lips that sent a shiver through Bryce.

      His eyes met mine, and I nearly came on Melissa’s fingers when I saw the hungry desire in him. The taboo wickedness of the moment only added to the thrill, and I gave myself over to the pleasure as Melissa’s fingers touched and teased.

      My own hands ran up my friend’s naked body, drawing her up so I could kiss her thick lips. Our tongues danced against one another, and I felt my pleasure rising, as her fingers worked in steady rhythm. One hand cupping her firm ass, my fingers slid into the crack and brushed across her tiniest hole.

      “Hmmhmm,” Melissa hummed into our kiss, grinding herself against me as my finger continued to tease her.

      I glanced over her shoulder and saw my son’s hand stroking his lengthy cock, and another thrill of pleasure shot through me. Things were heating up, and I sensed the three of us were about to lose control, but luckily Melissa showed more restraint that I was able to, as she rolled off me and gave Bryce a lascivious wink.

      “I hope that preview can tide you over, because it’s all you get from us until you deliver those ‘A’s’.”

      “Mhmm,” I managed to get out in agreement, although it took all my willpower not to race over and jump atop my handsome son and his raging hardon.

      “Jesus,” Bryce groaned, releasing his cock and staggering back. “I don’t know if I can wait that long.”

      “Maybe Chloe can help you out,” Melissa purred.

      “I think she hates me now,” he said, his expression falling and his dick drooping almost instantly.

      “Don’t be too sure of that,” I said. “Go give the girl a call.”

      “Ok,” he said, lingering in the doorway, eyes drinking in the last of Melissa and me, before he let the door swing shut.

      “This is going to be hard,” I groaned, rolling into Melissa’s arms.

      “Not as hard as he’s going to be,” she laughed, and then I was moaning again as her fingers found my wetness, and she soon had me shivering and shaking in her arms as she whispered wicked things in my ears about all the things we would soon get to do with my son.
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      We passed out after, and I woke to the smell of bacon and coffee. Bryce had gone out, leaving a note that he’d be back in the afternoon, and Melissa and I had a lazy morning as we ate and drank coffee. She borrowed one of my suits and laid out by the pool with me, and that’s where Bryce found us late in the afternoon.

      The three of us shared a meal together, the conversation flowing easily, and the flirtations flying. Melissa teased Bryce outrageously throughout the meal, flashing him her bikini covered breasts until he was shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

      “I should head home,” she announced with a wink. “I need to take a shower and wash all this… sunscreen off me.”

      The minx dragged a finger between her firm, sweaty breasts, right where Bryce's cock had lain the night before. Patting my son on the cheek, she brushed his lips with a kiss as his eyes remained fixed on her hanging breasts.

      “Good luck with your studies.”

      “Nnngh hnngh,” he nodded, the sound coming out more like a groan than agreement.

      “Maybe if you’re a good boy, your mommy will take care of this for you,” she winked over at me, her long nails dragging over his tented shorts.

      Bryce’s eyes met mine and my heart hammered in my chest when I saw the need in him. My heart went out, and I found myself nodding eagerly. Melissa slipped out of the house, but I barely registered her leaving.

      Rising from my seat, I reached down and took Bryce’s hand and silently lead him upstairs to his room. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as I stepped into his room and felt my son step up behind me. His large hands rested on my hips and I pressed my eyes closed, praying for the strength to hold myself back.

      “Why don’t you… have a seat,” my voice came out weak and breathy as I pointed to his computer chair.

      “No,” Bryce said, his voice surprisingly firm as his hand rose up my sides and circled around to the front. “I want to stand… and see you kneeling before me, mom.”

      He whispered the last work in my ear, and I shivered. Hearing the wicked word pass from his lips in this situation had me on the verge of orgasm without touching myself. His fingered gathered up the bottom of the loose shirt I’d thrown over my bikini top and I raised my arms submissively as he pulled it over my head.

      As the garment fell to the floor, and I turned, my skin pebbled with the chill as I under my son’s fiery stare. I’ve longed to be the object of desire to a powerful man my entire life, but never dreamed Bryce could become that man. Seeing the confidence in him as he reached out and cupped one of my massive breasts.

      “You’re so fucking hot,” he whispered, and I felt my nipple harden as his thumb brushed over it. “Even Chloe couldn’t keep her hands off you.”

      “Did you like that?”

      Bryce’s smile grew crooked at his eyes met mine, and I breathed in a sharp breath, seeing the burning heat in him. It was clear from his expression that he’d liked it very much. His hand had slipped around my back, and I felt the string of my bikini tugged free, as the two triangles of white material swung away, revealing the white curves of under-boob.

      “Kneel.”

      The command in my son’s voice wasn’t absolute, but it thrilled me to see him trying. Dropping to my knees, I ran my hands up his strong thighs and under his shorts until the tips of my fingers brushed his heavy balls.

      “What else do you want mommy to do, baby?” I bit my bottom lip and pressed my arms together, feeling my heavy breasts press together.

      “I want to cum on your gorgeous face,” Bryce breathed, his eyes widening as he heard the words passing from his lips.

      “On my… face?” I breathed, licking my lips as they curled into a grin. “You’re such a naughty boy.”

      Sliding my hands back down his thighs, I reached up and slipped the fingers into the waistband of his shorts. Slowly, I drug them down. When the first inch of his thick cock came into sight, Bryce ran his fingers through my hair and pulled my face forward. Whimpering with need, I pressed a kiss to the soft skin of his shaft, loving the steel pulsing beneath it. As each inch came into view, I kissed my way down, my whimpers growing ever more desperate.

      Bryce took control of me and the situation, which surprised and elated me.

      His thick cock pressed against my lips, and I opened my mouth, accepting his needy thrust. Relaxing my jaw, I felt it creak as he invaded my mouth. The scent of him and the taste discombobulated my thoughts, and I felt my breasts sway as my son began slowly fucking my mouth.

      “Gluk Gluk Gluk!”

      The illicit sound coming from the back of my throat reminded me of his porn movie, and I looked up to see Bryce’s face tight with strain. His balls slapped my chin, and I could feel his cock swell and throb against my tongue. The muscles of his thighs tightened, and I saw the pleasure sweeping over his face.

      At the last moment, I remembered his demand and pulled back, my hands reaching up to stroke his glorious cock. Slick with the saliva from the back of my throat, they flew along his length as I watched the bloated head pulse and this slit wink.

      “Cum for me baby… cum… on my face.”

      The hot words sent a small tremor of pleasure sweeping through my sex as the first hot blast of cum splashed against my cheek.

      “Ohhh goddd!”

      Bryce’s moan reached my ears as if from a far off distance. My attention fixated on the wicked joy I felt as each thick spurt landed on my face. It was so wrong, so wicked and wanton, that I shoved a hand down my pants as the other pushed the last of his cum into my mouth. Sucking two fingers clean, I came hard as Bryce stared at me, legs trembling and face awed.

      “That was…” he began, before trailing off, at a loss for words.

      “That was my pleasure,” I said, wiping a glob of cum off one breast and licking it off my fingers.

      Bryce’s cock bounced, rising before me, and my fingers itched to reach out and grasp it, my cunt hungry to feel its thickness spreading me, but I rose on unsteady legs and gripped the bikini to myself.

      “I want you,” my son husked, stepping one dangerous step towards me.

      “And you’ll have me,” I promised, retreating from him, and edging around the room. “Just… give me time. I need to know you’re on the right path… that things are better.”

      “Haven’t I done enough to prove to you?” His eyes burned with intensity as I reached behind me, hand searching for the doorknob.

      “What about, Chloe? Don’t you care about her?” His lips pursed in a troubled frown, but the intensity never left his eyes.

      “I don’t know what to think about, Chloe… until yesterday she was a crush, and I didn’t think there was a chance… And it’s different with you, mom.”

      “I know,” I breathed, knowing exactly what he spoke of; the deep connection between us, more profound than the love between a couple, and richer than familial. I’d known it since that first night I’d watched him masturbate.

      Stepping back, Bryce’s expression relaxed, and he nodded gently, “Mid-terms are next week. When I get straight A’s, I expect you to be waiting for me, right there,” he pointed to his bed. “Melissa can wait till later… The only thing I need, is you.”

      I nodded, my mouth dry and a heavy bead of my juices tracking a line down my thighs. The door opened under my fumbling hand, and I fled down the hall, the image of my son’s confident smile as he hefted his cock to me in farewell, filling my head.

      The neighbors certainly heard my screams as I sat beneath the pulsing showerhead. I wanted my son, but perhaps not as much as he wanted me, and one way or another, he was going to have me. The talk about grades and ‘A’s’ were a pretense, nothing more, because I couldn’t cross that final threshold.

      Yet.
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      The next week was a busy one at work, and I didn’t spend much time at home. Whenever I popped in, I could find Bryce at the dining room table with his books and notes spread before him. Melissa messaged me every day, and kept me on a low simmer, when added to my own fantasies.

      I told her about my promise to Bryce and she was enthusiastic, but made me promise we could spend some time together before his mid-terms. It was an easy promise to keep, and I made reservations for the two of us at Gugino’s for Friday night.

      Bryce called Chloe, and the two of them went out that weekend. I helped him pick out a nice shirt and hovered around as he got ready, ready in case he asked for my ‘help’, but he never did. I watched him hurry to his car with a bitter-sweet feeling in my stomach.

      It was wonderful to see him getting out and taking charge of his life again, but things hadn’t been a hundred percent comfortable with us since our last night together. I could feel him pull back whenever he hugged me, and he’d been keeping his eyes to himself, mostly.

      Dinner with Melissa was a fun time. The two of us arrived dressed to the nines, and attracting every eye in the place as we took our seats. The wine flowed and so did the laughter, and indeed the bawdy conversation.

      We ended up back at my place, and I was surprised to find Bryce’s car still gone. Melissa and I entertained many fantasies about what he and Chloe were getting up to as we fell into my bed.

      We took our time that night. Neither of us in a hurry and still thrilled by the newness of this. My friend had gotten waxed, and she shone under the starlight as I kissed my way between her thighs. My own orgasm came when Melissa brought my favorite toy into the mix, pressing its vibrating tip against my ass as she sucked hard on my clit.

      Dozing in each other’s arms, we spoke of our dreams and hopes for the future.

      Melissa had lived a full life, and much like me, was happy in her friendships. What we both wanted was what we’d so recently discovered. Intimacy, and a further delving of our darker desires.

      “There is so much I want to do… But I could never trust my partner not to hurt me or think I’m sick.” She admitted to me, as we lay pressed together in the early morning hours.

      “I would never do that.”

      “I know,” she said, reaching up to caress my cheek. “I love you, Bev. Like a sister… and more. But I’m also… I don’t know how to say it-.”

      “You’re falling for Bryce,” I said, stilling her words with a kiss and easing her fears with a smile. “You’ll have to work that out with Chloe. I think she’s deeper in it than you are. But you’ll get no arguments from me. I think you’re good for him.”

      “You mean it?” She asked, her bottom lip trembling. “I know how you two look at each other… I thought maybe once you and he… That my time with him will be over.”

      “No! It’s not like that, truly,” I pulled her head into my breast, “I don’t know if I can explain it… But our love isn’t something that’s covetous… If that makes sense.”

      “I think so,” she said with a tremulous smile. “But what’s he going to say, Bev? I’m just some silly old woman.”

      “You know that’s not true,” I chided her gently.

      Melissa would often fall into these morose moods, but a little tough love and some compliments were enough to get her out of it. I found kisses to work better than compliments and soon found myself at the mercy of a grateful temptress with a passion for making me cum.

      I woke late the next morning to find Bryce still hadn’t come home and a note from Melissa thanking me for a great night. I pressed the note between the pages of my favorite book and slipped it into my Hope Chest and went about cleaning the house while I played music and sang.

      I couldn’t remember being in a better mood.

      That’s how Bryce found me when he slouched in, his face bleary and green, with dark circles under his eyes. He winced at a particularly high pitched note from the BeeGee’s and I hurried over to turn the music down.

      “Looks like someone might have had too good of a time,” I said with a grin as he pulled open the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. “Let me get you some Tylenol.”

      “Thanks,” he said, when I pulled down a bottle and pushed two pills into his hands. “Last night was… wild.”

      “Tell me about it,” I inquired, patting the stool and putting on a pot of coffee.

      “I took Chloe to dinner and afterwards we went to a club to go dancing. That’s when things started getting crazy. A bunch of her teammates showed up and those girls like to party.” he accepted the cup of coffee I made with a grateful nod and took a large sip and sighed in pleasure. “I wasn’t that drunk, until they started ordering shots, and after that the nights a little blurry.”

      “Where did you end up sleeping?”

      He blushed but met my eyes as he answered, “In Chloe’s bed. We got an UBER back to her place when the club closed down. I was too drunk to drive and Chloe insisted…” he blushed but I smiled reassuringly and motioned for him to continue. “We didn’t… you know what… but I guess we did everything else.”

      “I’m glad you two had a good time.” I said, sipping my coffee. “Chloe wasn’t upset by the other night?”

      “No,” he said with a laugh. “The opposite, in fact. She wouldn’t stop talking about it and made me promise she could come over again if we… you know.” He shifted in his seat and I could tell he wanted to say something but wasn’t sure if it was going too far, but his desire to tell me won out and he grinned. “She likes being watched… She has two roommates and didn’t bother closing her door when we… fooled around.”

      “That’s good to know,” I said with a wink, loving how Bryce’s cheeks heated, but he still met my eyes as his confidence was growing more and more.

      “I invited her over tomorrow after class. We’re going to study and watch a movie.”

      “I’ll stay out of your hair.” I winked.

      “No, that’s the point… Chloe wants you to be here.” He fidgeted with the coffee cup. “She wanted me to make sure you’d be around.”

      “Then I’ll be here.” I smiled at my son, but felt a burst of butterflies swirling around in my stomach.

      Images of the beautiful blonde danced in my head, along with flashes of the other night, when her long fingers had touched my most sensitive parts. I wasn’t sure what the minx had in mind, but I knew I wanted to get my hands on her again and return the favor.
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      The night couldn’t come fast enough for me, and I counted down the hours when the day finally arrived. Melissa was excited when I told her about it and managed to refrain from inviting herself over. I could see she wanted to, but she was a good friend and could tell this was something I had to do on my own.

      Right as I was about to leave, the chef in charge of catering the crab feed called me and said he’d been rushed to the hospital for an emergency appendectomy. I spent two hours scrambling, trying to find another chef who could fill in the last minute. When I finally got someone, I had three messages from Bryce asking when I would be getting home.

      I responded as I hurried out to the car, telling him I was on my way. The message never got read, and Bryce didn’t respond before I arrived home and I worried they’d left to go party with her fun team mates.

      My heart fell when I saw the driveway empty, and I schlepped my bag up to the house as I typed out a message to Melissa when a faint cry reached my ears.

      “Yes!”

      The hairs rose on the back of my neck as I recognized the voice, and I scrambled my keys in the door. My exhaustion and frustrations fled as I entered the house, and Chloe’s naked cries of pleasure reached my ears. In a trance, I followed them up the stairs and halted halfway down the hallway when I saw Bryce’s door wide open.

      The wet slap of bodies, added to the whimpers and groans of the beautiful teen, sent a flood of wetness to my sex, and pulled me forward until I stood in the doorway, staring at the most gorgeous sight I’d ever seen.

      Chloe was on her hand and knees, naked body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Part of her long blonde hair hung down in sweat matted chunks, while the rest was gripped in Bryce’s strong hand as he pulled it straight back. Her gorgeous face was twisted in pleasure, mouth open and grunts escaping it with each thrust from Bryce behind her.

      My son’s naked torso glistened with sweat too, and his face wore such fixed concentration, I knew he must be staving off an orgasm. His eyes were closed, and he didn’t hear the creak of floorboards as I moved into the doorway, but the girl did.

      Chloe’s eyes locked on mine, and her whimpers of pleasure grew fiercer. A flush of embarrassment swept over the girl’s face, followed quickly by pleasure as her hands fisted in the sheets and her slender back bowed down.

      As much as my son’s nakedness excited me, and I yearned to feel what Chloe was at that moment, it was the girl’s naked body that trapped my attention. Her legs were long and slender, and her ass round and firm. Her waist was slender, and the dimples at the base of her back winked at me as her ass rolled with every thrust of my son’s giant cock. Her high, firm breasts bounced, their pale, pink nipples coming to hard little points that my lips ached to latch onto.

      As her eyes met mine, her pupils swelled wide, and her mouth dropped open into a long, “Ooooohhhhh!” of pleasure.

      “I can’t… going to cum,” Bryce huffed out.

      “Cum in me, baby,” Chloe growled, throwing herself back, body elongating as she arched into my son.

      Arm circling his neck, she kissed him and turned her cheek against his. Bryce’s eyes widened when he saw me standing in the doorway, one hand pressed between my thighs and the other massaging a breast.

      “Fuck!” He hissed in pleasure, and I saw his hips lose their rhythm as he gave the teen one final thrust, deep into her pussy.

      Chloe’s eyes widened, and I saw her fingers trembling and a frothy liquid gush around his cock as she came for a second time. The beautiful couple fell into each other’s arms, laughing and kissing, their love obvious.

      I fled from the scene and threw myself in bed. Stripping out of my work clothes, I found my favorite vibrator and pressed it between my legs. That’s where Chloe found me five minutes later, when the girl strolled in, nude.

      “I wondered where you got off to,” she said with a crooked grin as she took in the sheet tented over my bent and spread knees.

      Cheeks heating I pulled the covers up to my chin and pressed my legs together, thankful I hadn’t started up the vibrator before she walked in.

      I opened my mouth to tell her I was giving them their space, but she surprised me by continuing forward and crawling atop my bed. “What are you doing?”

      “You got to watch us… right?” Her pale blue eyes sparkled with amusement as she pulled the sheet out of my hands gently. “And you took away his porn, so it’s only fair he gets to watch you and I… act out one of his favorite scenes. Wouldn’t you agree?”

      I nodded quickly; the sheets still clutched against my breasts as I took in the beautiful teen crawling slowly up the bed. My eyes flickered over to Bryce, taking in his burning eyes and the throbbing cock held lightly in one hand as he stroked it. Then they were pulled back to Chloe as the girl ran gentle fingers along my jawline, tilting my head back.

      Her kiss released the dam of my desire, and I pulled her tight against me. Heedless of the toy that slipped from between my legs, I rolled her to the side, hand sliding up to cup her perfect breast.

      Chloe’s own hands slid under my shirt and bra, dragging them over my head and tying up my hands above my head. I drew in a sharp hiss of pleasure when the girl’s lips found one soft nipple and her fingers pulled on the other. My hiss turned into a moan as she rolled it between her lips, tongue teasing the flesh firm, as her fingers twisted the other nipple hard.

      The hand left my breast and instead of slipping between my legs as I thought I heard my toy buzz and my cheeks flushed red. Whipping the shirt and bra the rest of the way off, I reached down to place a hand on her arm, but the girl was inexorable. Her lips found my neck, and the protests died on my tongue.

      Arm relaxing, I drew her hand down between my thighs, guiding it as she ran the buzzing tip over my sensitive lips. The feeling of her soft body pressed against mine, herbal scented hair curling around my cheeks and hot lips on my neck would have been enough to send me over the edge.

      But my eyes found Bryce leaning against the doorframe. The boy’s eyes burned with an intensity I’d never seen in them, as his hand fisted that glorious cock of his.

      Slipping my fingers in between Chloe’s as they gripped the vibrator, I drove it in and out of my aching pussy in time with his stroking hand. Chloe huffed when she turned to see what I was staring at, and I felt her lips curl into a lascivious grin.

      “Cum for him, baby… cum for your son!”

      “Oh god! I’m cumming…. Cumming!” The words were ripped from my throat, as my toes curled, and fingers sank into the sheets and Chloe’s ass where I held her close.

      Thick ropes of cum flew from Bryce’s cock as he watched me orgasm, the euphoria sweeping over his face, sending me into another rolling orgasm as Chloe teased my outer lips and clit lightly with the vibrator. My son’s eyes were locked on my body, his chest heaving, and I could see he was thinking the same thing I had been a moment before, but in the wake of my orgasm, I wanted to give this beautiful young soul as much pleasure as she’d given me.

      Filled with renewing energy, I rolled my hips, flipping Chloe onto her back. The girl let out a yelp of surprise, eyes widening as I pinned her wrists above her head. Then ‘O’ of shock turned into a moan of pleasure as I found first one pink nipple, then the other. Sucking hard, I let my teach brush the sensitive flesh, and felt the girl shiver beneath me.

      “My son is now going to watch as I devour this sexy body of yours,” I purred, grinning wider at the surprised look on the girl’s face.

      Running my hands down her sides, I kissed my way around and down her perfect breasts, then down her firm stomach. Taking time to tease her elongated bellybutton, as I spread her thighs wide. Chloe drew in an unsteady breath and I glanced up, meeting the girls’ eyes. They were nervous, but excited, and her fingers slipped into mine, where they gripped her hip and squeezed tight.

      Dipping my chin down, I inhaled her sweet aroma and took my first taste. She tasted different from Melissa, lighter and more refreshing. Digging into her pussy, I drove my tongue in deep, then pulled it up and ran the tip up and down her hard little clit.

      Taking my time, I learned what drove the girl wild. First slipping one, then two fingers into her pussy, while keeping the motions on her clit steady. That send her to the edge in minutes, and I backed off, teasing and drawing it out. When I dropped a wet fingertip to brush her puckered little opening, Chloe threw her head back and screamed to the heavens in shocked pleasure.

      I’d found her secret button, and with Bryce watching on, his cock throbbing in his hand once more. I drove the girl to the heights of orgasm and over the screaming edge.

      The one thing I wasn’t ready for was her athletic thighs clamping down around my head. For a few seconds, the world was muffled, and I was at the girl’s mercy. A sharp twist of her hips might have wrenched my neck. Then she relaxed, legs parting, and I could draw in a breath of fresh air, only to find her strong hands pulling me up her torso.

      “That was… oh my god, Chloe, that was so intense… I’m still shaking!”

      The girl laughed as she pulled me close, her lips finding mine, and when I broke the kiss and turned to look, Bryce was gone from the doorway.

      “You better go see to him,” I said with a grin.

      “I’m not going to be able to walk tomorrow,” Chloe laughed lightly as she rose from my bed, pausing to bend down and give me a last kiss, my hands lingering on her naked back. “I’ll never forget tonight though, thank you.”

      I wanted to tell her I thought this was just the beginning of what was to come, but the girl turned and hurried back down the hall. I heard her call that she was getting more wine, and Bryce’s heavy footsteps hurrying down the stairs after her. My last thoughts as blissful exhaustion pulled me under, and the rattle of furniture started up downstairs, as I hoped they thought to throw down a rug or towel beneath themselves.
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      I’d like to say I was calm, cool, and collected in the day leading up to Bryce’s mid-terms, but I was a nervous wreck. The only thing that kept me busy enough to draw my attention away from it was the upcoming crab feed.

      It was the Friday after the last of his exams, and Bryce had invited Chloe to attend. The tickets were nearly sold out, and I was forced to find a second supplier of wine and beer to make sure we had enough for everyone.

      Bryce was buried in his books, but less than I might have thought, which is what had me so on edge. Every other night, he’d go out with Chloe for a few hours. To grab coffee or dinner, or just walk in the park. I knew they were getting up to more than holding hands and kissing, but so long as his grades didn’t suffer, I couldn’t see a reason to complain.

      On the morning of his first test, I made him breakfast and a bag lunch filled with his favorite sandwich and snack bars. Before he left that morning, I stopped him in the foyer and silently dropped to my knees before him. With calm, almost serene motions, I pulled his thickening cock free and took it into my mouth. My fingers undid the buttons running down the front of my blouse and once his dick was slick with saliva, I sat up and wrapped the heavy mounds of flesh around him.

      “I thought I’d do something to help you focus… take the stress off.”

      “It only makes me want you more,” he hissed, reaching down to run a rough thumb over my lips before gripping the sides of my breasts tight around his cock.

      “Tomorrow… I promise… no matter what, I’m yours.”

      I couldn’t last another day beyond that, not with this throbbing desire built up between us. His eyes flared at the words, and with a sharp nod, I felt his cock pulse. Then hot cum splashed across my chin and neck. Dipping my head down, I let the next two blasts hit my cheeks and lips.

      Sagging back, I felt like a wanton whore, with my son’s cum coating my bare breasts and face in pearlescent lines. Bryce stared down at me, his chest heaving and with a will power I doubt I could have matched, pushed his slick cock into his pants and strode out of the house.

      Melissa arrived twenty minutes later and joined me in the shower. We planned for the next evening, and I had to promise the woman she would get her chance to confess to Bryce.

      “I know,” I reassured her as we toweled off. “But he’s been working so hard, and I really want this night to be about him. You’re coming to the crab feed, right? Can you do it then?”

      “You’re right,” she nodded, pulling on the bikini she’d brought over. “I can wait till then.”

      She put on a brave face as we headed to the backyard, but I knew how nervous she was. What had been a fantasy and a flirtation had become more to the lonely older woman. And she feared the young man saw her as nothing more than a masturbation toy. She wanted more, but would he be open to it?

      “Have you talked to Chloe yet?” I asked, as the sun warmed our skin.

      “No… what do I say?”

      I pulled out my phone and typed a message to the girl and hit send. The read receipt popped up and a second latter three dots appeared. She sent back her response with several exclamation points and a splash emoji that made me shift in my seat.

      “There, you two are having lunch the day of the crab feed.”

      “Oh god, now I have to figure out what to say.”

      I looked at my friend, usually so confident and poised, and marveled to see her so out of sorts. The woman was a character, but not one for deep feelings, and I sensed they were even deeper for my son than she guessed.

      Friday couldn’t come fast enough for any of us, and when it finally arrived, the morning and early day flew by faster than I was ready for. I was racing around the fairgrounds, making sure everything was done for the crab feed that evening when I got a message from Bryce saying he was heading into his last midterm. I wished him luck and grabbed one of the girls helping me set up.

      Everything was on schedule and there weren’t any issues, but I told her I had an appointment and wouldn’t return for a couple of hours. The girl seemed confident, with everything in order, and after checking with the chef, that he had everything he needed. I slipped out of there and raced home.

      Bryce was planning on coming home to change before heading to the crab feed, and I wanted to surprise him when he arrived, so I parked around the block where he wouldn’t see when he drove home. I was trembling with excitement and nervousness as I stripped out of my clothing and hopped into the shower. After rinsing off, I took extra care with my makeup and hair, making sure I looked my best.

      I was about to slip into his room in the buff, as he’d demanded, but when I passed my closet, I got a better idea. It had been ten years since I bought the negligee, and I’d never cause to wear it for anyone else. Sheer white silk and lace was woven through with baby blue ties that knotted in the front, just beneath my breasts.

      Taking a moment to check my appearance in a full-length mirror, my breath caught when I took myself in. My breasts were pressed together and thrust forward, their massive size looking even bigger in the supportive negligee. The white silk parted beneath my breasts, revealing a smooth, slightly rounded stomach that fell to the small gap between my thighs.

      A message arrived on my phone from Bryce, and a thrill of excitement shot through me when I saw the notification. Opening it up, I read the message quickly.

      Bryce: I won’t know the last grade until tomorrow, but I got A’s on my first three! I’m gonna head home and change, then I’ll be there to help you set up.

      Me: I’m so proud of you! Congratulation ;)

      The three dots of his response appeared several times before disappearing, and I smirked, knowing the boy was thinking about only one thing right now. Messaging Melissa, I told her the good news, then I hurriedly turned off all the lights and slipped into my son’s room.
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      It didn’t take long for him to arrive. When his car pulled to a stop outside, I felt a line of wetness track down my thighs and reached down to touch myself.

      When Bryce threw open his door, in a hurry to get ready for the crab feed, he froze in place, his eyes widening as they took me in.

      “Holy… shit,” he breathed, his fingers reaching for and fumbling free his belt. “You look fucking gorgeous.”

      “Mhmm, I need you baby,” my voice barely sounded like my own, so raw and hoarse with need. “Mommy needs you inside her… fucking me with that big hard cock of yours.”

      “Jesus,” Bryce moaned, his pants hitting the floor as he flung away his shirt and staggered forward.

      I wasn’t prepared for my son’s overwhelming desire as he crawled atop his bed and grabbed my thigh, yanking me down beneath him.

      “Eeep!”

      Feeling like a delicate flower in his big, strong hands, I spread my legs as he slipped between them. His eyes rose from the negligee hiding my treasures, to my eyes and I saw the same passion and love in him that filled me.

      “I love you, mom,” he whispered, his lips brushing mine.

      “I love you too, Bryce… I need you, baby… Mommy needs you!”

      His lips met mine, and the world faded for a second, as the swirling butterflies in my stomach settled down and warmth filled me. It shouldn’t have been the case that I felt more like a mother who properly cared for her son, as his thick cock pressed against my pussy. But that was the case. As Bryce’s hips hunched upwards, and I felt the fat head of his cock spread my wetness and invade my depths, it felt like my boy was finally coming home.

      “Yes!” My back arched as I clung to his strong back, my scream echoing around his childhood bedroom as I felt his massive cock sink deeper and deeper within me. “So big… oh god, Bryce… I’m already… Oh baby!”

      “Oh god mom…” he huffed, his face tight with pleasure and strain. “You’re so tight… I can’t believe this is happening.”

      He nestled fully within me and I felt his cock touch places that had never been touched before. Legs weak, I hooked my ankles around his thighs, holding him inside me as I adjusted to his girth. All the while, my pussy quivered as an orgasm rolled through me.

      Blinking my eyes open, I took in my handsome son’s face and ran my hands up to cup his cheeks. Our eyes met, and I saw the awed pleasure in him, and my pussy quivered, eager to give him what he wanted.

      “Fuck me Bryce… Fuck me, hard.”

      Bryce’s eyes widened, and it was like the spell had been broken. Pulling his hips back, until the tip of his cock rested inside me, he drove forward with a powerful thrust. My mind went blank with pleasure, and I heard incoherent sounds escaping my mouth as His fingers dug into my ass, as his other hand gathered up one massive breast. After kissing me fiercely, he sucked hard on the nipple, which sent another zing of pleasure to my pussy.

      I’d planned on dancing and sucking him off before we got down to the nitty gritty, but our overwhelming desire for one another made that impossible. Desperate to slake our hunger, we fucked with an almost wild, animal like intensity.

      There were no words. As Bryce pounded me down into his mattress, only his grunts and my high-pitched screams of pleasure. We clung to one another, our arms wrapped tight around the other’s back, or shoulders, and our bodies mushed together, only our hips withdrawing and meeting again in a desperate frenzy.

      “I’m…” Bryce began to warn me, and I noticed the loss of rhythm in his fucking, and I pressed my lips to his, hissing as my fingers reached down to pull his ass into me harder and harder.

      “Hold out… oh god Bryce, mommy’s almost there…” the strain in his face was obvious, but so was the joy when he heard he was about to make me cum.

      Young men are the most generous and eager lovers I’ve come to learn.

      Bryce somehow held off his own orgasm, sweat dripping off his nose as he strained. My orgasm hovered on the edge, his hard pounding leading me right up to the brink before the sweet relief swept through me. More powerful than anything I’d felt with Melissa or Chloe. I almost passed out and only managed to keep my grip on reality when Bryce’s orgasm began. The fool boy tried to pull out, but I locked my ankles, burying him in me until I felt him brush against my cervix. The fiery blasts of his cum sending me to even greater heights.

      “Fill me… oh god it’s so hot… Mhmmm, good boy.”

      “That was…”

      “Just the start,” I purred, kissing his cheek and down to his neck.

      Rolling to the side, I pressed my stepson down onto his back and pushed myself up, letting my heavy breasts sway beneath me as I crawled down his body. Bryce drew in a hiss of surprise when I wrapped my lips around his deflating cock, and I felt his muscles tense.

      Knowing how sensitive the tip was, I licked and sucked gently on him before moving down his shaft. I swung my hips around and let him have a splendid view of his mom bent over and cleaning his cock of her cum. Tasting myself on his hardening dick only served to drive me even wilder, and instead of riding him like I’d planned, I stayed between his thighs, sucking and licking for long minutes until he flooded my mouth with another load of cum.

      “I love tasting you,” I said with a grin as I rolled his seed around on my tongue and swallowed it down.

      Bryce had watched me going down on him with a gleam in his eyes. He’d relaxed and let me take control of his cock, but when he wanted something, he didn’t hesitate to tell me, or even direct me with his hands. Such as when I’d teased him stiffly, and he wanted to feel the back of my throat again. Instead of asking, he ran his fingers through my hair and guided me down.

      Seeing Bryce becoming the man I knew him to be, filled me with more pride than anything else. But having a handsome young man who knew what he wanted, and wasn’t afraid to take it from my body, filled the other half of my soul.

      If I thought our afternoon delight was over, Bryce disabused me of the notion as I swallowed the last of his cum. The teenager flipped me onto my back and took his time stripping the negligee off me. I was all too happy for the attention, but when his tongue and lips met my pussy, I was reminded that he couldn’t compete with Melissa in that regard. Not yet.

      Thinking of my friend turned me on further, and I was gushing by the time Bryce pulled me up and bent me over his desk. The hair on my neck and the back of my arms stood on end when he moved his computer chair and stepped up behind me. He was in the exact same place as he had been that first night. Only instead of sitting in his chair with porn and a sex toy, he had mastered a woman’s body, and she was begging him to fuck her.

      The fact I’m his stepmom only made it hotter as I turned my head and met his eyes over my shoulder. Bryce had yanked down the thin, frilly panties I’d worn, and was licking his lips as he took in my wide hips and round ass. I shivered when his hands fell onto my hips, and one ran down to cup a cheek, and the other up to cup a breast. The fingers of both hands sinking into the flesh in a way that told me I was his.

      Hissing in a breath, I could only stand there as his hands romanced my body, and that thick, hard cock of his rose between my thighs. Once he was done exploring my naked body, taking special care with my breasts and ass, he pushed me down, pressing me against the desk, and took his cock in one hand.

      “Oh god!” I moaned when I felt the fat head push against my lips.

      I was still sore from the first pounding he’d given. It had been too many years to count since I’d had a man inside me, let alone one as big and hard as my son. Blessedly, he eased himself into me and took his time. Fucking into me from behind with slow, steady strokes.

      Feeling every inch of his throbbing cock inside me was heaven, and I lay there, biting my bottom lip as I took him inside me again and again. Minor explosions of pleasure began nearly at the start and grew in frequency and strength until my pussy tightened around Bryce’s cock so hard he could barely pull out.

      “Holy fuck… mom I’m cuming!”

      “Inside me, fill me again!”
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      As we staggered to the bathroom, his cum draining down my thigh in thick streams, I clung to his arm. Neither of us seemed able to believe what we’d just done, nor could we stand to be parted. Hands never leaving each other’s skin, we soaped up and cleaned off. There was little spoken between us, but many lingering glances and random giggles that grew until we stepped out of the shower.

      Bryce was throbbing again, but I danced away from him when he tried pulling me close. His frown of frustration grew, and he stepped up against me.

      “You can have me again now… Or you can save this,” I tapped his erection with a long nail. “For later, when Melissa spends the night.”

      “Melissa’s… you’re serious?”

      “We told you we were.” I wink up at him and slipped out from between him and the sink, hurrying to get ready. “We don’t’ have long before it starts up and I need to give a speech at 7pm so hurry up.”

      He frowned at me, almost offended I was rushing him after spending such a wonderful and languid afternoon together. Walking over, I threw my arms over his shoulders and pulled him into a long kiss, then released him.

      “Sorry to be, mom so soon after… I just want tonight to go perfectly.”

      “You never have to apologize for that… I don’t want to lose my mom.” his cheeks heated a faint shade of red and I kissed him again.

      “Good,” I beamed at him. “Because you won’t. Now go get ready so we can go!”

      He gave me one of his crooked smiles and headed to his room to change and do his hair. I took longer, but was ready with time to spare. I found Bryce in the kitchen making a cup of coffee and I stole the mug from him and downed half before handing it back.

      “You’re welcome,” he laughed. “I have a ride coming for us in a couple of minutes. Guessing we won’t be safe to drive after the Crab Feed.”

      “That’s a good guess,” I grinned.

      I couldn’t stop smiling and staring at Bryce, nor he at me as we stood in the kitchen. Eventually, we made our way over to one another and his hands slid down my silky black dress.

      “Don’t muss me up again, remember?” His eyes burned with the same desire flowing in me and I gave in to him, letting him spin me around and flip the black dress up.

      Hooking a finger in my g-string panties, I had them pulled aside in a second and my son was sliding deep inside me.

      “Ohhh god baby… You feel so good!”

      “Not as good as you do, mom,” Bryce’s breath was hot on the back of my neck and I nearly came when his strong fingers dug into the crease at the top of my thigh, and his other groped one heavy breast. “God… I can’t take it… I’m going to…”

      “Yess!” I hissed, reaching back and pulling his lips to mine.

      Our tongues slid alongside one another as I felt his thick cock throb within me and a hot splash of his seed fill my womb. The sensation of being filled with so much cum, after so long, awoke a forgotten desire, and I reached down to cradle my belly as we stepped away from the counter.

      Bryce saw the motion, and I heard his breath catch, but he said nothing as we grabbed our things and headed out to the car. His hand found mine, and I was happy to see there was no anxiety or fear in his expression, only love and gratitude as the car drove us across town.

      The Crab Feed was already popping when we arrived. The scheduled start time wasn’t for another thirty minutes, but with all the kids volunteering to serve buckets of crab, salad and garlic bread, their parents had come early. I was about to leave Bryce with some of the staff and check with the chef and vendors when Bryce spoke up.

      “I wonder where Melissa is… never mind.” his expression was awed, and I followed where his gaze was locked to see dozens of heads already turned. They tracked the raven-haired beauty as she made her way through the crowd in our direction.

      My friend is well known in the town’s social circles, but something about her confident strut kept those who might have stopped her to chat from doing so. Added to the skin tight red dress she wore, cut low enough in the bust to threaten exposing her nipples if she turned to sharply or bent over, the woman had every man’s attention and most of the women’s envy.

      As her six-inch heels click-clacked towards us, I saw her put a little extra bounce in her step when she spotted Bryce. Those juicy, thick red lips of hers curled in a grin that was almost girlish as she flounced over.

      “There you two are!” She gave Bryce a warm hug that lingered for a few seconds longer than necessary.

      Several of the men frowned at my stepson, or snorted in disgust, but I noticed many of the women and no small number of girls running around with buckets of food. Take a second or even third glance at my tall son.

      He stood with a relaxed confidence and didn’t seem to notice or care about the teenagers swirling around him with their youthful bodies on full display. Just a month before, he would have been nervously glancing around, aware of every girl in the place, but now he didn’t seem to care, and that made him all the hotter to them.

      “I have to get ready for my speech, but once that’s done, I’m free. Assuming there aren’t any issues,” I said.

      “Everything will be fine. Go get ready. I’ll keep your handsome son entertained.”

      “Ok, be right back,” I took a half step forward, and Bryce half reached up, as if to pull me close for the kiss I unconsciously went for.

      This will take some getting used to, I thought with a grimace as I slipped away from the pair.
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      Melissa’s eyes sparkled as she watched me walk away, and I knew she would have the details of our afternoon out of him in no time. Then I spotted a stunning blonde enter the hall. She stood head and shoulders over the other women, and most of the men, drawing even more stares than Melissa had.

      Chloe had taken special care with her makeup, and from the golden highlights in her hair, she’d gone to a stylist. For a girl who always wore jeans and a t-shirt, she cleaned up well when she wanted to.

      Blonde hair tied back, thick chunks hung down to frame the sides of her face, while the rest was tied in an artful bun, festooned with pearls. She wore a pale blue dress that contrasted with her tan skin perfectly.

      Unlike Melissa’s dress, Chloe’s had a more conservative collar, matching mine. But the cut let little to the imagination. Her slender, athletic frame looked incredible in the tight dress, and it accentuated the flare of her hips. The dress ended at mid-thigh, which for Chloe left a stunning length of toned legs open to the eyes.

      Men’s jaws dropped, and their wives forgot to admonish them as they stared at the stunning young woman. Chloe was shocked by the attention she received, but before she could turn inwards and let her shoulders slump, Bryce called her over. Her blue eyes shone when she spotted my son, and I was certain of the girls’ feelings when I saw her reaction.

      The rest of the room did too, and sour grimace and nods of understanding followed. Putting the kids out of my head for now, I reviewed the speech I was about to give, and went down the line of silent auction items, verifying them against our agreements.

      After checking on with the catering staff to see how the food was coming and the bars were flowing. I turned on the loudspeaker and hopped on the microphone.

      “Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you for coming out to the annual fundraiser. This year we have an excellent array of prizes in our silent auction. From a hot air balloon ride for two, to a year’s supply of fine wines…”

      I don’t love speaking in front of crowds, but being able to glance over at Bryce and Melissa’s smiling faces made it easier. After letting everyone know where the bathrooms and bars were, I ended my speech and let the party begin.

      Drink tickets were used to serve alcohol, and the bars were packed that first hour, as everyone worked hard to get tipsy as soon as possible. I floated through the crowd, catching up with friends and checking on tables. I found everything was running smoothly and made my way back to our table.

      Melissa and Chloe were gone, probably to the bathroom, and I found a gaggle of high school girls who were volunteering to help serve gathered around our table.

      “Are your classes really that tough? My sister majored in Film, and she said it was a cake-walk.”

      “It all depends on your major-.” Another girl interrupted Bryce, and I noted he was trying hard to maintain his patience, as he turned a polite smile on her.

      “Is there a quad where everyone hangs out? I mean, where do you meet up with friends and stuff?” Said the interrupter, a pretty little brunette who couldn’t take her eyes off Bryce as she twisted her hips, making her cheerleading skirt flare.

      “Mostly off campus or in the library,” Bryce said, frowning around at the gathering of girls. He stood head and shoulders above them, his dark hair slicked back and a look of vague disinterest in his expression that only made the girls more interested. He noticed me approaching, and his eyes lit up. “Mom, there you are.”

      “Where is Chloe?” I asked, unable to meet any of the teenager’s eyes as I frowned around at the group. The least confident slunk away, disappearing into the crowd. But I noticed the cute cheerleader and a couple of others who were more determined.

      “They went to the bathroom,” he said, frowning around and confirming my suspicions. “Should have been back by now.”

      “Who’s Chloe?” asked the brunette, her rose-bud shaped curling down at the corners. “Is she your girlfriend?”

      “Nothing’s official,” Chloe said, stepping from the crowd with Melissa behind her. My friend’s eyes brightened when she saw me, and she waved an extra glass of bubbles in one hand, but hesitated before walking over as she watched the little drama play out before her. Chloe slipped her arm over the small girl's shoulders and leaned in conspiratorially. “I haven’t hooked him yet, but if you have a spare uniform, I bet the two of us could give him the night of his life… What do you say?”

      The high school senior sputtered, her face whitening and then flooding with color when the other teenagers began snickering. Bryce frowned at Chloe and opened his mouth to object to her teasing, but the cute girl drew herself up to her full height, delicate chin thrust forward as she looked up at Chloe.

      “I don’t appreciate you making fun of me-.”

      “I wasn’t making fun, love,” Chloe purred, and I felt my own cheeks heat when she ran a light finger under the girl’s chin. “You’re a peach I’d like to nibble on.”

      The girl’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water, her eyes wide with shock. I wanted to laugh out loud at the reaction, but stifled the impulse and moved forward.

      “I think we’ve kept the kids from their duties for too long already.” Nodding to the cheerleader and the others who were trying to fade back into the milling crowds, I said, “Why don’t you see if the chef’s ready to serve the salad course. I’m think we should get food in bellies before they drink too much more.”

      The girls left, but the cute one lingered for a long second, trading a meaningful glance with Chloe before she left. Melissa cackled like a fiend when they were gone, joking with Chloe that she was becoming worse that herself.

      “As long as it’s fun, and no one’s feelings get hurt. Why not?” Chloe said, grinning at Bryce, who chuckled and shook his head.

      I downed that first glass of bubbles and took my time with the second as the salad and garlic bread were served. The conversation was easy and flirty until the other end of the table filled, and we stayed on our best behavior.
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      There were a few amusing moments when the two men sitting with the other party couldn’t keep their eyes off Melissa, Chloe and me. They took every opportunity to join our conversation, to the annoyance of their dates. Dealing with them grew tedious, and I could see Bryce struggling not to say something, so I slipped away and found the DJ.

      “I think we should start the music early,” I said to the man as he was trying to chat up one of the prettier teachers. “People have been drinking for two hours now and are getting loose.”

      “I didn’t agree to start until ten,” he said with a sour frown.

      “Can I stand up there and watch you spin the records?” The teacher asked, pressing her sizable bosom together.

      I could have kissed the woman right there. It was clear she wasn’t interested in the slimy DJ, but she saw my need and her flirty comment was as it took for the man to agree. With a lascivious glance down my body, he sauntered up to the DJ table and clicked on the microphone. After gripping the teacher’s hand in silent thanks, I returned to our table to find Melissa and Chloe practically hanging all over Bryce.

      Now it was the two men’s dates who were staring at the girls, and I could see them whispering and giggling as the men’s faces grew redder and redder.

      “Is the music on?” Melissa asked with a slightly crooked grin. “I want to dance!”

      “Me too,” Chloe grinned, standing and pulling Bryce to his feet along with her.

      “I’m not a dancer,” my son said, glancing at me helplessly as the two women drug him to the slowly filling dance floor.

      “Could have fooled me,” Melissa purred, standing a little unsteadily and giving the two women at the end of the table an obvious wink. “Cause you dance like a god between the sheets.”

      The pair snorted in laughter as I fled after them, my cheeks heating.

      “Melissa, how many glasses have you had to drink?”

      “Too many, probably,” she said with a wide grin. “But you only live once, right? Come on,” she snatched my hand and pulled me after Chloe and Bryce. “You know I’ll dance it off!”

      Parents, faculty, and boosters flooded onto the dance floor when the first song ended, and the DJ put on a banger. In moments, everyone was jumping to the beat, throwing their hands up and singing along with one another.

      “So tonight, we’re gonna party like it’s 19-99!!”

      Bryce wasn’t as bad of a dancer as he made himself out to be, he just didn’t have a lot of practice. He was brought up to speed quickly, with Chloe and Melissa swirling around him. The pair took turns dancing with him, hand in hand, and even grinding when the right song came on. Everyone was so drunk as the night progresses, drink tickets flying around, that I wasn’t worried about them getting carried away. Even when the couples we’d eaten next to danced beside us, the atmosphere was so joyful, no one seemed to care.

      I still had work to do, so kept my own drinking to a minimum. As the night wore on, I slipped away from my friends and Bryce to pay the chef and caterers and let the kids head out for the night. The cleaning crew was arranged, and the city would lock the fairgrounds down in the morning, so with the last things taken care of, I grabbed another glass of bubbles and hurried back onto the dance floor.

      Bryce and Melissa were dancing with a large group of wildly drunk parents and teachers. It was amusing to see couples coming together on the dance floor, whether in genuine attraction, or simply for a drunken night of fun. The teacher I’d seen flirting with the DJ was now dancing with a single dad, the man wild eyed as he held the hips of a woman probably out of his league on another night.

      “Where’s Chloe?” I asked Melissa when I got close enough to shout over the music.

      “She went home,” my friend shouted back, her face hidden from Bryce as she winked and pressed close to whisper quickly in my ear. “She’s waiting for us at your house.”

      “That’s too bad.” I frowned, matching Bryce’s expression. “Maybe we should call it a night, too? I’m pretty exhausted.”

      “Sure,” Bryce said, his frown deepening even more when he glanced around at the wild time just getting into full swing around us. “I’ll go get the car. We had to park at the end of a field.”

      “We’ll come with you,” Melissa said, hooking her arm in mine as we steered out way through the crowd. “I could use the fresh air. I drank way too much tonight.”
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      Bryce’s shoulders slumped even more, and Melissa's eyebrows waggled as she suppressed a grin. When his back was firmly to us, she raised a hand and pointed at me, then herself. Then she made the international blowjob sign, of holding an invisible cock and pushing it into her open mouth, while poking her cheek with her tongue.

      Glass shattered, and we all turned to find the cute cheerleader standing in a shadowed corner, where she’d been sneaking a glass of champagne off a table. The girl stared at Melissa and me in shock, and I pressed a finger to my lips quickly, before Bryce could turn around and notice.

      “Caught you,” I said with a frown I didn’t have to force. “You two go ahead. I’ll deal with her.”

      “Don’t be too harsh,” Bryce said with a good-natured chuckle. “She’s just braver than the others, who all probably wanted to do the same thing.”

      I motioned them off and stopped near the girl, who stared after Melissa and Bryce for a long second before looking up at me.

      “Aren’t you his stepmom?”

      “And?” I asked, raising one eyebrow and planting a hand on my hip. The girl swallowed hard and slowly raised her eyes to meet mine. I was pleased to see her confidence falter when she took in my figure and face, but she was a brave one, and mustered the courage to speak.

      “And I think that’s hot.” Her pale cheeks turned a pretty shade of pink and I found a smile working its way onto my lips.

      Reaching into my purse, I pulled out my card and gave it to the girl.

      “Call me when you graduate.” I left her with a wink, and this time it was my turn to take in another woman with a lascivious stare.

      The girl was adorable, with her big round eyes and dimpled cheeks, and I couldn’t wait to peel the cheerleading uniform off her. Or, better yet, have Chloe doing it with me. That thought sent me skipping across the field as I hurried to catch up to Bryce and Melissa.

      Melissa hooked a finger at me when the pair turn into a narrow, dark space between cars, and I slipped in after them. My friend pressed Bryce up against her car, keys jangling as she dropped her purse and ran a hand up his chest.

      “We promised you a reward tonight,” Melissa purred.

      “It’s ok,” he said, “I know you’re drunk-.”

      He cut off when Melissa’s kiss stole his breath and the MILF pulled back to enjoy the look on his face as I moved up beside her.

      “I was teasing, big boy…” the sound of his zipper being pulled down was clearly audible. “I wouldn’t get too drunk and miss this for the world.”

      Her eyes met mine, and I leaned in, kissing the lips that had just kissed my son. Bryce’s eyes were hot on us as our tongue danced together. Then I pulled him into the kiss. Turning, Melissa and I’s lips met his in a three-way kiss.

      Then his hot cock was free, and my friend and I had the same thought. Ripping open the car door, we pushed my son into the back seat, giggling like schoolgirls as we piled in behind him. The space was tight, but that made it all the hotter as we pushed him down onto the bench seat.

      Hitting a button on the roof, the seat rolled back, and then Melissa pulled me into the space beside her. Bryce sat with his legs spread, cock rising from his dress pants, a glorious staff of hard flesh as he watched us move into position.

      Looking up his torso, I met my son’s eyes and felt my heart flutter. There was so much love and gratitude in his eyes, I couldn’t help moving up and stealing a kiss from him. Loving the feel of his steely, hard cock nestled between my breasts.

      “This is a dream come true,” he breathed when I moved down to rejoin Melissa.

      “We’ll be sure and take our time,” Melissa purred before pressing her thick lips to the side of his shaft.

      There was hardly any room to maneuver around, but I had enough to unbutton and open my shirt, popping free my bra and letting is slip to the car floor. While Melissa’s tongue ran down my stepson’s cock, his eyes were locked on my breasts as they came into view. Taking a moment to caress them, I saw his lips curl into a grin, then an ‘O’ of shock when I pulled first one nipple to my lips, then the other, and sucked them hard.

      “My turn,” Melissa grinned as she moved back and made way for me on the dick.

      Slipping my hand around the base, I took over, licking his dick with light, teasing touches as I felt the woman pulling down the top of her dress. Turning my head, I caught the dark-haired beauty cupping her perfect tits together and kissing the firm flesh before leaning forward and offering Bryce a nipple to suckle.

      “Mhhmmph!” The boy looked in heaven as my lips pressed to the head of his cock, his face surrounded by breast flesh.

      Melissa couldn’t keep away from the drooling cock for long, and I was pressed against Bryce’s leg again as she slipped down beside me. Our eyes met, and I angled the spongy head of his cock over to her lips. But the minx had other ideas.

      Pulling me close, her lips found mine, and we made out around Bryce’s hardness. Our tongues danced together, and then we turned as one, running our lips over the head and down either side as we sucked hard. I could feel her firm nipples pressed against me as we held each other close. My son’s heated words adding fire to our already burning need.

      “Yesss… Fuck! Just like that… Suck me!”

      My best friend and I moved as one up and down the shaft. Then Melissa’s tongue slithered down, and she took one of his heavy, cum-filled balls into her mouth and sucked gently as I moved back up to the tip. Relaxing my throat, I took him into my mouth, tongue teasing the underside as the head nestled against my tonsils.

      Glancing up, I nearly came when I saw the ecstasy and awe written across my son’s face. I’d never seen him more elated, and a deep warmth spread through me as I thanked god I could be the one to give him this gift and with a woman I loved more than a sister.

      Bryce’s groans grew sharper, and I felt the shaft of his cock throbbing, and pulled up off him. Changing places with Melissa, the MILF took her time. Flicking her tongue lightly around the head as stroking his with delicate fingers, she drew out his pleasure. Finally, taking him into her mouth, I watched her technique with interest.

      She did a twisting motion with her hand as she sucked him deep, that never failed to make Bryce’s toes curl and a groan escape his mouth. Filing it away for later, I moved down from his sensitive balls, and lifted one of Melissa’s perfect breasts and sucked hard on the nipple.

      “Watching you two together is so fucking sexy,” Bryce breathed, his eyes tracking my hand as I slipped it between the other woman’s thighs.

      He couldn’t see what I was doing because of the angle and dim light in the car, but Melissa’s whimper of pleasure told him all he needed to know.

      “You mommy is going to make me cum, baby,” Melissa huffed, her hand still stroking his cock, but her focus was elsewhere as I found and pushed her buttons. “Oh… fuck!”

      “Cum for me,” I purred in my friend's ear, loving how Bryce’s cock jumped when he heard the wicked words pass my lips.

      “You slut,” Melissa huffed as her shaking subsided. Swinging her sweat slick hair back, she fixed me with a hungry stare. “Two can play at that game.”

      I opened my mouth to protest, but that was the wrong move. The MILF’s fingers slipped into my hair, and I was pushed down, Bryce’s cock filling my mouth, and a whimper of pleasure in my throat as her fingers found my clit.

      “Fuck your mommy’s mouth, Bryce… fuck this slut's face good and hard… but don’t cum, yet.”

      My son’s eyes burned with desire, and I could feel it throbbing in my mouth. Nodding eagerly, I gave myself over to his control as his hands replaced Melissa’s, gripping my head on either side. Once he saw the eagerness in my eyes, there was no hesitation on his part and I felt another thrill to see the strong, confident man I knew him to be, fully emerged.
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      I’d never experienced such total submission before, and I found myself alive in a way I couldn’t remember being. As Melissa’s fingers teased and slipped inside me, my son's cock drove into my mouth, fucking it like a pussy. The wicked sounds filled the car, and I heard my own slobbering moaning and grew even more turned on. The orgasm came quick and hard, and I felt Bryce’s cock throbbing as his own approached.

      “Quick baby, cum on our faces… Yes, Bryce... Cum for us!”

      Pulling up and off his cock, Melissa’s hand joined mine as we stroked him quickly. Her soft cheek pressed against mine and I felt her tongue touching mine as we teased the sensitive spot under the head of his cock.

      Bryce’s eyes were locked on us, his breathing rapid and body tight as I felt the first pulse of cum shoot up his cock. The hot seed splashed across my tongue and lips, then the Melissa’s, and soon we were whimpering as both of us struggled to suck down every drop. Bryce hissed when our lips found the too sensitive tip of his cock, but he tasted too good. We couldn’t stop.

      Finally, my boy pulled us up with rough hands, his lips finding ours as we clung to one another.

      “That was… incredible… thank you.”

      “Thank you,” Melissa sighed. “I’ve always wanted to do that for a man, and I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather be with than you two.”

      “Ditto,” I grinned, kissing her deeply. “But I think we should get going. It’s a miracle we haven’t been caught yet.”

      It took a few minutes in the tight confines to pull on our clothes, and I felt Bryce’s hands on my naked bits far more than was necessary. Melissa and I kept up our teasing and flirting, but wouldn’t let things progress past that. My friend mentioned being tired and wanting to get to bed, while throwing me a wink behind his back. And Bryce sighed and agreed to drive her home.

      The two of us stayed in the backseat while he drove, whispering and giggling about our plans. I could see Bryce’s eyes watching us in the rearview mirror and could see the disappointment in his eyes that our fun had ended for the night.

      “Is there a light on in your place?” Bryce asked as he pulled onto Melissa’s street.

      “There shouldn’t be… Oh no!” she exclaimed, while offering me a conspiratorial grin. “Do you think it could be a break in?”

      “Your doors open,” he said in a tense voice as he parked out front.

      Staring at the house in worry, he pulled out his phone. “I’m calling the police-.”

      “No!” Melissa and I said at the same moment, reaching forward and stopping him before he could dial 911.

      A frown grew on Bryce’s face when he glanced from us to the large house. The front door was open, and there was a light in somewhere inside the house, and we could hear music playing faintly.

      “You live in a gated community…” Bryce said, his expression growing suspicious. “And why would a robber leave the door open and music playing?”

      “Maybe you should go in and see?” I asked, my cheeks heating when he turned his suspicious eyes on me.

      “What aren’t you two telling me?” He asked.

      “We would be here all night if we told you everything. We know you don’t,” Melissa chuckled, unaffected by my son’s frown. “Go inside Bryce, you’re ruining the surprise.”

      His suspicion shifted to curiosity and then excitement as he stepped out of the car and started up the walkway. Melissa and I hurried after him, and I made sure she saw my shaking head. This had been her idea, and I’d been nervous about it from the start, but watching the hop in Bryce’s step as he hurried into her house, I couldn’t be too upset. Besides, I was looking forward to the rest of the night as much, if not more, than anyone else.

      “The surprise didn’t go as planned,” my friend whispered to me, her arm hooked in mine as Bryce entered the house ahead of us. “But I think the rest of the night should be perfect.”

      “Did you get the outfits?”

      “They’re right here,” she said, glancing down the hall to where Bryce had followed the flickering light, and pulling open the closet door in her foyer. Inside were two sets of lingerie fitted for each of us.

      Scrambling out of the clothes we’d worn to the crab feed, we pulled on the lingerie in a matter of seconds and hurried down the hall on bare, silent feet. Melissa poked her head in a dark room and I caught movement in the back corner.

      “I saw him walk past,” whispered an excited voice. “Did you tell him?”

      “No,” Melissa grinned, “but he almost called the cops when he saw the lights on and the door open.”

      “Sorry,” Chloe said, chagrined. “I thought he might charge in when he saw the door open.”

      “He’s too smart for that,” I said, licking my lips as I took in the tall teen in her matching lingerie.

      Slipping her arm around my waist, as she stood on one side, Melissa did the same on the other and the three of us stepped into her den where a fire burned merrily. Bryce was standing before the low table where a large platter of cheese, meats and bread sat, along with an open bottle and four empty glasses.

      The furniture had been rearranged, so most of it sat back near the book-lined walls, except for the table, and a cushioned stool. Pillows and blankets had been artfully arranged before the fire. He must have sensed our presence because he turned slowly, the confusion on his face melting into awe as he took in the three of us.
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      The three of us stood, Chloe on my right, and Melissa on my left, in matching sets of lingerie. Melissa was in a lacy black bra and G-string panties that hugged her bare sex. Chloe wore red. The lace standing out against her pale skin, and I wore white. The cups of my bra barely contained my breasts, and the panties rode up my rear, but it was worth it for the look of awed pleasure spreading on my son’s face.

      “Congratulation, Bryce,” I breathed, my heart racing as I felt his eyes taking the three of us in. “On your grades and breaking your addiction… I’m so proud of you.”

      “Me too,” Melissa said, and I felt her arm tense around me and I gripped her back, encouraging her as she drew in a deep breath. “You’ve done everything we asked of you. You’re an amazing young man Bryce and… and I want you to know how I feel…”

      “Go to him,” I whispered in her ear, and she didn’t hesitate before breaking away from me and walking forward with slow steps.

      “I’ve come to care for you more than I thought I would,” my friend said in a quavering voice, Bryce lost in her eyes. “I… I can’t imagine a future with you, or your mom in my life. I love you, Bryce.”

      His eyes widened further, and he glanced up at Chloe. I looked up and saw a knowing smile on the girl’s lips as she nodded gently. With her approval, he grinned down at Melissa and swept her up into his arms. My friend yelped in surprised, then moaned into the kiss as he held her tight.

      “I love you too,” he breathed. “And I thought I was an asshole for my feelings… I care about you all.”

      He looked up and Chloe and I raced forward into his open arms, and he pulled us tight.

      “I’m shouldn’t-.” He began, but I stopped him from saying more, pressing my fingers over his lips.

      “You shouldn’t what? Care about us, as no other man has? You shouldn’t want what we also want?”

      “Stop thinking so much,” Chloe purred as she slipped a hand down into his pants. “And be in the moment.”

      Bryce’s gaze dropped as the tall blonde dropped to her knees before him. Turning my head, I pressed my lips to Melissa’s slender neck and let her pull me down to the blanket strewn floor. My friend and I knelt, hands lightly tracing each other sides, and we kissed.

      “Jesus, that’s fucking hot,” Bryce breathed, and I heard Chloe chuckle.

      “They’ll do anything you want, baby… Anything.”

      Melissa and I looked up into his blue eyes and he saw the truth. Chloe had his pants down and was pulling them off his ankles, his boxers tented obscenely as he licked his lips.

      “Take off each others bra’s… slowly.”

      Our lips curling into an eager grin, I felt her fingers slid up my sides and slowly unhook my bra. Drawing the straps over my shoulders, she let the cup remain in place, barely held in place by my massive breasts. As I reached around her back to do the same, taking my time, Chloe had his glorious cock free and was running long fingers along its length.

      “You could have been a porn star,” Chloe said with an awed grin. “Seriously, your dick is gorgeous, baby… mmhmmph!”

      My mouth salivated as the teen took him into her mouth, and I imagined I could still taste his cum from earlier on my lips as I licked them. My son’s eyes were locked on Melissa and me, as we dropped our bra’s as the same moment.

      “I want to see you make each other… cum… mmhmmm… Fuck, Chloe, right there!”

      The girl had taken his cock all the way to the base, her eyes red, but lips curling at the corners. Impossibly, her tongue was extended past her bottom lip and was sweeping side to side on his heavy balls as her throat convulsed around the head of his cock.

      Melissa and I were impressed and couldn’t keep our eyes off the girl as she pulled back, thick ropes of saliva extending from her lips to his cock. Gathering them in her hands, she stroked him before diving forward again, tongue extended.

      I hissed in pleasure as my friend’s fingers found my pussy, and the wet sounds joined that of her own as I teased her. The pair of us were on the verge already, keyed up from sucking him in the car and watching Chloe suck his cock. It only took a minute of gentle touches before Melissa gripped me tight and groaned out, “Cumming… fuck!”

      Bryce watched, eyes riveted on the woman as she convulsed in orgasm. Then my own hit me, and it was my turn to curl around her hand. The orgasm was small, but being watched by my son, as I performed like a porn-star for him, added to the thrill and I felt my juices coat Melissa’s hand.

      “Bend over,” Bryce growled gruffly.

      Neither of us was sure who he was talking to, and with shaky limbs, we started to turn around. But I was too slow for the boy, and felt his rough hands on my hips, pulling be back into him. A second orgasm swept through my body, when I felt my son man-handling my body, and my cheek smacked into a pillow as my arms gave out.

      “Fuck her, baby, fuck your mom’s tight pussy!”

      “Oh god!” I moaned, as I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against my panties.

      With a flick of his wrist, he pulled them aside and invaded my depths. Strong hands gripped my hips, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh of my ass, and with a single powerful thrust, buried himself in my pussy. The orgasm was still reverberating through my body, and I was driven to the heights of pleasure again as Bryce fucked me with single-minded determination.

      Hands gripped my swinging breasts after I picked myself up on weak arms, and Chloe’s lips met mine. The girl groaned into the kiss and my eyes opened, and I looked down at her slender body to find Melissa’s head between her thighs. The girl shuddered on her back, and gathering one of my breasts, moaned as she clamped her lips on the large nipple.

      I was in heaven.

      Fucked from behind by my son, and suckled by his girlfriend, I felt like a slut and reveled in it. The grunts of Bryce as he took me from behind rose in pitch, and I felt his hips lose their rhythm and I arched my back, reaching behind me and pulled his head close to mine.

      “Fill mommy, baby. Fill mommy’s pussy!”

      The first blast of hot cum in my depths sent me over the edge again, and the world turned hazy white, as Chloe’s fingers pressed against my clit. The girl sent me into the stratosphere, and when I came down, I lay on my side, panting and coated in a thin sheen of sweat.
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      Bryce’s hair was slick with sweat as well, but he grinned like a kid in a candy store as he knelt above Melissa. My friend’s head was propped on a pillow and a gleam in her eyes as she wrapped her perfect tits around his slick cock. With Chloe pressed to his back, her hands on his stomach and her lips on his neck, the girl thrust forward, guiding his cock as he fucked the MILF’s tits.

      “How was it… breeding your mommy?” Chloe purred, earning a grunt from Bryce. “These balls are so heavy with cum… How much do you have for us tonight, baby? Are you going to coat Melissa’s pretty face? Or fuck her tight pussy?”

      “Oh fuck,” Bryce moaned.

      I rolled over and pulled myself close to Melissa. She turned her head, kissing me and Bryce’s cock head brushed our lips. I heard Chloe cackle in delight, and my son groan as we turned our heads and licked all around the head.

      “I need you,” Bryce growled, dragging his cock from between her tits and pulling her legs up over his shoulders.

      “Yes baby, fuck me!”

      Melissa’s scream of pleasure reverberated off her ceiling as Bryce drove into her. Laying pressed to her side, I had a perfect view of his thick cock spreading her pussy. The black panties were pulled to the side, their lace digging into her thigh and her firm breasts jiggling as he took her with long slow thrusts.

      Chloe moved in on the MILF’s other side, and we shared kisses with her and Bryce as he hunched over her. The woman’s legs gave out after a few minutes and he released them, her ankles hooking around his back and pulling him deep within her.

      “I’m gonna…” Bryce panted, sweat dripping from his nose as the wet sounds of their fucking filled the room.

      “In me, baby,” Melissa purred, her hands cupping his cheeks. And as the pleasure swept over his face, she whispered two words that made his eyes widen in shocked joy, “I’m ovulating.”

      He couldn’t pull his hips back, with her ankles locked behind his back, and falling atop her, lips crushing hers, he drove deep, flooding her womb with his young seed.

      Sticky with sweat and our juices, I opened a bottle of wine and poured four glasses. We lounged before the fire, holding one another as we drank, fingers tracing skin. It wasn’t long before I saw my son’s cock twitching as his hand cupped Chloe’s tight teen ass.

      Sharing silent smiles, the three of us crawled around Bryce. Melissa plucked the glass from his hands and we downed the last of our own before setting them aside. It took a few seconds to figure out the geometry, but once we had it, all three of us were able to run our tongues up the side of his steel hard cock at the same time.

      The three of us worshipped his cock as one. Our tongues touching one another’s as we moved up and down. Our position had the added benefit of letting us look at one another, and I could see the other two grin whenever Bryce let out a particularly deep groan of pleasure.

      All the while, his hands roamed our bodies, teasing our pussies, and even our asses. I made certain to offer up my breasts to his strong hands, loving it when he pulled on the nipples.

      The gentle licks shifting into each of us taking turns sucking the head, as the other two licked and sucked along his shaft. It didn’t take long for that to drive Bryce crazy and he pressed Chloe atop me. Her legs hunched forward, pulling mine up and I felt her pussy press down against me, our juices mingling.

      Bryce pressed on the teen’s ass as he pulled Melissa against his side. I had a perfect view as he gripped my friend’s firm ass and kissed her. While sliding his dick between Chloe and my smushed pussies. The feeling of his cock grinding against my clit as the girl clung to me was wild, but got even wilder when I saw him slip a thumb into her tight little hole.

      “Ohhh, god!” Chloe cried, and soon she was coming on his cock, her juices flowing down my ass, and I felt him withdraw.

      “Be gentle,” Melissa purred, and we turned to find her bent over, ass pushed back and Bryce’s eyes a little wild as he pushed the head of his cock into her ass. “Oh god, baby, you’re so big…. So big… YESSSS!”

      He gave a start as the head disappeared within her, and then he was slowly sinking deep as she pulled on his hip. Chloe and I clung to one another, a little in awe of Melissa as the giant spear of flesh disappeared within her.

      Breathing slowly, Bryce struggled to control himself as he pulled out of her and pushed back in with deliberate slowness. Melissa wasn’t having any of it though, and slammed her ass back into him, taking all of him in one go.

      “Fuck it, baby. Take me!”

      The shackles were released and fuck her; he did. The slap of his hips on her ass came hard and fast, and I watched Melissa’s face go from tense to euphoric within moments. Wetness drained from her lips, coating her thighs as his thick cock invaded her bowels.

      When he came it was with a barreling roar, and I was happy to see he didn’t bother warning the woman or attempting to pull out. Instead, he thrust in deep and groaned, Melissa’s back arching and a hiss escaping her throat, before she collapsed atop the blankets in a sweaty heap.

      The four of us cycled through the shower after that. We tried to all fit in together, but there wasn’t room, sadly. Chloe, Melissa and I did enjoy another load of Bryce’s cum before we passed out, taking our time and worshipping him again with our tongues, but this time to completion. I fell asleep in Chloe’s arms, with the taste of his cum on my grinning lips. Behind me, I could feel Melissa snuggle tightly into Bryce’s arms. All was right in our world, and I couldn’t wait to wake up and do it all again.
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      Summer couldn’t come fast enough for our little foursome. Bruce finished his semester with straight A’s and his counselor commented on how much he’d improved.

      I couldn’t be prouder of my stepson, or his girlfriend, who ended her season with a winning record. Her team went to the state tournament but ended their run in the second round. The weekends we spent at the gymnasium watching them compete were some of the most exciting of the year. Not to mention the shenanigans we got up to in the hotel room after. Chloe needed consolation, and we were all too happy to provide it.

      Bryce and Chloe got up to all sorts of fun on their own during those spring months. Chloe never forgot the cheerleader from the crab feed and I came home one afternoon to find the eighteen-year-old pressed between her and my son. The girl nearly had a heart attack when I poked my head in his bedroom and caught them. But she turned out to be even wilder than Chloe when I let Bryce entice me to join them.

      Melissa and I rented a house at the lake for a month and cleared our schedules. We’ll pack the fridge full, stock the bar, then spend every morning on the water, afternoon cooking, and evening exploring the boundaries of each other’s sensuality.

      It’s going to be incredible.

      

      THE END
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      Dr. Sharon Wilson enjoyed her work. Sitting in an air-conditioned office and listening to the problems of others while counseling them through difficult times. She couldn't imagine anything being as rewarding. Since the death of her husband a half-dozen years before, she had poured herself into both work and family. A step-mother of two, Kati her oldest at twenty, was away for her sophomore year of college and Brent, her son, was eighteen and in his senior year of high school.

      Kati had been a handful while Brent was a quiet and diligent kid. Kati had a lot of unresolved anger after her mom disappeared and was resentful of the new woman in the house. She had consumed the majority of Sharon and her husband’s attention. 

      Then, just six months into their marriage, tragedy struck. The drunk driver had walked away from the accident, her husband had not. Herself, still in her psych residency and now with two young teenagers at home. With the help of family, and after-school programs, they made it work. 

      Sharon would never admit it outside of her own therapy sessions, but Kati had not made things easy. The girl was angry and resentful and had sought to rebel at every opportunity. Sharon had been like water, letting the girl scream or curse all she wanted. What were words? 

      Getting her graduated and off to college had been exhausting and stressful for Sharon. Brent was her angel though, he was a good and quiet young man, an excellent student enrolled in all honors and AP classes and he had always been there helping with anything the family needed. Be it mowing the lawn or cooking dinner. On weekends, he could be found buried in his room doing homework or playing video games on his computer. It had been hard in the early years figuring out what motherhood was in relation to their family dynamic, but with Brent, things had come easiest. After the death of her husband, he was the closest person in her life.

      Dr. Wilson sat behind her slim, elegant desk waiting for her next patient, reviewing the notes from their last session. She was reminded of the strange behavior her patient had exhibited. Rebecca and her husband Jake had come together for couples’ counseling. 

      Her husband was distant, obsessed with his work. Their sex life had been nonexistent for several years and Rebecca had begun to worry the man was cheating on her. She would never admit to it, but Dr. Wilson was more than convinced he was cheating as well, but because of his strict Catholicism he refused to accept the idea of a divorce and never grew comfortable with the idea of counseling, refusing to return after the second session. 

      Rebecca, however, gained some measure of comfort from her time with Dr. Wilson and continued to come back week after week. Resigning herself to the fact that separate bedrooms and lives would have to be the most she could expect out of the marriage. Mostly for the sake of her son, she decided to stay. Dr. Wilson was working with Rebecca alone now, trying to help the woman find some measure of happiness. For the past couple weeks, Rebecca had been markedly happier, though she displayed an unusual reticence when talking about her home life. Last week she had been on the verge of opening fully near the end of their session, but what Sharon could only call shame or embarrassment held her back and she hoped to get to the bottom of it today.

      Her hour-long session began as usual with Rebecca. They talked about work and her frustrations with coworkers at the grocery store, how her husband was on another long business trip. When she got to her son and how he was doing in junior college, she began to show the telltale signs of dissemination and embarrassment. Dr. Wilson's annoyance was piqued by this. Normally she was very compassionate and understanding with her patients, allowing them to get to a topic in their own time, but after many weeks of seeing reactions like this from Rebecca, she finally had enough. So, she held up her hand, cutting Rebecca off.

      "Rebecca I am going to have to stop you there." Adjusting her glasses, she regarded Rebecca with a firm gaze. "You pay a lot for these sessions. You pay a lot to be able to come and talk in an open and judgement free environment and yet I sense you’re holding something back from me. I can't help you, Rebecca, unless I know what’s bothering you so much. If you don't feel comfortable with me anymore, then perhaps you should find another doctor, one you can open up with."

      "Oh, no! Dr. Wilson no! You have been such a help to me over the last few months. Talking with you has helped me to learn so many new things about myself and grow in so many ways. I don't know what I would do if I didn't have this safe place to come and vent every week."

      "Then what is keeping you from fully opening up with me, Becca?" Sharon's professional training told her that she shouldn't be confronting a patient about an obviously delicate matter, but her instincts screamed that she really wanted to talk about it. She just needed a little push. So, she said, "You can tell me anything Rebecca and I will understand. This is a judgment free environment."

      Rebecca sat in silence for some time, gathering herself before she spoke. "I have wanted to tell you ever since it first happened... but I have been afraid of what you would think." She looked down at her feet, her cheeks coloring with obvious embarrassment.

      Sharon couldn't help but chuckle, "I have been a psychologist for a few years, and you wouldn’t imagine the things I heard when I was in my residency."

      "I doubt you've heard this one," Rebecca whispered, almost to herself. Then looking up, she met Sharon's eyes saying, "I’m sleeping with my stepson." Then she squeezed her eyes shut, not wanting to see the horror or revulsion in her friend and doctor’s eyes. Not trusting herself to get it all out, she continued in a rush, "We have been having sex for the past nine weeks almost every day. Often multiple times a day and even though I know it’s wrong, that I’m his step-mom and it’s a crime against god and man I can't bring myself to stop!" Rebecca was breathing heavily now, Sharon couldn't decide if it was from nerves at her admission or from excitement.

      There was a pregnant pause while Rebecca built up the courage to look her friend in the eye. While Dr. Wilson searched her own feelings about this revelation. She knew Rebecca's stepson was nineteen and an adult, so at least she wouldn't be calling the authorities.

      In her first year of practice, a woman had come to her confessing a three-year long affair with her son, who was in his late twenties. This woman and her son became heavily involved in BDSM. Frightening both with how far they were taking it. The woman became skittish after just three sessions and the treatment ended there. Dr. Wilson had always tried not to think about that last patient, blocking her from memory. When she was younger, it had deeply disturbed her. Mostly because of her own forbidden fantasies. Fantasies buried deep in her own mind of submission and something so wrong and kinky. 

      Quickly pivoting from her own thoughts, Dr. Wilson figured the break in the conversation had gone on long enough. She didn't want to let Rebecca dwell on her own thoughts for too long. So, making sure her face showed nothing of the inner turmoil inside her mind, she said, "Please Rebecca, continue."

      With a grateful look, Rebecca leaned back on the couch, looking up at the ceiling and draping an arm across her forehead and began somewhat hesitantly.

       "It was when we went on that cruise to the Caribbean. Jake and I had been planning the get away for a year. We had never been on a cruise and he had finally been able to get time off work. I guess I could sense he wasn't that excited about going. He loves the sea, so I knew it must be spending a week with me, trapped in a small stateroom that was bothering him. Anyway, as I told you before, he had a, "business trip" come up at the last minute." Rebecca's voice practically dripped with venom as she made the air quotes. "So, I took Colton with me instead. It was last minute, but he took his father’s plane ticket and got some time off school. We flew to Florida and had a wonderful day in Miami before we got on the ship. Have you ever been on a cruise before?" Rebecca asked.

      "No, I haven't, but I hear they are wonderful. Though everyone complains they get fat at the buffets."

      "Ha! I'm sure that is the case for most people. I was too busy in my room to graze at the buffet." Rebecca's eyes glazed over as she looked back through her memories. Yes, thought Sharon, she is breathing heavier and there is perspiration on her brow. She took notes while Rebecca talked, trying to stay focused on her patient and not let herself get lost in the story. "They take your luggage from you when you first come aboard, letting you explore the ship. So, Colt and I wandered around for several hours, enjoying the sight of the harbor slipping by as we headed out to sea. It was a beautiful ship. There were three pools, two on the top deck and one indoors, a nice steak house restaurant and a theater. There was even a disco! Everywhere we went, there seemed to be a bar serving fruity drinks of all kinds and when you first get on, they give you these on-board credit cards you use to pay for everything. It’s very easy to get carried away and spend too much money. Once we got out to sea proper and the waves started to get a bit choppy, I felt I needed to lay down, so I headed down to our stateroom. 

      "The porters had kindly left both our luggage in the room, but I noticed for the first time that there was only one bed. I'd forgotten to get the queen changed into two twins when I changed the ticket from my husband’s name to my sons. I planned to have it changed after a nap. So, I lay down and went to sleep. 

      "When I awoke and after having eaten, I went looking for Colt. Eventually, I found him sitting in the lounge of the disco. With three women in their forties feeding him margaritas! He didn't notice me, so I sat at the bar and ordered a white wine. I sat watching these older women flirt with my handsome young stepson. We were in international waters, so I wouldn't make a fuss about Colt drinking. I'm not naïve I know he has been drunk before but this was the first time I had seen him so, the first time I had seen him flirting too. 

      "It was an eye-opening experience for me. Colt is a handsome young man." Rebecca's cheeks grew noticeably redder when she started talking about her son, "with broad shoulders and those beautiful green eyes. His smile is so boyish and inviting and his laugh is infectious. I couldn't fault those women for being enamored with him. It was all just a bit of harmless flirtation, so why would I care? I drank a few glasses of white wine as I watched these women ply Colt with drink after drink. Eventually the music turned from lounge to disco beats and a pair of the women dragged him out to the dance floor. The disco was filling up by this point, but the crowd was ancient. In fact, the entire ship was so filled with elderly people, I felt like I was on a retirement cruise. It was when those two bitches started pressing themselves up against my son that I started to grow jealous." Rebecca paused there and thought to herself for a few seconds before saying, 

      "I don't know where it came from. Perhaps it was my loneliness, perhaps it was the sight of my only son spending time with other women my age, perhaps it was the four glasses of wine in me. Whatever it was, I'm not sure, but I got up off my seat in the shadows and walked out to the dance floor and straight up to my son. When he saw me, I could see he was instantly embarrassed by the two women practically hanging off him and he went to say something, but I just lifted a finger and laid it over his lips, then started dancing with him... very close.

      "Well, the women dancing with him didn't like competition, I guess, that or they saw an opportunity because they began upping the ante from song to song. Pressing their breasts into his back and their asses into his crotch." Dr. Wilson took note of the anger and fierce love creeping into Rebecca's voice. "I couldn't allow these women to take that boy from me, not when I was so alone already. Plus, I’ve never been one to lose a fight," she said, laughing to herself.

      "Needless to say, things progressed quickly from gyrating dance moves and bodies pressed firmly to one another to outright groping on the parts of the other women. I lost myself in the music and the feel of a firm male body next to me. Before I knew it, I saw one of the women grab Colt's head and pull it down, kissing him soundly. That drove me over the edge and I too, began kissing him and placing his hands on my hips. I was totally lost in the moment." Rebecca's breathing was deep and heavy now, her nipples standing out from her blouse in evident excitement. "I barely paid attention to the other women, but in truth they were no competition with me. Older sad housewives who stopped taking care of their figures long ago." She waved a hand down her figure with a look at Sharon. Sharon had to agree Rebecca had done a good job of maintaining an already hourglass figure. Her breasts were smaller than Dr. Wilson's own, but they were still a full C cup with a flat stomach and long, slim legs.

      "I can't say what took us over that first night, but I remember walking out with my arm in Colt's. I could feel the dagger's sharp glances at my back from the other women. It seemed to me that all of them came on this cruise just to cheat on their husbands. Colt and I laughed about the whole affair as we walked back to our stateroom. We were both still drunk as we pulled off clothes and climbed into bed. I was exhausted and not thinking completely straight. I had no plan. All I was thinking of was sleep."
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      Dr. Wilson noted the embarrassed flush to Rebecca's cheeks. "I could deal with the repercussions of our crazy dance fest in the morning. Most likely we would just never speak of it again and I would've been happy." Rebecca closed her eyes and placed one hand on her upper thigh, her lips wet and full. Her obvious arousal talking about this was making Dr. Wilson somewhat uncomfortable. Though this was mostly at her own shameful reaction to the story, which she was trying hard not to think about.

      "We were in the single bed. Drunk and worked up. I'm still not exactly sure how it all happened that first time. I blame it partly on the alcohol, partly on the small bed. Mostly though, on my own horniness. It had been so long since I had felt a man get hard for me. Years. I'd felt Colt get hard on the dance floor, though I hadn't dared to feel him completely, it had brushed up against me countless times. I guess it was partly curiosity and partly like my hand had a mind of its own. 

      When I grasped him and my hand barely fit around it, sliding down his amazing length, I was stunned. The muscles and broad shoulders pressing against me, the weight and strength of him surprising me. Who was this MAN?! He filled my hand all hot and hard and reason fled me. He was on me before I knew it and I was pulling him inside me.

      "I can't describe that first night, Rebecca. It was so intense and powerful that I was brought to tears several times. The shame and mad desire both worked in me. I wanted to stop, but I couldn't. I told you I have never had an orgasm through intercourse, only through oral sex, but I came the second he was inside me! With my own son! I was disgusted with myself but seeing the joy and love on his face... feeling closer to him than I ever have before... I felt fulfilled. This beautiful young man who had been there all along, taking care of me and providing support and comfort, now had me laid down and was making deep and passionate love with me.” She looked over at Sharon with a pleading look in her eyes. "Does that make any sense?"

      In fact, Jen, her other patient who had admitted to a relationship with her son, had said almost the exact same thing. That it fulfilled her in a way no other act as a mother ever had. Jen had also felt intense pleasure when she was pleasing her son.

      "It does Rebecca. You have been desperately in need of being loved and you were able to find it in a person you knew would never hurt you. I can't say I agree with what you did, but I understand. You are not the first patient to admit this to me."

      Rebecca's eyes widened in wonder. "Really? So, I am not the only one?"

      "No, I suspect it happens more than people are willing to admit."

      "That is a relief to hear."

      "Was there fall out the next day?" Sharon asked with genuine interest. It was rare that a patient’s story drew her in so much. It was professional interest, she told herself, and had nothing to do with the moisture between her legs.

      "We had sex twice that night. They were fast and furtive sessions. Neither of us sure of the other’s thinking, but both desperate to feel that connection and pleasure again. I came both times and more than anything else, I think, even the horror of committing such an indecent act, I was surprised by the feeling of an orgasm during sex.

      "I woke the next morning in shock at what we had done. All I could think about was what a horrible mother I was and how I had ruined my son. Eventually I woke him with my sobbing. He looked up at me with the biggest smile on his face and said, 'That was the best night of my life, and I love you mom, no matter what.' The sincerity in his eyes shook me out of my shock and I reached down to stroke his hair. He caught my hand and kissed my arm. It sent shivers up my back, making the hairs stand on end. I was frozen and helpless as he kissed up my arm and then up my neck.

      "He stopped when we were face to face. 'Just say "no" and I will stop. We will never do anything like last night ever again. We never have to talk about it if you want. It can just be a dream we both had, never to be spoken of aloud.' I didn't know what to do. I said nothing, and he made the decision for me, kissing me on the lips as a man kisses a woman. I threw my shame away, and we made love again between the sheets, with the morning light streaming in. It was even better than the night before. I orgasmed twice while he was on top of me. Somehow, my shame and horror disappeare in the immediacy of our actions. It didn't come back after we lay together panting and sweaty after either.

      "We agreed it would only be on the cruise that we would carry on like this, but while we were there in that stateroom, we would have no boundaries. I found out that Colt had only been with one girl in high school, and he was still inexperienced. I spent that week teaching him everything I knew. Sharon, I can't explain the joy and reward I felt as he improved as a lover. We did everything that week, everything that could be done, and it only served to bring us closer together. Making our love for each other that much stronger.

      "Listen to me. Going on like this! I'm sure you don't want to hear any of these details! Please forgive me."

      Dr. Wilson was sitting on the edge of her seat and said, "No need to stop, please go on."

      She had such a strange look on her face, then a suspicion began to dawn in Rebecca's mind. "OK then. I haven't been able to tell anyone about this, it’s so freeing." Rebecca wondered how far she could push it.

      "What happened when you got home from the cruise? Did things end there like you agreed? Or are things still... progressing?" Dr. Wilson was unaware of her firm nipples poking through her own blouse, but Rebecca took note.

      "We talked about stopping. We said that the cruise was a once in a lifetime experience and I made Colt swear that he would date girls his own age when we got back home. That lasted about half a day." Rebecca soon lost herself once more in the memories. "We got home and unpacked but Jake was still gone on his business trip. Things were somewhat normal that afternoon and evening at dinner, but when we sat down on the couch to watch TV, I couldn't help myself. It’s not just the closeness with Colton that I didn't want to give up. The sex was so amazing! I couldn't get it off my mind. I just had to have him one more time. So, I reached over and slid my hand down his shorts, taking hold of him. I looked over and caught his eye and we both knew it was on. We made love right there on the living room floor and on the couch. Then he carried me into the shower and took me standing up. Since then we have been all over each other every chance we get." Rebecca stole a glance at Dr. Wilson, and she could tell the doctor didn't want her to stop. “I wake him in the morning sometimes with a blowjob and every night my husband is out of town. We sleep in the same bed. Though sleeping rarely takes place. We are like teenagers who can't keep our hands off each other and every time he enters me, I feel closer and closer to him. It’s like he is finally home and I’m finally complete."

      Sharon gave herself a shake, coming out of her reverie. Trying to ignore her excitement. "Well, I am very glad you finally opened up to me, Rebecca. I hope you feel better for having done so."

      "Oh, I do! It’s such a relief to talk about this with someone. I wanted to weeks ago, but I worried what you would think of me..."

      Sharon gave her a brief smile. "I am your doctor first Becca and I think you are a woman having a passionate affair, with a young man who you care deeply about. You are both consenting adults. I would like to meet with Colton, though, at some point. Just to make sure he is dealing with everything alright."

      That thought was slightly disturbing to Rebecca, but she too wanted to make sure Colt was perfectly OK with the situation, so she agreed they could meet for a session sometime in the next couple weeks if it was alright with Colton.

      "Looks like our time is up. Make sure you have a good week, Rebecca." Sharon said, trying her best to hide the mischievous twinkle in her eye.

      Rebecca said her goodbyes and headed out to her car, feeling much better about herself and her relationship with her son. She couldn't wait to get home and climb on top of him.

      Sharon stood by her office window watching as a contented patient walks to her car and drive away much more confident than she had come in. She had an hour to get ready for her next patient, but instead of taking out her notes, she found herself thinking about her own son Brent. Probably sitting in his room right then hunched over his desk, studying. Or could he be sitting in front of his computer? What would he be doing on his computer? Playing games like she always assumed? Or maybe he was looking at dirty pictures... Sharon had never thought about her stepson masturbating before, but surely, he must. It was only natural.

      While Sharon sat there thinking about her son and masturbation, a hand strayed down between her legs, two fingers rubbing the outside of her slacks, where they covered her pussy. Thinking about her son with his hand stroking it to pictures of naked women got her hotter than she could ever remember being. 

      Still somewhat unaware of what she was doing, Sharon began massaging one of her large heavy breasts through the blouse and bra that confined it. After just a few seconds of massaging and light stroking, she was having a powerful, full-bodied orgasm. Sharon came down from the heights of ecstasy to find herself hunched over with one hand in her crotch and a mess spreading down the crack of her butt. She took a few deep breaths to calm herself and the remaining time contemplating the reason why she just had the most powerful orgasm of her life, thinking of her eighteen-year-old stepson masturbating. Oedipal thoughts were only natural, she knew, but even after her last session she wasn't sure if the reverse was just as natural and she decided to bring it up to her therapist.

      She finished her last session without any more incidents and headed home. Finding that Brent had prepared dinner for himself and even left a plate for her to warm in the oven. He was such a considerate boy. Though he tended to cook too much red meat, in her opinion, she couldn't complain when there was a warm meal waiting at home after a long day. She ate alone in the kitchen, trying not to think about her sessions earlier. She always tried to leave her work at the office, but it was proving more difficult today. 

      After cleaning up, she headed back to her room to change into relaxing clothes. When she passed her son’s door, she decided to thank him for leaving her dinner. Usually Sharon knocked before entering his room, but tonight she just reached out, opening the door. What she saw stunned her.
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      The door swung inward, creaking alarmingly, startling the young man. He sat up straight, covering his crotch and turning his chair away from the door, computer screen flashing with bright colors and moving naked flesh. Sharon froze in her tracks as the realization of what her son had been doing came crashing down, not knowing what to do or say. 

      "I wanted to thank you for fixing dinner." Sharon managed to say in a breathless voice before turning and fleeing.

      She ran down the hall into her bedroom and shut the door firmly. Cursing herself for what she’d just done. Sharon could have guessed what Brent had been doing in there. 

      What was I thinking barging in there like that? She thought to herself. Sharon felt anger and disgust building inside her. Not at her son no. What he was doing was completely natural. The disgust was at herself for acting so irrationally. For letting her forbidden fantasy from earlier in the day influence her actions. What if she had emotionally scarred Brent? She had certainly embarrassed him, and that was inexcusable.

      It had been too long since Sharon had had sex. That was the problem. Her lack of release and physical intimacy were wreaking havoc with her moral compass. Convincing herself that that's all the problem was Sharon undressed and started a cold shower. Vowing not to think of what she had seen, or imagined she had seen, for that brief second before Brent had covered up and turned away from her.

      After her shower, Sharon dressed in sweatpants and a loose t-shirt, heading out to clean the kitchen up. When she passed Brent's room, she noticed the door open, then heard the television on in the living room and knew where he was. He was watching one of his favorite shows. Some survivalist shows where a British guy eats bugs or something. 

      Sharon went into the kitchen and started the dishes. She got about halfway done with them, her hands beginning to get wrinkly from the water, when Brent came in to pour himself a glass of milk. Sharon felt the tension the moment he came into the kitchen and her heart went out to the sweet, introverted young man, whom she had put in this awkward position. 

      She turned off the water and dried her hands before turning to Brent, who was just getting down a glass from the cupboard.

      "Brent, I think we should talk about what happened this evening..." she began somewhat hesitantly.

      "There's nothing to talk about, mom." Brent wouldn't meet her eyes and the red flush was proof of his evident embarrassment.

      "No, we should talk about it." Sharon started again but then paused, 

      Now that I've got the conversation started, what do I say? Momentarily panicked; memories of afternoon specials on TV when she was a kid, Brady Bunch episodes, and lectures during her graduate classes came back to her. Then Dr. Wilson took over, and she began to speak as she would in her clinic, falling back on the comfortable, to help get past the embarrassment of the moment. 

      "It was my fault for barging in like that. I should knock, so I apologize."

      Brent mumbled some reply that had "It's OK," somewhere in the middle of it. He had his head in the fridge, pulling out the milk.

      "I interrupted you masturbating, didn't I?" Sharon said, still using the soft tone reserved for patients. His back tensed up the instant she asked this question and she could sense how uncomfortable it made him. 

      It's all my fault, she thought to herself, without his father to have "The Talk" with him. The job fell to me and I ignored it. I guess I assumed MTV would do the work for me. Now look how uncomfortable he is even talking about something as banal as masturbation. The doctor in Sharon knew how to handle the situation, but a part of her balked at the thought. Growing moist at the thought of this handsome young man stroking his hard young cock. It would make this necessary act of a mother... somehow dirty. 

      Shame warred with maternal instinct and a doctor’s understanding of what her son needed. The latter won out. Brent still had his back to her as he poured a glass of milk, answering her question with only silence.

      "I just wanted to tell you it’s perfectly OK that you masturbate Brent. Everyone does it." Sharon said in reassuring tones.

      "God, mom!" Brent exclaimed in a voice that said he was more embarrassed about her than anything else.

      "I just thought you should know that it’s perfectly natural. In fact, I caught your father several times in the act of masturbation. You have nothing to be ashamed of or embarrassed."

      "I'm not ashamed, mom." Brent replied with evident difficulty. "It's just not something I want to talk to my mom about."

      "Is there someone else you might feel more comfortable talking about it with? I think it’s important that you find someone you can confide in. I can recommend a colleague." Sharon was disappointed that her son couldn't talk to her about these things, but she understood. He was young, and embarrassment came easier than honesty in them.

      "Jeez mom," Brent said as he put the milk away, "I don't think I'm that messed up. I can talk to you about it, it’s just that it’s a little... embarrassing is all. Talking about that stuff with my mom... You know?"

      "I know, honey. But just because you want or need to talk to a therapist or psychologist doesn't mean you’re messed up. It just means you are invested in your own mental health. There is nothing to be ashamed of about that."

      "I know." Brent replied in a tone that said he had been hearing this same thing for years. He took his glass of milk and started to walk out of the kitchen, still not able to meet his stepmother’s eyes.

      "One last thing, Brent, those movies you were watching on your computer." Brent froze in his tracks when she said this, stopping so suddenly that a bit of milk sloshed over his hand onto the floor. Sharon got up, getting a rag. 

      "I just want to make sure you know that's not what real sex is like. I watched a few or those types of movies with you father once. They are nothing like real life. All that moaning and hollering," the disgust was evident in Sharon's voice, "I just don't want you to get the wrong impression. Those movies objectify women. I just want you to know their dangers."

      "I know, mom." Brent said as he stood there. "They are just nice sometimes... to look at. That's all."

      "OK honey, so long as everything is in moderation." Karen decided he’d had enough of this embarrassment. "You have a good night, I'll see you in the morning."

      Brent almost bolted from the kitchen throwing a, "You too, mom!" over his shoulder as he went. Only because her eyes were treacherous, did Sharon notice the large bulge flopping about the front of his flannel pants as he turned the corner. The sight sent a thrill through to her core. A terrible guilt riddled thrill, Sharon did her best to ignore and repress. 

      She finished the dishes and went to her room to watch a little mindless TV before heading off to sleep. Sharon felt good about the conversation with her son and she didn't think there was anything she'd left out. Sometime soon though she would have to sit him down and talk to him about protection, STD's and all the other pitfalls of a modern sex life. She wasn't too sure how much help she would be there, though. The only man she had ever been with was her husband and while they had had a great sex life for the first few years of their marriage, he had grown incapable when the sicknesses started. Since his death, Sharon had been celibate. Thinking of her conversation with Brent, she nodded off to sleep, feeling good about herself. 

      When she woke the next morning, it was in the middle of an unsettling but very arousing dream. She had been sleeping in the same bed as Brent and, for some reason, the two of them were naked. She had just been about to apologize for her nakedness when his penis came into view. The sight of his knob bobbing there above his stomach had driven all thought from her mind, and she leaned over and kissed the head. 

      Right then was when she woke, lying flat on her stomach with one hand buried between her legs, furiously rubbing herself. The image of her son’s cock entering her mouth was so vivid that Sharon started up, feeling intense shame. Not trusting herself to lie there any longer, she got out of bed immediately. Even though on Saturday she would normally doze for an hour or two. Sharon decided another shower was in order. 

      While the water was heating up in the shower, Sharon spent some time in front of the mirror inspecting herself. At thirty-four she still retained her hourglass figure and her hair was still thick, dark and lustrous. It had always been her favorite feature about herself. She was on the shorter side at 5'6'' and no longer had the tiny waist she had when she was twenty, but she was still slim. Her hips swooping into a nice narrow waist before the large swell of her breasts. 

      Cupping and lifting them, she frowned at the slight sag to them now and they had softened over time. They were very large and heavy capped in large pale nipples. She had been self-conscious of them when she was younger and more hurt by the resentful stares of women than any attention she got from men.

      She hopped into the shower and spent a long time under the hot water, trying to control her thoughts. But the taboo of her dream and the thought of her wonderful son playing with himself in front of his computer drove her to distraction. Before Sharon knew it, she had the shower masseur off its hook with one hand while the other squeezed a large boob, pulling and pinched at its nipple. 

      The orgasm came within seconds of the water, striking her pussy. Its power shook, driving all thought from her mind and weakening her knees. Sharon collapsed on the floor of the shower, wondering if her shame wasn't nearly as strong as it had been the day before. Sharon decided to put it out of her mind as best she could. This proved to be much easier said than done. Usually Sharon could get by for a week or two after masturbating. She couldn't remember having done it so many times in so short a period. 

      Sharon went about her typical Saturday morning chores. Putting on a pot of coffee and getting cleaning supplies ready. Brent was out of the house. She remembered him saying something earlier in the week about going over to his friend Kyle's to swim. So, she had the house to herself for the morning and afternoon, which was just as well. This would give things a bit of time to calm down and the uncomfortableness between them a chance to pass, hopefully.

      Soon Sharon was blaring her favorite Earth, Wind, and Fire album and puttering around the house dusting. After cleaning the front of the three-bedroom house, she came to her son's room. Once again, Sharon felt spikes of excitement. 

      It’s been weeks since I dusted Brent's room. I'm sure it could use it. She thought to herself, then went about her work dusting his room, but when she got to his computer desk she paused. Then she was acting before she could stop herself. Walking over to her son's door and closing it firmly, turning the lock on the knob and coming back to the computer desk and sitting down. 

      I'm sure he has a password and I won’t be able to get on it, she thought, secretly wishing something would stop her, so she didn't have to try and stop herself. Sharon moved the mouse, and the screen clicked on with a faint whir of electronics. Fear and excitement spiked in her belly, and she couldn't suppress the giggle of glee that pushed past her pressed lips. 

      What am I doing?! Sharon thought to herself, God, I don't think I have ever been this excited or turned on. And I haven't even done anything yet! That "yet" probably should have been Sharon's greater worry, but it's amazing what the human mind can ignore in the pursuit of pleasure and what it truly wants.

      There was a little pop-up window that said, "Download Complete" in the bottom right of the screen. Sharon clicked on it and a program opened with a list of items in various stages of download. At the top were several completed files. There were two that had been started the night before and one of them had just completed. Sharon's heart beat very fast and her pussy got moist when she saw the title of the completed file, "Taboo". The one word that encapsulated what she had been thinking about for the past 24 hours. Sharon opened the file, already guessing what she would find. Just as she’d thought it was a movie and an older one too. It had the grainy film quality of a 70s porn, something Sharon had seen a time or two in the early years of her marriage. Picking up the headphones sitting on the desk and putting them on, she settled down in the chair.
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      Sharon was spellbound by the movie. It was no Citizen Kane, that's for sure. The acting was poor, and the dialogue was simple, but the story grabbed Sharon right from the beginning. She settled even lower in the chair, spreading her legs and unbuttoning her jeans, sliding them down her thighs to bunch just below her knees. Sharon began playing with herself once she saw the tall, muscular son in the film show up. She had her first orgasm during the first sex scene. Then the scene came where the mother in the story, so horny she couldn't think straight, walked by her son's open door one night and went in staring adoringly at his cock. Sharon had such a powerful orgasm when this scene started. She shuddered uncontrollably and hyperventilated slightly. 

      When she came to the mother in the film having sex with her son, Sharon couldn't help herself. She started rubbing herself again, timing her climax this time to that of the son. Her orgasm was so powerful she passed out for a few seconds, losing all contact with reality. Sharon watched the rest of the movie, losing track of how many orgasms she had. Once the movie was over, she went back and watched all the scenes of the mother and son together. Indulging her budding addiction to the taboo and titillating feeling of this forbidden fantasy.

      Compounding the feeling for Sharon was being in her son's room. It was one thing she knew to have a fantasy about such taboo acts, that was removed from one's own family. But she was thinking about her actual son this way. It had always been there in the back of her mind. The knowledge that traditional sex and partners didn't do much to hold her interest. When she was a girl, she had fantasized many times about her uncle who was a construction worker and closer to her age than her father, but she had gotten over that when she went off to college and was free to meet boys her own age. Something about her appointment the day before had unloose a beast within her thoughts and it couldn't be satisfied by just the one movie.

      Sharon opened her son's browser and found herself searching through his history, digging for anything like the movie he had downloaded. He had posted on several message boards, so she went to them looking for his posts. Eventually she found them in topic threads dealing with being alone and trying to meet women. Sharon felt her heart drop when she read what her Brent had to say about being alone and women not being interested in him at all. 

      There was even a thread about whether to purchase a prostitute, and Brent had commented that he was thinking of doing this. Her Brent! Sharon was disgusted by the thought of her baby having to go to some disease riddled whore. 

      Probably hideous too, she thought. Perhaps it was the endorphins messing with her brain or the hidden fantasy she had unlocked, but an idea began to form in Sharon's subconscious.

      Sharon saw that Brent had visited a site the night before just before going to bed. The site had an innocuous name, and she decided to check it out. It was a sex story site. Sharon had never read anything like this before. There were all sorts of categories, but the link that had last been clicked was labeled ‘Taboo’. Sharon clicked it and found lists of stories with brief descriptions next to them. Stories of all kinds of taboo, from father/daughter to brother/sister and even mother/son. Several of the stories had been clicked. Two that had to do with an older sister/younger brother and four that dealt with mother and son... Sharon opened one and began reading. The writing was terrible, but the story soon took her away. It was about a son who was a great student, but his grades had begun to slip. His mother found out his grades were dropping because he was spending too much time obsessing about sex and looking at porn, so she decided to relieve her son's stress. The story ended with the mother giving her son a blow job and telling him that he would get one every day if his grades improved. If he managed to get straight A’s, then she would give her whole body to him for a night to do with as he pleased. 

      Susan had a tough time getting past the terrible writing, but the story had her cumming on her fingers quickly enough. At the end of the story was written a disclaimer that it was based on a real Japanese mother with a link to a news article. Sharon was just about to click the article when she heard the front door bang closed. Brent was home!

      Sharon went into panic mode, pulling up and buttoning her pants. She wiped down Brent's computer chair which was covered in her juices, and turned off his monitor. A sock did a pretty good job of cleaning it up, but she couldn't do much besides open a window to clear out the musky scent of her sex that filled the room. Sharon gathered up the cleaning supplies and headed out of Brent's room, dropping the supplies off in their closet and heading back to her room to shower again and change. Her legs were weak, her fingers and pussy were sore, but Sharon had never felt so elated in her life.

      It wasn't until she was in the shower and soaping her legs that Sharon remembered the computer. She hadn't closed the browser or movie player! Brent was sure to know what she had been doing. 'Maybe he hadn't been to his room yet, maybe I still have time to close them!' Panic was edging in to her thoughts. She finished her shower and dressed quickly, making her way down the hall. But when she got to her son's room, the door was firmly shut and she could hear him moving around inside. Sharon fled back to her room. Wondering how she could ever face her son again. 

      Sharon lay down to think, but the warm covers of her bed, exhaustion from worry and countless orgasms, soon sent her off to sleep. She woke to her son calling her name. Groggy from her nap, she made her way out to the kitchen trying to gather her thoughts. Brent had made dinner of fried taco shells, ground beef, beans, rice and all the fixings. Tacos had always been one of her favorite family meals and so she felt a warm rush of emotion for Brent. 

      "Oh, Brent, it looks great." Sharon said, as she walked up and gave her son a hug. Her foggy brain cleared as memories of what she had done earlier came back in a flood. They brought a flood of juices to her pussy as well, despite her horror. Brent's arms weren't helping any. They circled her firmly, holding her tight against him, one hand sliding down to her lower back. The hug lasted a few seconds longer than normal and as Sharon pulled away, she could feel a very hard bulge pressing against her stomach. Looking down, she could see what appeared to be a VERY large bulge at the front of Brent's shorts. Trying hard to ignore it, Sharon went and filled a plate with a few tacos, rice and beans.

      "How was swimming today?" She asked, trying to hide her face by looking down at her food. Her cheeks felt like they were on fire.

      "Oh, we didn't end up swimming." Brent said as he sat down to his own plate of food. "Kyle's mom had some sort of aerobics class going on in their pool. They were in there forever, so Kyle and I went to his room and played Nintendo." Brent got a strange tone in his voice as he asked, "What did you do today, mom?"

      "I just... I just cleaned a bit and took a nap." She managed to get out in a shaky voice. When she looked up, Brent was watching her with a small smile on his lips. He knows! Oh my god! The thought of her son knowing what she had done in his room should have been terrifying to her. She wanted it to be. But all is seemed to do was excite her even more. Looking down at her plate, she noticed her large nipples poking out of her shirt. She ate a couple of bites of food and composed herself. "What plans do you have for tomorrow?" She was surprised how normal her voice sounded.

      "Nothing really," Brent replied. "Kyle has to go to church and bible study, so I'll just hang out and do some homework. Wasn't Kati supposed to come home this weekend?" He asked around a mouth full of rice and beans.

      Sharon, who was thinking about homework and the last story she had read earlier, almost didn't catch what Brent had asked. "Don't talk with your mouth full and no Kati's coming home next week. She couldn't get time off from the coffee shop to make it back this weekend." 

      Thinking about her oldest off at college always made Sharon miss her fiercely. "I can't wait till the summer break though when she can be here all the time. I don't know what I'm going to do when you go off to college, too. This house will be so empty."

      "Oh, mom." Brent sighed. He had heard this complaint from her many times before. "Maybe I’ll live here if I go to state. It’s only an hour's drive away," he said by way of consoling her. "If I get in, that is."

      "Psh, you'll get in. You have excellent grades." Sharon said, brushing away his worries.

      "It takes more than good grades to get into college nowadays." Brent said, "But you're right, it’s just State, I'm sure I'll get in." he smiled in mock cockiness.

      They finished up eating and Sharon started doing the dishes while Brent went to the living room and started watching TV. Once Sharon was done, she poured herself a large glass of wine and went to join him on the couch. He wasn't watching anything, just flipping through the channels.

      "Want to watch a movie?" Brent asked. Sharon felt that spike of fear again. She had forgotten her fears and worries. 

      "Sure..." She squeaked out.

      "Be right back." Brent said. He got up and headed down the hall to his room. 'Oh, my god!' She thought furiously to herself, 

      Is he going to get that "Taboo" movie? Would he really make me watch that with him? Would my beautiful boy want to watch a porn with his old mother? 

      The thought turned Sharon on terribly. She didn't know what she would do if he put the movie on. Should she scream at him how inappropriate it was? Talk to him calmly about oedipal feelings being natural but that they could never act upon them? Could she do that? Could she tell her wonderful son that she would never do anything sexual with him? Just the thought of it now had her so horny she was squirming in her seat. It had been so long since she had had real sex; she was thinking irrationally. Sharon was desperately trying to rationalize her own taboo desires in her mind.

      Brent came back with a DVD and he put it in to the player, sitting down with the remote. He didn't say anything to her when he started the movie, but the tension was so thick in the room that you could cut it with a knife. Sharon sat petrified, not knowing what she would do, when the movie started up and it turned out to be a thriller Brent had mentioned wanting to watch. She couldn't help the small groan of disappointment that escaped her lips.

      "Not what you wanted to watch, mom?" Brent asked in a rough voice. Sharon looked over at him, but he couldn't seem to meet her eyes, staring instead straight forward at the TV. "Should I put on... something else?" The hesitation and shyness that came over Brent struck Sharon. 

      He is so inexperienced... I would just be helping him. That last thought stunned her. So quickly had she rationalized what she now sensed as inevitable.

      "No this is fine, honey." Sharon replied, distracted by her own thoughts. 

      As the movie played, she barely watched it. Instead of thinking to herself about how much she wanted this to happen. How much she NEEDED it. More importantly, though Brent needed it. As far as she knew, he was still a virgin and might remain so for a long time. Especially with his shyness. It would change their relationship forever, but would it drive them apart or bring them closer together? Sharon thought the latter, but she worried it might be the former. She was still working it over in her mind when she noticed her wineglass was empty. Getting up to refill it, she noticed that Brent had one hand on his crotch holding down a large bulge. 

      How big is he?? Sharon thought as she made her way into the kitchen. 

      Two glasses of wine later and no closer to figuring out her mind, the movie ended. The two of them sat watching the credits. There was a charged air to the room that had been built throughout the movie. Finally, the credits were over and there wasn't any excuse to sit any longer, but the two of them remained in their seats. Both feeling the sexual tension keenly, but neither able to believe it. Sharon wondered what Brent could be thinking and Brent was wondering if his greatest dreams could really be coming true. 

      His step-mom had been the subject of his fantasies since he’d first started masturbating. Her lovely face and big smile were just the tip of the iceberg when it came to her beauty. Her breasts were larger than any woman's he knew. Bigger than most porn stars, and she didn't seem to know the effect she had on men. She broke necks when she walked down the street. He was forced to see her every day, falling in love with her beauty and kindness. 

      Sharon dressed conservatively, even when she was relaxing around the house. Often just wearing a t-shirt and flannel pj's or jeans. But he couldn't count the times he had jerked off in the bathroom watching her sunbathe in the backyard. Brent had always thought it was just his fantasy, and that's where it ended. Then he came home today and found his seat wet in her cum (he knew her scent from using her panties to masturbate with) and taboo porn open on his computer. 

      Was she sending him a signal? Was she waiting for him to make a move? This had been a secret hope for a long time, so it was hard to trust that it was really coming true. To make things harder, he had never made a move on a woman before. He didn't know the signals, or else he might have just gone into her room once he found that stuff on his computer and jumped her then. Instead, he had frozen, not daring to make any kind of move. What if he was wrong? He cursed himself for his weakness.

      Having to go to the bathroom badly from all the wine, Karen got up, saying a quick goodnight to her son and heading down the hall. She went into the bathroom and took care of her business. She left the door ajar though, as she sometimes did when she was in a hurry. Sharon could hear Brent turning off the TV and the light in the living room. She cleaned up and flushed closed the toilet lid and sat back down on it, not knowing exactly what she was doing. Her mind was a fog of confused, drunk, horny thoughts. 

      Acting from some deeper level of need, Sharon let one hand slid down into the waistband of her jeans and into her panties, finding a wet and ready pussy aching to be touched. The other hand slid up her t-shirt and unhooked the front clasp of her bra, freeing one breast so she could massage it and pinch her sensitive nipple. She sat there playing with herself, watching the hallway.

      Her mind was afire with the reality of the situation. Her young man walked down the hall and she was about to reveal herself as a sexual being to him. She was putting herself on display in a way that showed him she was a woman with needs.

      At the approach of steps, she had a moment of panic quickly washed away by the pure joy she felt at the thought of him watching her. Brent came into view and stopped, the expression on his face nearly sending her over the top.
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      Brent froze in shock. His beautiful mother was sitting back, smooth stomach on display, one arm pushing her shirt up, the hand underneath pulling and squeezing at one large breast. Her other hand was down the front of her pants, slight movements at her crotch giving evidence to what was going on. Brent’s eyes traveled up her body and he looked right into her eyes. He couldn't make out many of the emotions playing across his step-mother’s face, but he did recognize her look of need and love. 

      Sharon feared her son's rejection, but she was far past worrying about the consequences. An insatiable need had driven her to this desperate act. 

      Her son's reaction wasn’t one of rejection. On the contrary, when they broke eye contact, his roamed her body hungrily, getting a wild look in them. One hand unconsciously reaching down to grasp his dick through his shorts. 

      She felt herself getting close and wanted to give her wonderful son a good show; she was just about to pull her shirt over her head and let him see her breasts when she noticed that he was pulling his dick out through the waistband of his shorts. It came into view in the dim light of the hallway. It was massive! Easily the largest penis Sharon had seen in real life! He clutched it with one hand, watching her play with herself. On his first stroke of that massive cock, she felt herself swept away in a powerful orgasm. Moaning out loud and shuddering as waves of pure joy washed over her. 

      For his part, Brent couldn't believe what he was seeing. His mother was having an orgasm! And she had it while watching him stroke his dick. He couldn't help himself, his greatest fantasy sitting in front of him, shuddering in orgasm. 

      In a daze, Brent walked forward, still stroking his cock as his beautiful step mother came down from her orgasmic high. One hand still played with herself moving slowly inside her jeans. Her breathing was ragged and rough, her lips wet, and eyes slightly glazed over. When the door creaked open at Brent's touch, her eyes sprang open; fear and shame showing in them. This frightened Brent and he backed away slightly. 

      Of course, this is too good to be true, he thought. The look on his face of suffering and intense longing struck at Sharon's heart and she knew she couldn't stop here. Stopping here after giving him just a glimpse, or teasing him for her own selfish attention, was not her way.

      She had just cum, and he so obviously needed to. He needed this release. Her wonderful boy deserved to be taken care of by a loving and giving woman. Sharon could be that woman. She wanted to be that woman. Wanted it badly. It had been so long since she had seen a cock, let alone one as beautiful as her son's and never one so big!

      She took him in standing, tall and thin, with a mop of dark curly hair. His piercing blue eyes turned down in shyness now, as they usually were, could be so piercing and alive at times when he was happy and engaged. He was so different in that way from his father. There was a lightness to this young man, but at the same time and iron core of strength and work ethic that she thought any woman couldn’t help but fall for him. Then her eyes traveled for the briefest of glimpses, the thick flesh hanging out the top of his pants.

      She reached out, putting a hand on his arm. Brent jumped at the warm contact. 

      “Wait,” she breathed while leaning toward him. Sharon pulled the hand out of her pants and began reaching out with it to her son's hard cock. Her eyes were glued to the massive thing, seemingly out of proportion with the rest of his body. 

      “Mommy will take care of you,” Brent moved back as far as he could, pressing himself against the bathroom sink. 

      "Mom..." he croaked out, barely recognizing his own voice. He wasn't sure what had come over him. Now that he was faced with his biggest desire, he seemed to be afraid of it. Everything was happening so quickly.

      Sharon tore her eyes away from her son's erection and looked up at him. He seemed nervous, scared even. Another wave of intense emotion well up from her center. A mixture of love, affection, a mother’s desire to please and a woman's desire to satisfy. But it had to be alright with him. She thought this was what he wanted too, but she needed him to voice it. So, she said, 

      "Brent, honey, I want to help. I want to teach and comfort you. It may be wrong... but it just feels so right to me. If you want this too, then tell me... If you don’t, I'll leave you alone and give you your privacy." Sharon waited there. Praying her son would agree to her sinful request.

      The look on Brent's face was one of puzzlement that slowly changed to understanding and then a fierce hope. He looked down at her hand and his slightly deflated cock standing out between them. The memory of his sexy mother cumming just minutes before while looking at him came back to his mind. His eyes traveled up and down her curvy body, hidden by her slightly rumpled clothes and finally to her beautiful face, perfect lips and thick, wavy hair. When Brent met her eyes, Sharon could see his answer there, but he didn't seem able to speak now.

      "We can't tell anyone. Ever. Nothing that we do together can be found out. I could lose my license or something worse could happen to me." Sharon said while holding her son’s gaze. He nodded his head, a small shy smile coming to his lips.

      Once more, the tingling feeling verging on orgasm radiated from Sharon's middle as she reached out, her hand glistened with her own drying cum and slid one light fingertip along the thick rigidity of his shaft.

      They both jumped at the contact. It felt to Sharon like a spark of electricity jumped from his dick to her hand and some of the tension in the room left. Her nerves settling after touching it after so much suspense. 

      This is it. No turning back now. Will you really allow yourself to fuck your own son' A derisive voice asked in Sharon's mind, Take him into your bed as woman and man? To let him treat you like a wife in your bed. And offer him every pleasure you gave your husband? 

      Sharon knew the answers to her own questions. The images of her beautiful Brent and her in the throes of passion were clouding her mind. He only needed a little confidence, a little encouragement, and he could become a truly significant man.

      Her son’s dick was so thick that her fingertips just met with her thumb as she wrapped her hand around the middle of it. Sliding her hand up and down the shaft, she watched in fascination as his circumcised foreskin pulled up around the head and back down.

      Brent for his part, was thinking something along the lines of, OMG OMG OMFG!!!!!! OMG OMG SHIT OMFG!!!!!!! 

      He looked down, taking in the sight of her and then lost himself in the feel of his stepmother's cool and soft hand drawn heavenly pleasure into his body through his cock. It was nothing like his own felt; it was the most intimate and pleasurable thing Brent had felt in all his young life.

      Sharon lightly stroked his cock a few times, then thinking to herself, she let it go. Brent whimpered a little when she did this, but she just smiled up and him and slid her hand down into her pants again, causing Brent's dick to twitch in excitement. Her hand came out glistening in her juices, which she used to coat his dick, making her hand feel even more incredible. 

      Her hand sliding up and down his shaft, her gaze alternated between his beautiful penis and up to observe his face twisted in joy. Sharon had never imagined it would feel this fulfilling to give her son pleasure, but it really did. A mother found joy pleasing her son any way she could, and pleasing him like this, touching in such an intimate way, she felt more bonded to him than to any normal lover. Sharon had always enjoyed pleasing her husband, but now, as she gazed at Brent and saw the look of pure bliss on his face, she knew whatever the consequences this felt right.

      She reached up and took one of his hands, kissing his fingertips, and pulled it down to feel one of her breasts through the t-shirt.

      Brent, who has closed his eyes, trying to stave off a rapidly building orgasm and extend this fantasy, looked down in surprise as his hand close around one of his mother’s big heavy breasts.

      This was too much for Brent and he felt the orgasm like tingling fire race over his body. Too quick for a warning. Sharon, who hadn't seen a man cum in real life for many years, was surprised when the massive cock in her hands began to spasm and shoot cum out at her, her son moaned loudly in pleasure.

      She flinched back but was unable to avoid a splash of cum that hit her on the cheek and across the chin. Several more ropes of the white stuff landed on her t-shirt, but she hardly noticed this. For a while her son was groaning in ecstasy, Sharon began her own orgasm. Cumming from just the touch of his hand on her breast and the thought that she had just made her own stepson cum. The powerful orgasm hit her hard, elevating her to new heights of forbidden pleasure.

      When she came down and was catching her breath along with Brent, who was leaning back against the sink, she thought to herself, God, this is going to get addictive

      Looking up and meeting Brent's gaze, she ran the tip of her tongue along her thick lips, tasting his surprisingly sweet cum. Sharon had never liked the taste of cum, resisting her late husband's attempts to get her to swallow, but Brent's cum tasted like ambrosia to her. 

      "Jesus, mom,” he paused, looking down at her cum covered top half and continued sheepishly, “I'm so sorry I got it on your shirt." He was trying hard not to make things awkward. Something he was sure would happen.

      Sharon just laughed as she looked down at herself. "No honey, that was my fault. I should have been ready for it." She pulled her shirt up and wiped at her face, standing up to look in the mirror of the bathroom. "Next time I will catch it in my mouth." She said, turning and smiling up at him, her eyes dancing with mischief.

      "You mean there will be a next time?" He asked hopefully. His dick twitched up between his legs, beginning to swell slowly at the thought.

      "This is only the beginning, big boy. There is a lot to cover." Sharon said once she wiped her face clean. 

      His heart filled with joy at her words, and desire filled him for the woman before him. Reaching out, he pulled her close. Sharon leaned into her son's chest, held him close, breathing in his familiar manly but clean scent. The familiarity of the embrace and the added thrill of feeling his rapidly thickening cock press against her midriff caused Sharon to pull his face to hers. Kissing him deeply. 

      Brent's lips were uncertain at first, but soon he relaxed into the embrace and his lips encircling his arms around her waist and pressing her firmly against him. They kissed like young lovers for several minutes before Sharon pulled back. Brent didn't want to let her go, but she pulled his arms from her sides and met his questioning look with a big smile.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

    

    
      Butterflies danced in her stomach, but she was no longer hesitating as she grabbed the bottom of her shirt, pulling it over her head along with her unclasped bra. Feeling vulnerable and open before him for the first time in their relationship. Watching his eyes take her in and happy with what she saw there, she made a little show of pushing down her pants and white panties and stepping out of them. 

      Brent could only stare at the awesome sight of his mother’s large e-cup breasts swaying back and forth in front of him and the neatly trimmed V of hair between her legs. He didn't know where to look, there was just so much he wanted to stare at. 

      As he stood there, his eyes feasting, Sharon walked up and began pulling his shirt up over head in hurried movements and pushing down his pants. She backed him up to the toilet and pushed him down into the seat she had recently occupied. Then she reached down and took firm hold of his rock-hard cock. 

      "God, I am going to love the recuperative powers of your lovely dick." These words coming from his conservative mother’s mouth almost made Brent cum right there on the spot. "This should probably wait till we are in a nice bed, but I can't. I need to feel you inside me, Brent." She leaned him back against the tank of the toilet and straddled his hips, supporting herself with her hands on his shoulders.

      Reaching out with Brent slid a hand up his step mother’s thigh and across her stomach, feeling the slight swell of her belly, amazed that he was touching her bare soft skin. Sharon reached down and took ahold of his cock, dragging the tip along her wet pussy lips. She moaned at the pleasure of his fat head brushing her clit. Then she was pushing him in place and pressing herself down on the big cock.

      He could feel waves of warmth coming off her pussy as it enveloped him. His mother had her eyes squeezed tightly shut and was groaning as she lowered herself onto him. 

      "So big baby! So big!" Sharon said as he entered her, stretching out her pussy walls. Her massive tits were swinging right in front of his face, so he reached up to grasp them. His mother let out a hiss of breath when he did, so he released them instantly.

      "No baby," Sharon said as she looked down. "Play with them. I want you to play with my breasts." She leaned forward and kissed him deeply, easing another inch of his large cock into her. "I want you to use my body however and whenever you want, baby. It’s my pleasure to please you. My nipples are sensitive though." She said with a smile as his eager eyes lit on one nipple and he pulled it into his mouth. "So ohhh! Mmmm, my good gentle boy..." 

      Sharon continued to lower herself on his dick, feeling the rush of another powerful orgasm coming as he filled her up. It hit her like a truck, flooding her pussy with juices and allowing her to slip all the way down to settle on her son's lap. The convulsion of her pussy walls almost made Brent cum right there. If it weren't for the orgasm, he had a few minutes before he would have.

      Sharon raised herself up on her son's dick. Small orgasms, like aftershocks, rocking her body. It had been so long since she’d last had sex and her son was so large that it took a few moments for her to adjust to him inside her. Brent took the opportunity to kiss and suck her breasts and ran his hands down her back to her large, firm ass, gripping it tightly, sending another thrill through Sharon.

      "Oh god mom... It feels so amazing. You feel so amazing!" He said into her neck, almost sobbing as he held onto her.

      "My lovely boy," Sharon said as she held his head and kissed him. Her long tresses falling around his head. Sharon rocked her hips forward and back, letting him ease in and out of her. "I want you to cum in me. Fill me up, baby, don't hold back. I already came on this huge dick of yours once and I'll cum again when you fill me up." 

      Hearing this dirty talk come from his mother’s mouth, and feeling her ass rise up and down on his dick, was quickly driving Brent to the edge. Sharon rode her son, the smalls orgasms still rolling through her with the sounds of their slapping sweaty flesh filling the bathroom. Her thighs burning with the effort, but she continued to ride him with abandon, leaning back so he could watch her big boobs sway. She loved that he loved looking at her. The validation she got from his eyes was more than enough to drown out any guilt at what she was doing.

      Sharon began raising up higher on his long dick, riding him with wild abandon now as she threw her long wavy hair back over her shoulders and leaning back into him. She felt him begin to tense up beneath her.

      "Mom... I'm gonna... God I’m... cuuummmiiinnngggg!!" Brent moaned out into his mother’s neck. Feeling as though his entire body was flowing out through his dick and filling his mother’s pussy up. Wave after wave of cum shot out, quickly filling his mother up and spilling out around the sides of his dick and pooling between them. It took him a few seconds to realize that his mother, too, was having her own powerful orgasm. Her much louder moans drowned out by the blood rushing in his ears. Sharon was in the throes of the most powerful orgasm of her life. It was only by a strong will that she managed to stay conscious, not wanting to alarm Brent with his mother passing out on him.

      Finally, though, she came down, feeling his dick shrinking inside her. When she moved her hips back a bit, so she wasn't crushing him, she felt his dick began to twitch back into hardness. She said, "Brent, you're going to be an insatiable animal. I can tell." Leaning down, Sharon kissed him deeply before standing up and moving to grab a towel. "It feels like you came a bucket load inside me."

      "That was amazing, mom!" Brent managed to pant. The sight of his busty step mother standing naked before him was making his dick hard again, and he stood up to pull her close to him. 

      "Can we do that again? You said I could have you whenever I wanted." Brent still wasn't sure he believed what was happening to him, but he wanted to lock this promise down if he could!

      Sharon laughed at her son's overeager attitude. 

      "I know what I said, dear, and I meant it. But your mother's just a bit sore down there right now. I need some time. That big boy of yours is a lot for any woman to handle." She said playfully as she swatted her son's hardening boner.

      Brent didn't know if he should believe his mother, though he liked the thought of stretching her out a bit, so he wasn't going to complain. But hearing those dirty words come out of her mouth sent him off again, Sharon could tell.

      "Let’s climb into my shower and then I'll do a proper job of it and show you what a blowjob feels like." Sharon said.

      "Thank god we don't have anything to do tomorrow," Brent said while taking his mother’s curvy playmate like naked body in, "because this is all I want to do."

      Smiling back at him, Sharon took a hold of his hard dick and pulled him down the hall to her room.
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      Sharon led her son through the bedroom and into the master bath. She turned on the water in the shower, getting it nice and hot. The sight of his naked mother bent over as she tested the water, her pussy just peeking out beneath her large white cheeks and her heavy tits swaying beneath her, was beyond all his fantasies. He had just fucked her! And she had promised it wouldn’t be the last time.

      Sharon stepped under the steaming water and let it cascade over her hair and down her body, turning so that her son could see her curves in profile. Then she turned and smiled at the look of lust and disbelief on his face. 

      “Well?” she said, placing one hand on her hip and motioning into the shower with the other, “what are you waiting for?”

      Brent grinned as he stood there, taking his mom in from her small feet and slim ankles to her well-muscled legs, flat stomach and massive E-cup breasts. After a few slow seconds of his eyes roving her curves, he stepped into the steaming shower, closing the glass door behind himself.

      Sharon pulled her stepson close, the hot water splashing down between them as she pulled his head down, kissing him deeply. They stood there, hands exploring each other’s bodies as they made out with increasing passion. Soon Brent was pressing her against the cold tiles of the wall, his massive erection an iron hard bar that pressed into her stomach. His hips were humping against her and his hands cupped her ample backside, pulling her close.

      Sharon pulled her head back from his with great effort, breaking their kiss. “I could kiss these lips all night.” She sighed.

      “I’m alright with that.” Brent said, while giving her ass a firm squeeze.

      “Me too, but I seem to remember promising you something.” Sharon said with a mischievous grin. Brent’s eyes lit up at the comment and he pulled back from his mom.

      Sharon reached out, taking hold of her son’s hips and positioning him in the middle of the shower, with the water hitting his back. It had been a very long time since she had given a blowjob, but she remembered a time or two in the shower with her husband and she knew to avoid a face full of water.

      Looking up into her son’s handsome face and hopeful eyes, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of complete contentment and love. She brushed her lips across his, then trailed small kisses down his neck and chest. Trailing a line with her lips as she knelt before him. Taking his thick dick in hand, she pressed it to the side of her face, inhaling the scent of him. She kissed his thigh and then moved her head up, a sense of Déjà vu hitting her as she kissed the tip of his penis. 

      This is just like my dream! She couldn’t help but thinking. The dream had caused her great shame, but as Sharon looked up into her stepson’s eyes, seeing more joy and love in them than she ever remembered seeing, she knew what she was doing was right. Maybe not by society’s standards, but for Sharon, nothing had ever brought her more joy than the thought of giving her baby boy all the pleasure he could dream of.

      These contented thoughts flowed through Sharon’s mind as her lips parted and slid over the head of her son’s dick. Her jaws creaked as she sucked hard, pulling him as deep as she could. Brent let out a groan of ecstasy as he watched his cock disappear into his mom’s mouth. Her beautiful face flushed with pleasure and her nipples hard caps of flesh on her swaying breasts.

      Though she tried, Sharon couldn’t fit more than a few inches of the monster into her mouth. Her hand that gripped the base stroked him softly as she sucked. Pulling back with a pop of suctioning lips, her tongue darted out and slid around his head and down the underside.

      “Oh god mom!” Brent groaned out, “That feels amazing!”

      “I can barely fit you in my mouth.” Sharon said, her voice breathless before returning the rock-hard member to her warm mouth, continuing her gentle but insistent ministrations. 

      She got occasional tastes of him as small beads of pre-cum slipped from his dickhead. Once more, Sharon marveled at the flavor of her son’s cum. It was sweet and tangy, nothing like the salty mouth curdling flavor of her late husband and she sucked him hard and fast, desperate for a real taste. Old techniques returned as she sucked and licked her son’s dick, but her jaw muscles were growing sore.

      Brent reached down and placed a hand at the side of his mom’s face, feeling his orgasm approaching. Sharon looked up into his eyes at the touch and could see how close her son was to cumming.

      “Mom,” Brent began, “I’m going to-”

      “It’s ok baby,” Sharon said, pulling her lips off his dick to speak while her hand kept stroking him. “You don’t need to warn me when you cum. This is your first lesson,” she said with an almost feral grin, “You cum wherever and whenever you want. You’re the man, you’re in control.” With that, her warm wet mouth took his dick as far as it could. Several thick inches disappearing before she bobbed her head, lips tight and hand stroking his dick faster and faster.

      Sharon knew it would be a hard lesson for Brent to learn, him being so shy and unassuming, but one decision she had made while leading him into her room was that if she was going to teach him to be a lover; then she would teach him to be the commanding, confident man she had always dreamed of. These plans were unformed in her mind, but if she was now free to revel in one hidden fantasy, then why not another?

      Brent could hardly register his mother’s words though, because as her lips clamped down on his dick again, he felt the waves of his orgasm pass through his body and l spurt after spurt of cum shooting out of him. One hand reached out and steadied himself against the shower wall and the other reached down unconsciously, gripping a handful of his mom’s wet hair and holding her firmly in place as he shot the last of his load.

      Sharon was on cloud nine as the first of Brent’s tasty cum hit her tongue. The taste was better than she had hoped for and she sucked hard, trying to draw it all out, swallowing as fast as she could. How can he cum so much so soon?! She thought. 

      This perfect act of selfless love filled her with warm joy, but then she felt Brent’s knees weakening and she thought she should pull back even though cum still shot from his dick. Then his hand grabbed her, and he shoved himself deeper than she thought possible, her throat choking on the fat head and cum bubbling out of her lips. The jolt of orgasmic pleasure as he forced himself on her had her cumming even before her hand got to her aching pussy and started rubbing her clit furiously.

      Brent leaned back against the wall, black spots before his eyes, as he watched his mother shudder and moan in orgasm, her eyes open but unseeing, his white cum tracing a line from her bottom lip down her chin.

      After several panting breaths, they both recovered, and Brent helped Sharon to her feet on wobbly legs. He held her close, and she rested her head on his chest. Her tongue sliding around her lips, drawing in the last of his creamy goodness.

      “Well, that was something, wasn’t it?” Sharon asked, more to break the silence than anything else.

      “That was... perfect.” Brent said, still trying to process the last few hours. “I’m sorry for what I did there at the end. I didn’t mean to.”

      “Sorry for what?” Sharon asked in confusion.

      “For grabbing your head like that.” Brent said, looking down at the top of his mom’s head. “I’ve heard it’s wrong to grab a woman’s head when she is... you know... doing that.”

      “When she is sucking a massive boner like yours?” Sharon couldn’t help but laugh at the red in her son’s cheeks. She felt such love for her sweet, shy son then. Even after what they had done, he still grew embarrassed at her words.

      “And don’t apologize. You did nothing wrong.” Sharon patted his chest, then lathered up a rag and began washing his body. “In fact,” she said, a note of hesitation in her voice, “I liked it.”

      “You did?” Brent asked.

      “Yes, I did.” Sharon admitted. “Sometimes a woman wants to be taken, to be shown who’s boss, and that she’s desired.”

      “What do you mean?” Brent asked with a curious look on his face and a small smile playing across his lips.

      “I just mean that you did nothing wrong is all.” Sharon said quickly. She may have just engaged in some kinky things, but she wasn’t comfortable admitting every one of her deepest fantasies. Not yet, at least. 

      Stepping back, she held out the rag to her son. “Well? It’s polite to return the favor after someone washes you, you know.”

      Brent forgot about his question as he took in his mother’s fabulous body. He spent the next ten minutes exploring her every curve with his hands as he washed her. They made out for many minutes under the hot water, their bodies slipping against one another and Brent’s dick grew hard once more with the heavy petting.

      “You really are going to wear me out!” Sharon said. She placed a finger over Brent’s lips when he went to apologize. “You have to stop saying you’re sorry for things. There is no reason to be sorry for.” Then she turned off the water and grabbed a couple of towels. “Dry yourself off. We have covers to crawl under.”

      Brent couldn’t get dry fast enough and the two of them couldn’t keep their hands off each other as they fell upon her bed, drawing the covers over them and kissing passionately. Sharon’s hand snaked down to grip her son’s hard dick, marveling yet again at his size, and Brent’s hand slipped between her parted thighs, exploring her pussy with gentle fingers.

      It had been so long since Sharon had laid in bed with a man and the man who was finally touching her most intimate places, who she wanted is such a primal yet maternal way, was her son. The thought resurfaced in her mind from time to time and she would shake herself, remember her mad actions in the bathroom just a few hours before. What madness that had been!

      But she did not feel guilt. There was a little shame at the lack of guilt, but she was creating a special little world with her son and it felt perfectly right. The hard penis resting beneath her lightly stroking fingers held an almost awesome lure for her. She knew that in the coming months and years, it would demand so much from her and give her so much more. The enormity of looking that far into the future pressed upon her mind.

      “Brent honey,” Sharon began, pulling back slightly and stopping her gentle strokes. “Brent, we need to set some rules.”

      “It’s OK, mom.” Brent said, his smile easy and confident as he leaned forward and kissed her lightly. “I already know.”

      “But we need to-mmfh!” Sharon began again before being cut off as her son slipped his middle finger deep into her, his thumb pressing hard against her clit.

      “I told you I already know.” Brent said. “To the rest of the world and in all other things you’re my mom and I’m your son.” He withdrew his hand from between her legs and pulling her hand off his dick he lifted himself up above her and slid his hips between her thighs.

      “But behind closed doors when none can see us...” Brent dragged the tip of his dick down his mom’s stomach until the head traveled through her bush and down to slide over her wet lips.

      “Sssssss yesss!” Sharon hissed at the contact, her thighs lifting of their own and her legs curled in pulling Brent’s dick into herself. He had to slide his hips lower, but she was wide open and ready for him as he found her opening. “Where none can see us... slow baby, slow you’re so big uuunnnggghh!!! Where none can see us, I’m yours!” Her arms went around his neck and pulled his lips to hers.

      Brent humped his hips forward inch by inch as he drove deeper into his mom’s incredibly tight pussy. His strokes grew longer and longer, the feeling surpassing anything he could have imagined. He had been too stunned to fully enjoy the experience in the bathroom earlier, but now he drew it out as best he could, savoring every moment as fucked the woman of his dreams.

      Then he was fully inside her, something firm and tight just pressing against the tip of his dick.

      “Oh, my god!” His mother got out in a small intense voice. “Wait there... hold... mmmm god!!” her arms wrapped around his back like bands of iron as wave after wave of body shaking orgasm swept through her. 

      Brent, meanwhile, held on for dear life while his mother’s tight pussy gripped his dick like a vice. Her beautiful face twisted in ecstasy. The thought that he had just made his mother have an orgasm nearly had Brent cumming right then and there. And as she came down from cloud nine, Sharon opened her eyes and saw the grin of pride on her son’s face.

      Reaching up, she took his face between her hands and shared his smile of pride. Brent drew his hips back and slid forward, slowly fucking in and out of her. His eyes traveled down her body, watching her breasts roll with every thrust. The nipples he had glimpsed through thinner shirts or on a cold day poking out just within reach. Sharon looked down as well, watching the large shaft of her beautiful son’s dick as it slid in and out of her inch after wonderful inch.  

      Brent buried his face in her neck, kissing and sucking at the tender flesh. Sharon groaned and slipped a hand through his hair, the other dropping to his ass and urging him on. Brent responded instantly, picking up the pace and strength of his thrusts. It only took a few powerful strokes before Sharon was cumming again.

      Brent rode out his mom’s orgasm and kept fucking her hard. Her screams of pleasure muffled as she drove her mouth onto his shoulder, her teeth leaving marks upon his flesh. Her convulsing pussy walls were too much for Brent and he felt his own orgasm hit him hard, driving out all thought. Sharon felt a massive wash of pleasure and contentment as she felt her son cumming inside of her. 

      Brent and his mom collapsed in each other’s arms in exhaustion. She curled up with him and pulled the covers in tight. “I love you, mom,” Brent mumbled, his face buried in her cleavage.

      “I love you too baby,” she said, kissing him on the forehead one last time before they both fell asleep.
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      Brent’s eyes fluttered open, and he woke from the most amazing dream. In it he had watched his mother jerk him off onto her t-shirt covered before popping his cherry by riding his dick right there in the bathroom. Then she drew him into a shower and wrapped her perfect lips, lips he had dreamed of before many times, tight around his dick.

      “Uhhhggnnn-” Groaning in frustration at the lost dream, he cut off at the warm wet feeling wrapping his dick and then lifted his head at a wet smacking sound. 

      There she was. Those lips he’d just seen in his dream wrapped tight around his dick. She looked up as he lifted his head, meeting his eyes and letting her lips drag tightly up to the tip of his dick as she sat up between his legs.

      “Good morning.” Sharon sat up straight, letting her breasts stand out and proud, her legs tucked up beneath her and to the side, showing off her curves to the best of her ability.

      “Jesus, mom!” Brent said as he lifted himself up on his elbows, taking in the sight of her. “What an amazing way to wake up!”

      Sharon had always been a conservative woman, dressing in professional clothes and remaining reserved in manner. Even so it was impossible to hide her prodigious curves and their image had haunted his fantasies and here she sat, naked and on display for his feasting gaze. 

      Sharon had woken up early and gone to the bathroom. There she sat for an hour, replaying the events of the night before and noting every instance that her professional side said was wrong. While at the same time her memories, the pleasure and emotion of feeling her handsome son receive ultimate satisfaction and joy from her body was perhaps the most fulfilled and complete she had ever felt.

      She wrestled with these thoughts and the guilt and came to a decision. Rising, she entered the bedroom once more and crawled up the bed, pulling the covers from her sleeping son. Looking down at his naked form, her eyes trailed down the flat stomach to the half-engorged object of her own lusts and whispered aloud the truth she had realized in the bathroom.

      “My body exists to satisfy my son’s sexual desires and my greatest joy is being used for his pleasure.” One of her hands had found her wet and ready pussy. Sliding a few fingers along her lips she circled her clit and spoke on. “And it won’t stop with me.” Her voice came out fierce, surprising herself. This had been the hardest realization and the one that put everything into perspective for her. “I’ll fulfill every fantasy of his as he fulfills mine.”

      Sharon leaned over her son’s sleeping form whispering in his ear, “I will bring another woman into this bed with us. I will bring a dozen if it pleases you.” She kissed his cheek and slid down to gaze at his cock. 

      “If I’m going to break this ultimate taboo, then I might as well indulge in every one of our most sordid fantasies. The damage is done, but let’s see if we can take up the pieces and make something beautiful.”

      Then her tongue reached out, trailing the length of him and along the head. His dick twitched and Sharon caught it on her lips, sucking him into her mouth. Her fingers dig deeper into her pussy, fitting three fingers in and preparing herself. As her son’s dick grew in her mouth, Sharon couldn’t help but be in awe once more of how large he was. It was like a baby’s arm reaching from a small mane of hair. The thought made her giggle, scraping her teeth against Brent's dick and waking him.

      “I’m glad you liked it.” Sharon said before breaking her pose and crawling up her son’s body, lowering her head back to her son’s dick. He could only groan in pleasure as her mouth took him back in, her tongue swirling around his head and her mouth muscles working even better than they had the night before.

      Sharon reached out with one hand and took his, moving it to the back of her head. 

      “Yes...” Brent hissed in passion. Blood rushed to the surface of his skin in desire and Sharon felt his cock swell impossibly in her mouth as Brent made a fist in her hair, gripping it tightly.

      Sharon expected him to shove her head down on him. She was ready for that, but she was surprised when he pulled her up until the tip hovered just beneath her lips. Her tongue snaked out and ran licked at the head as she stared with longing into his eyes.

      Brent reveled in his control. He lowered and raised her head until her reaching lips just barely brushed his dick, then he would withdraw it, teasing her. Sharon stared down at his dick, begging in whimpers as she pulled against his firm grasp. But she didn’t pull too hard, for Sharon had been craving this kind of domination her whole life. Her late husband had enjoyed gentle, quiet lovemaking. It had been wonderful, but had also been repetitive and bland. To the world she showed her strong, confident and controlling side. But she had always wanted to be mastered in the bedroom. Now in her sweet son, she had a lover that she could trust completely. 

      “Here you go, mom,” Brent said as he pressed her head down, shoving his dick into her mouth in one smooth motion. He watched as her eyes opened wide, her jaw far wider, as he pressed her further and further till the firm muscles of her throat gripped the head of his dick. “Oh god that feels so amazing!”

      “Ugghmph!!!” she choked and coughed as he relaxed his grip, letting her recover. Sharon drove forward though, shoving him back into her gagging, swallowing throat, saliva streaming out of her mouth and down his dick.

      “Fuck!” Brent said, “I never dreamed... ungh! That you’d suck my dick!” Brent reached down and took ahold of her head with both hands, gripping her tight as she began to fuck her mouth. 

      “Oh, mom!” He moaned when he took in the sight of her laid out between his legs, his dick pistoning in and out of her throat. Sharon moaned at his words. “Do you like that?” Brent asked. He pulled her head up off his dick and drew her into a kiss, pulling her body up into his. “Do you like being called mom when you’re doing that?”

      Sharon was wild with lust now, as she grabbed her son’s dick and placed at the entrance of her pussy. She went to sit down on it, but Brent grabbed her hips, holding her in place with a surprisingly strong grip.

      “I asked a question... mom.” He said while looking deep into her eyes.

      “Yes... It’s so wrong, but I love it!” And Sharon screamed out in pleasure as Brent slammed his dick up into her. His hands slid up her body as she rode his pistoning cock, grabbing her tits and pulling them down to his lips. He sucked on each nipple and his mom came within seconds on his dick. 

      When Sharon could think clearly again, she pressed her son down into the mattress with two hands and leaned back on him. Then began to rock back and forth on the steel rod impaling her, her breasts swaying hypnotically before her son’s burning gaze, rubbing her clit in delicious ways.

      The feeling of her tight pussy pulling on his dick and the sight of those tits, better than any porn star he could think of, soon had Brent cumming in his mom’s pussy. Sharon sat down hard on his dick, letting him shoot as deep as he could. If felt like her womb was being filled with a gallon of warm, perfect fluid and then Sharon’s own orgasm rolled through her.

      After they had caught their breath, she climbed out of a tangle of limbs and headed to her closet, pulling a robe over her shoulders. She could feel her son’s eyes taking her nakedness in and felt a thrill that he found her so attractive. Giving him a smile, she slipped out of the bedroom and into the kitchen to start a pot of coffee and pull some eggs out of the fridge.

      Brent went over to his mother’s closet and pulled some dresses aside, digging in the back until he found what he was looking for. Then he walked down to the kitchen. It was late morning and he could see bright sunshine on the sidewalk outside the kitchen window. He stopped in the doorway just as his mom cracked an egg into a bowl. He held up his prize on one finger as she turned to look at him. Her lips curled into a small smile as she recognized the small garment.

      “Is that for me?” She asked in a coy voice.

      “Put it on.” Brent said, his breath catching at his own audacity.

      Sharon walked over to her son and lifted the small apron free and pulled it over her head. Smiling at him, she shrugged out of the robe, hanging it on a coat hook nearby and trying the apron behind her back. 

      “Well,” Sharon asked, turning to let her son get an eyeful, “how does it look?”

      Brent’s mouth got dry at the sight before him. The small apron hung down just covering her pussy, her large breasts spreading out to the sides and her nipples poking small tents in its surface. Emblazoned on the front read “World’s Best Mom”. A birthday gift from Kati years ago.

      “You’re never wearing that old robe again.” Brent said breathlessly.

      “Then it looks like you’re going to have to dress me more often.” Sharon said, before turning back to her breakfast preparations. 

      Brent walked over and set the table, getting them both cups of fresh coffee. He sat and watched as his step mother finished fixing breakfast. Something he had watched a thousand times before, but this time it was so different. Her naked ass jiggled as she moved, and her hips swayed as she danced from foot to foot, teasing her son. Her breasts, held his gaze as their heavy weight swayed back and forth, pressed beneath the tight apron. 

      When Sharon turned with a fry pan full of scrambled eggs, she saw Brent stroking his massive erection and her own mouth got dry at the sight.

      “None of that now,” she managed to get out, much too breathlessly. “You need to eat up.” Then marveling at the wantonness and brazenness of herself, she reached down with one hand and gave his member a firm squeeze, a promise for later, before spooning eggs on his plate.

      She sat down and drank deep from her coffee before digging into her own food.

      “When does Kati get home again?” Brent asked. The question springing from his lips, though he hadn’t meant to ask it.

      “She should be here next Friday night.” Sharon said, the thought quelling the fire in her loins as if someone had doused them in cold water.

      “What will we do when she’s here?” Brent asked around a mouthful of eggs.

      “We will just have to behave ourselves for a few days.” A part of her wondered if that would be possible. She knew the hunger that had awoken in her last night and this morning, and she wasn’t sure she could just shut it off.

      “OK.” said Brent, his voice distant. 

      They finished their meal in silence, each with their own thoughts. 

      Sharon stood and cleared the table while Brent refilled their coffee cups. She was standing in front of the sink when she looked out and saw Ms. Miller walking out of her house next door to get her paper.
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      Sharon was aware of a presence at her back. The sight of his mother’s plump ass bent over the sink drew Brent forward like a lodestone. He pressed his hard dick against her as he set the cups down on the counter. His hands sliding under the apron to cup her large breasts. 

      “Not here!” Sharon said, pushing back against her son. “Ms. Miller could see us!”

      “Yes, here.” Brent said, grabbing his dick and sliding it down between her butt cheeks.

      Sharon felt horror well up in her as Ms. Miller turned with paper in hand and just noticed her through the kitchen window, though reflections hid much else. The large matronly woman raised a hand and waved with a smile on her face. 

      “You should wave back, mom.” Brent whispered in her ear, just as his dick slid into her, stretching her wide. “You wouldn’t want her to grow concerned and come over, would you?”

      Horror and excitement warred within her breast as Sharon raised her hand and smiled a tremulous smile back. 

      “Good morning Sharon!” Ms. Wilson said.

      “Morning Elly!” Sharon said, her voice rising unnaturally high.

      She swatted at Brent's hand as he gripped her hips, but he stayed behind her and began to move deep slow thrusts into her sore and hungry pussy. It betrayed her, flooding with wetness. With the woman's eyes on her, being watched while secretly being fucked, sent a thrill through Sharon that she had never expected.

      “We should have dinner again and catch up.” Elenore Miller said, pausing just before her porch. 

      Would the woman never leave?! Sharon thought. 

      Then her eyes took in the woman before her. Those were an incredible pair of breasts hidden by that loose sweater. More than a decade, Sharon’s senior Elenore was a widow who lived a quiet life in her small home. A nurse by trade and a gardener by hobby, she had been so helpful throughout the years looking after the kids. The ways Elenore's eyes lingered on young Brent and her constant compliments about the boy caused Sharon's dirty little mind to churn.

      Her son’s dick thrust into her insistently, making her breath come ragged.

      “Why don’t... ummph... why don’t you come by tonight?” Sharon summoned her will to stave off the cry of pleasure threatening to escape between her words. “Around six? It will just be Brent and I.”

      “Oh? Is Brent home today?” asked Elenore, glancing quickly at the boy’s car parked in the street as she touched up her hair unconsciously.

      “At a... friends.” Sharon closed her eyes as Brent pounded into her harder and harder, his breath coming ragged behind her. She could feel the tension in his fingers as he gripped her hips and the steel hardness of his cock as it slides in and out of her slick walls. The situation was turning him on just as much as it was herself.

      “Good for him, getting out and enjoying himself.” Elenore said with a slight frown before smiling and continuing, “Great, then I’ll see you at six. Should I bring anything?”

      “NOOO!” Sharon cried out, startling the other woman. “Sorry this uhm... water... was... hot.” She closed her eyes and her face scrunched up in what she hoped looked like pain, but was really uncontained pleasure.

      “Are you ok?” She started to move forward, and Sharon instantly realized her mistake. Elenore was a registered nurse and would instantly come to the aid of someone with an injury.

      “I’m fine!” Sharon said, her face sweaty and cheeky red. The thick cock sliding in and out of her pussy lit every nerve ending on fire, scrambling her thoughts. “Just in a hurry, is all. Looking forward to tonight, see you later Elly!”

      “Alright then,” Elenore said. She couldn’t make out much of Sharon’s face through the window’s reflection, but she could hear the rush in the other woman's voice. Poor dear, her own practice, widowed and raising those kids. Elenore thought. “See you later Sharon.” 

      Sharon couldn’t bring herself to look up, but she heard the front door close and let a low moan escape her lips, finally able to let the orgasm flow through her body. She bent low over the sink, letting the cold tiles hold her up because her legs were too weak to support her.

      “Oh god that was hot!” Brent said as he kept fucking his mom’s tight pussy. “I could feel your pussy trembling every time she spoke, like you were getting off on being watched.”

      “Mmmm, you’re so bad!” Sharon craned her head around and looked up at her son. His eyes shone with lust and confidence as he thrust into her. 

      “Yes...” Sharon admitted, feeling another orgasm building as she spoke more nasty truths. “I loved her watching while you fucked me.” Her orgasm built within and the words flowed out, “I want her to watch for real... unnn god! So fucking big baby! You’re going to make mommy cum again on that big dick!”

      These nasty words springing from the lips of his strait-laced mother drove the thought of Ms. Miller watching them fuck out of his mind. Instead, he focused on his mother’s powerful orgasm and the cum about to boil out of his balls.

      “I never knew it could be like this!” Sharon said through the haze of pleasure. Then there was an emptiness inside her as Brent pulled his dick free. She lifted her head in confusion, but he was already pulling her back and down.

      “Open your mouth.” Brent commanded in a powerful, desperate voice that sent a thrill through Sharon. He pressed her to her knees and then her mouth opened just in time to receive the first jet of cum arcing out of him. The next went her across the mouth and cheeks, the second splattered against her neck and then he was shoving it past her lips and she wrapped them tightly around the head of his cock sucking and swallowing the rest of his load like it was the greatest things she’d ever tasted.

      He collapsed upon a chair, watching as she scooped up the last of his cum and licked it from her hands. Then she crawled forward on hands and knees up to his lap, her wonderful mouth cleaning his cock and balls with gentle licks and sucks. 

      To Sharon’s delight, her son’s dick twitched and grew to life under her ministrations. Then she pulled him to his feet and led him back down the hall to her room. But Brent had other ideas.

      He stopped them halfway down the hall and opened the door to his sister’s room. It still looked like a teenage girl with pictures and magazine cuttings littering the walls and a beanbag chair thrown in the corner.

      Sharon felt another pulse of forbidden lust course through her as her son led her by the wrist into her brat of a stepdaughter’s room. Without a word, he took her over to the computer desk and sat down in the chair. He grabbed her hips and positioned her away from him, then pulled her ass down into his lap and letting his stiff dick rest against her pussy.

      Then he spun the chair slightly, so it faced a full-length mirror standing against the wall. The edges were decorated in pictures of his sister and her friends posing in their bathing suits at the beach or at graduation parties during that summer before college. 

      Sharon took in the sight of herself reflected in the mirror. It had been a long time since she had felt beautiful, but looking into the mirror; she saw a gorgeous woman. Her dark hair tousled into thick curling sexy locks; no stylist could have achieved. The aching sadness behind her eyes was gone, replaced by a beautiful and exciting young woman's face. She almost didn't recognize herself, so wanton and nude, a powerful young man beneath her. A mother naked and covered in her son’s cum, sitting with aching pussy spread before pictures of her half naked daughter. 

      “You know I used to come in here and jack off while staring at that picture.” Brent said.

      Which picture did he mean? Sharon thought. There were a dozen where her daughter’s thin, willowy body and that of her cute girl friends were displayed. Looking at his reflection in the mirror, she followed his gaze to a picture she hadn’t noticed at first. 

      In the top left corner of the mirror was a picture of her and her daughter beside their pool waving to the camera. They lay out tanning in their bikinis. Sharon had never noticed that Kati hung it up. It brought a lump to her throat when she thought of her stepdaughter. The girl had always been a handful, but her life had been a difficult one and she seemed to be maturing nicely away from home. The thought disappeared as Brent rolled his hips, sliding that massive tool of his in her juices.

      “I’ve cum in this chair so many times imagining what it would be like to fuck you. To see your naked body.” Brent said and Sharon smiled in pleasure as she reached down and lifted herself up onto his massive hardon, watching the show in the mirror as it disappeared into her snatch.

      “Is this what you dreamed of, Brent?” Sharon said as her eyes met her son’s. “While you stroked that beautiful thing in your sister’s room?”

      “Oh god.... oh yes!” Brent’s eyes left hers and traveled down her body and she could swear he grew larger as his eyes took in her swaying breasts and wide-spread legs. Sharon leaned forward and reached between her legs, rubbing her clit, knowing she wouldn’t be able to last in this position long. 

      “You are so hot mom; I could stare at your body forever.”

      Sharon barely heard the compliments though as an orgasm overtook her, making her rest a hand on Brent’s tight to keep her position as she shuddered in ecstasy. Brent’s hands, which had been resting on her back, slid down to her ass, kneading the flesh and pulling her cheeks apart.

      “Are you really mine, mom?” Brent asked, his voice a mixture of curiosity, hope and lust.

      “Wha... What honey?” Sharon asked, gathering herself together and stopping her rocking hips.

      Then her mind came awake like an electric shock ran through it as she felt the ball of her son’s thumb graze across her tiny little backdoor and down to the juices around his dick. Brent felt her body jolt at the contact, and he flexed his dick where it rested deep inside her.

      “Oh Brent, what are you doing?” Sharon whispered, looking into the mirror and meeting her son’s eyes. Then in answer, she felt his now slick thumb press firmly against her hole before pushing its way in. Their eyes stayed locked together and an entire conversation passed between them at that moment.
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      Sharon was afraid. She had never let anything in her butt before, not even her husband, though he had tried several times. But the hope and desire in Brent’s eyes, plus his sheer audacity, moved her and she nodded her head in resignation, returning his big grin with her own much more tremulous one.

      Brent stood his mom up, almost bouncing with excitement as he led her over to his sister’s bed. Sharon went to get on her hands and knees, but Brent lay her down on her side, spooning her from behind. She clasped her hands together beneath her face and clenched her jaw, ready for the pain. But Brent didn’t push into her immediately, as she thought he would. 

      He stroked her sides and kissed the back of her neck and shoulders, stroking her and playing with her breasts as his other hand teased her anus, sliding the tips of his fingers in and out and around the puckered ring in small circles.

      “I’ve never done this before, please be careful.” Sharon whispered into her hand.

      She relaxed into her son despite herself. Even reaching a hand behind to stroke her son’s massive erection. She tensed once more at the thought of that monster in her smallest of holes, but Brent took his time with her. Easing first one, then two and three fingers slowly into her backside. He continued to touch and kiss her body as she lay on her side. The combination of his slow approach and caressing hands had her feeling far more relaxed and excited about what was to come than she imagined. 

      Brent removed his fingers and then pressed the head of his cock against her small butt. She tensed at what was to come, but Brent remained still, holding his greased-up cock tight against her ass. Her breath came deep and ragged and then began to slow. He waited patiently until the sight of his gorgeous stepmom laid out before him and the feel of her tight butt as she pressed herself lightly against him was more than enough stimulation to keep his erection. The only thing that kept him from losing his control and just fucking her in desperate need, pushing the edges of what she would allow, was the knowledge that he might get to do this again if he managed to keep his control. 

      Eventually she felt herself relax again and Brent surprised her with his restraint, not pressing forward, letting her determine the pace. He kept the head pressing against her and letting her tight hole relax around its insistent presence. Sharon released her deep breath and tried to relax.

      “Now you’re mine, mom.” Sharon’s breath caught at the words. Her son’s arms coming up and pulling her close against his chest. 

      “By letting me have this piece of you, I know you meant those words before and I love you so much for it.” Tears of joy sprang into Sharon’s eyes as her son continued. “There is nothing I wouldn’t do for you and I know there’s nothing you wouldn’t do for me.” Then he pulled back, his dick moving away from her ass. “But I don’t want to do anything you’re not comfortable with, though you’ll never know how grateful I am that you offered it.”

      “Oh, my Brent.” Sharon cried as she turned and held her son, kissing his mouth between salty tears. “I can’t tell you what last night meant to me, but I can show you.” 

      Sharon turned back around and grabbed her son’s dick in a firm hand, pulling him against her tight little hole. She was ready now; it would hurt, anything that big going into a hole that small would, but for this wonderful young man Sharon would endure anything and she knew how much he wanted this.

      Brent lay there, stunned, as his mom pushed back against his dick with a low grunt as the head popped past her sphincter. Then he laid there, feeling the small contractions as her tiny little hole relaxed around his girth. He coated his cock, lubricating her innards as it slid forward in tiny measures.

      “Oh god it’s in!” His mom screamed into the mattress.

      “Want me to pull it out?” Brent asked, worried.

      “No, baby... huh huh huh no. Just rest there for a minute. Mommy can take you, but if you go too fast, you’ll hurt me.” 

      Sharon took deep breaths, her stepson’s dick stretching her small butt to its painful limit. The pain was almost unbearable at first, but as she lay there, her son placed his arms around her, softly stroking her back and breasts, running the tips of his fingers along her skin and making it tingle. 

      Soon her body relaxed, and she felt a strange fullness as more of his girth slid into her. Brent, meanwhile, needed most of his concentration to keep from thrusting his dick forward into the tight hole. He filled one hand with firm pale tit flesh and gave it a squeeze, listening to his mother’s deep breaths. 

      Sharon felt like her ass was being split in half and she bit her lip to hold back the grunt of pain as another inch of her son’s big dick slid inside her. Then suddenly the entire image seemed so ridiculous. Here she was, a doctor and respected member of the professional community, a woman who had always bound her sexuality up so tightly, laying naked, covered in her son’s cum as he pushed that big dick of his into her tight hole. It was such an unbelievable and wicked image that a smile came to Sharon’s lips and she felt her body relaxing, tension melting from her shoulders.

      Her relaxed muscles caused Brent’s dick to slide in her faster than expected and she grunted in surprise as its probing tip touched places in her that nothing ever had before. Brent pulled back at her grunt, backing his dick up as well, till just the tip was inside her.

      “Oh...” Sharon moaned, her hand gripping her son’s forearm tight. “Now back in baby, but slowly... gently.” She felt him push into her, that strange sensation of being filled and the almost but not quite pleasurable pressure on her insides was so foreign to her. 

      Brent stroked into her slowly and gently, looking down as he did, and couldn’t help the moan of pleasure that left his lips at the feeling and sight of her incredibly tight ass as it accepted his dick. He began pushing it in deeper and deeper with each thrust. The feeling of her was just too much, and he felt himself losing control and not caring, his hips moving of their own free will faster and faster.

      Sharon was in pain at first and then the pain faded to discomfort and a warm feeling of pleasure growing within her. Then Brent was pressing her down into the mattress as he rolled her onto her stomach, his thrusts growing in ferocity. For the first time in her life, she felt completely at the mercy of someone else and helpless as her son’s lust took over him. Then his hands were on her. 

      A hand grabbed hold of one large breast as the other snaked down her stomach, pressed close by the mattress as he sought her pussy. Sharon moaned aloud as she parted her legs slightly, her son’s massive girth continuing to piston in and out of her ass, stretching and filling her. Then his fingers slid across her clit and with surprise she felt an orgasm begin to build deep in the pit of her being.

      “Oh, baby... Don’t stop... Mmmm FUCK!” He fucked her down into the mattress and his finger slid back and forth across her engorged clit. The orgasm rolled through her body in waves as she fought her body’s reaction to clench her muscles. 

      “Mommy is cumming on that cock, baby!”

      “Oohhh me too!” Brent said.

      “Cum for me baby, I want to feel it shoot in my ass!” Sharon couldn’t believe the nasty words coming from her lips, but soon the thought disappeared as she felt her son’s smooth powerful strokes grow more erratic and wilder.

      Brent clutched his mom tightly to him, one hand still holding her pussy and the other across her chest. He could smell her hair and the scents of their bodies, their skin slick with sweat and the wet smacking sounds of their sex filled his sisters’ room. His orgasm rolled out of him in a massive wave and he buried his dick as deep as he could before depositing the largest load of his life deep in his mom’s bowels.

      They lay there for several long minutes, catching their breaths as Brent’s cock slipped from Sharon’s ass. Then he collapsed beside her and, pulling her close, he looked into his mom’s beautiful eyes.

      “Jesus mom, that was so amazing.” His words trailed off. Brent knew nothing he could say would adequately express the love and gratitude he was feeling right then. 

      “I’m so glad I could do that with you, my Brent.” His mom said with in a loving voice. She kissed her son’s forehead, nose, and lips. “I had no idea anal sex could feel so... fulfilling. But I think it will be a few days before I can do it again.”

      “Are you OK, mom?” Brent asked with concern in his voice. “Did I hurt you?”

      “No honey, just a bit sore is all.” Sharon extricated herself from the bed and stood, stretching languorously as she looked down at the handsome form of her son. “I am going to go take a shower. Why don’t you get started on that history homework you have, and I’ll make us some lunch when I’m done bathing.”

      “OK, mom,” Brent said with a big yawn. “Though I might just take a nap.”

      “You do that, baby. The homework can wait till tomorrow. Besides,” Sharon said with a mischievous light in her eyes, “I have an exhausting evening planned for us and you’ll need your strength.”

      Watching his mom sway out of the room, Brent once again thanked whatever fate had made his deepest dreams come true. Feeling more content and happier than at any other point in his life, Brent nodded off in his sister’s bed, his dreams a hazy white blur.
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      It's believed that the virus appeared from the destruction of the Brazilian rain forests. It was in those communities that the first wave of deaths hit. Then it spread from there like wildfire. A pandemic that shut down the entire world.

      The CDC named it H1-C435 Endocim Virus, but the news and the world called it the Man-Slayer Flu. 99.999% of all men were affected, and nearly 70% of women. With the virus's rapid presentation of symptoms that deteriorated quickly, there was little time for the world's scientists to find a cure or vaccine, and with the mounting deaths, regular services and functions of the world's governments began to fail and collapse. Chaos would have reigned, but for the fact, the whole world was mourning the death of loved ones and friends, and the burials were ceaseless for weeks.

      It began as an innocent cough, mild and dry, that persisted for two to three days. This is how the virus spread so rapidly, hiding behind simple cold-like symptoms. Then the fever would start, and within 24-hours, the patient would shake with convulsions and bleeding so bad internally that they would often die from blood loss. The first wave of deaths was a few dozen villagers, then a few thousand people who had traveled near the villages and spread throughout South America. Those few thousand infected millions, and then it spread to billions. Nations cut off all travel to their land, but even in New Zealand, which locked down their Island as the first sign of the threat, the virus found a foothold, and more than 80% of their population was dead within two months.

      Many tried to escape into the mountains and wilderness, but air currents are a funny thing, and the virus proved to be adaptable to moisture in the air. Within weeks many who had escaped were staggering back into town, hoping they found a cure.

      Those incredibly rare men, like me who got the cough but only a mild fever that was gone within 24-hours and proved themselves immune to the virus, were rounded up and locked in labs. A constantly changing slate of doctors and scientists poked and prodded me to within an inch of my life. Inevitably they would fall ill and after a day or two would be replaced. The men never returned, but some women recovered after a mild fever. The world was breaking down outside, however, and fewer and fewer women came into work.

      I had been a grad student working on my thesis when the virus first struck and had been oblivious too much of it. When my parents fell ill, and I got the call from my brother, the reality hit home. I couldn't travel back to the mid-west, the government grounded all flights. I had to mourn the deaths of everyone in my family from afar. My brother’s death last being the hardest, that sends me into a dark spiral of depression.

      Then I watched most of those around me fall ill and die in rapid succession. When I fell sick, I thought that was the end, and I began to make my amends, but I woke the next day feeling fantastic and grateful beyond belief. The government doctors snatched me up the next day. Taking me out of the lecture at gunpoint as the half dozen or so students watched in amazement.

      

      
        
        ----------

      

      

      

      Thus, it was that I woke one morning to an empty hospital wing. Opening my eyes in the bright morning light, momentarily discomfited by the total lack of sounds. Climbing out a bed that had been my home for the past month or more, I looked out onto the ward. There had been a few women working the day before, but today I saw no one, and what's worse, the power was off in the building. The place had been running on generators for a few days.

      I'd been waiting for this moment, knowing it would come eventually, and I went to the closet and pulled out my backpack, already packed with handfuls of string cheese, beef jerky and energy bars that I had stolen from the cafeteria. I tied on my tennis shoes and began to find my way out of the hospital. My brain was foggy and muddled from weeks of sedation, but my mind was begging for clarity.

      I moved to the west coast for grad school, and so I know the area, but not like it's the back of my hand. I found the lobby and, looking out on the town, saw not a single car driving around. Feeling an edge of fear scramble its wicked hands at my guts, I walked over to the door, shouldering them open.

      “Hello?!” I heard a female voice call from deep within the hospital, “Is anyone here?!”

      “Yes!” I called back, “In the lobby!”

      “Thank God!”

      I stood there for several long moments wondering if I should head out and try to find the woman when I heard her running footsteps, and then a pretty brunette woman in a short checkered pink skirt and tight top came in. Her eyes widened when she saw me, and she glanced around side to side.

      “Where’s the staff?” Her voice was calm and confident.

      "There's no one here anymore," I said, shrugging, "or at least that I can tell. Did something happen?"

      “Last night… you haven’t heard? No how could you have,” she said tapping her chin in a cute manner she thought, “Last night there was a radio broadcast on all stations, just before they shut down, the last MSF patient died in China, and the US Government has dissolved itself as have most of the other nations of the world. We now live in a post civilized society, and I guess,” she said, looking around, “that means no one is coming to work anymore.”

      "Jesus," I said, then with a start, I held out my hand, "I'm Adam."

      "I know who you are," she said, smiling as her dark eyes danced in merriment, "you're famous." Then she took mine in her small soft grip, "I'm Vanessa."

      “More like infamous,” I said sadly, remembering all the hate and ridicule that had poured in from people angry I was alive while their loved ones had perished or while they did.

      “You are the only man alive on the entire west coast,” she said, and I realized she still hadn’t released my hand, her soft fingers caressing the flesh.

      "I hadn't thought of it like that,” I said as looked her up and down.

      “I haven’t seen you before,” I asked, “do you work in the hospital?”

      "No," she said, smiling mischievously as she finally released my hand slowly, letting her fingertips drag along my fingers. I glanced down at her hand, and when I looked up, Vanessa was suddenly very close to me. I stepped back, alarmed, and the back of my legs hit a chair in the lobby, and I almost fell back.

      "You are a very handsome young man, Adam," she said, her eyes burning with some emotion I couldn't detect, “Very handsome, also smart and capable too from what I read in the news.”

      "Umm, I'm sorry," I said, confused, "what's this about? I should get back to my apartment and pack."

      "Oh, you don't want to go back there," she said, shaking her head, then cocking it slightly she smiled, "well you are a man, so maybe you do. But I promise you, right now, you wouldn't be safe if you went home."

      "Why wouldn't I be safe?" I asked, started in to feel a little angry, and put out.

      "Because two dozen women are waiting for you to show up, so they can lock you up and force you to impregnate them all.” She said as a matter of fact.

      "What?!" I asked incredulously.

      “And most of them are either mean, ugly, or both. Mostly both,” her smile got an edge to it as she cocked her hips to one side, the short skirt swaying across her toned thighs, "but don't worry, baby, I'm not going to kidnap you or anything, I just want one thing from you."

      "What are you talking about?" I said, looking around. This woman sure was pretty, but she had a dangerous gleam in her eyes, and I was already feeling pretty unsettled with the world today.

      “I am going to rock your world pretty boy,” she said as she stepped up close and pressed me back, her hands on my chest. Unable to step back, I sat down in the large overstuffed waiting room chair, and she stood before with a triumphant smile.

      "Stop," I said, gripping the woman's wrists and halting her as she was about to reach for my pants, "listen, I just woke up and have no idea what's been going on. I'm sorry you seem like a nice woman, but I have to get out of here.”

      "Where are you going to go?" Vanessa asked, "Where could the only man in a thousand-mile radius go and be safe from the million women who will be trying to capture him?"

      "I don't get why women are going to capture me," I said in exasperation, "shouldn't they be trying to build new lives in all of this madness? What about food, water, and power? Is the internet still working? Fuck, there are so many questions."

      "Would you release me?" She asked, looking at where I still gripped her wrists, and my hands sprang open, and I realized with some chagrin that I had left red marks on her skin. She rubbed her wrists and sat in the chair next to mine, facing me, "Enough food and water is sitting in freezers and warehouses, canned and dry to keep our current population alive for centuries. The last act of most governments was setting up the incinerators and secure infrastructure with solar panels. So as long as they get wiped down now and then of dust, there will still be pockets of functioning civilization. Parts of the internet still work, but most don’t know how to access it, and it’s all reference materials stored on servers, running on solar or wind power, so that is a blessing.

      “I heard the east coast is in utter chaos, too much city sprawl and a dispersed population remaining. Patient Number One has set himself up in Baltimore, and the last it was reported, he had a small contingent of female military personnel 'guarding' him." She made air quotes at that.

      “What do you mean ‘guarding’?” I asked.

      “They did to him what the South Americans did to Pablo Duerte, Patient Number Three.”

      "The last news I got was that the other patients were being moved to containment centers for study and to try and grow a vaccine culture," I said, trying to reach back through my dim and fuzzy memories of the time.

      “A lot has changed since then,” she looked around quickly, peering out the large windows into the seemly empty parking lot and streets, then over her shoulder and around the hospital — a look of fear and concern etching her face.

      “We should leave the hospital and find a quiet place, then I can tell you everything I know," her intense dark eyes found mine, and I saw a promise in them that caused my loins to stir.

      The fog faded from my mind, and I squinted my eyes and focused my thoughts on this woman before me, taking her in. She was medium height and with a curvy body that would pull any man's gaze as she walked by. Her hair was deep dark brown with artful highlights that were now showing their dark roots. Her makeup was perfect, with more colored highlights around her eyes that showed off their hypnotic darkness. Her skin was tan, and heritage was mixed, a little Latina mixed in with the Anglo-Saxon. Her eyes shown with deep inner intelligence, and as I took in her clothes more fully, things didn't make sense.

      She was older, or at least older than my 22 years. I'd guess her at about 34 or maybe 32. It was hard to tell with her flawless complexion. There was an aura of confidence about her that far outstripped any woman I'd ever really know before, except for maybe a tenured professor. She was wearing combat boots and not a new pair. They looked to have been through a lot, scarred and scuffed. But her top was a sexy small white blouse that showed off her firm C-Cup breasts to perfection and spread out near the bottom showing off her flat tanned stomach. All while wearing a pink and black plaid skirt that looked like something an Asian schoolgirl might wear to a rave. Its short length barely hiding her round behind, and now as she sat, if I looked closely, I could make out her white panties peeking from beneath the hem.

      "I'm not going anywhere until you tell me who you really are and what's going on. Why are women trying to kidnap me? And why have the other survivors been taken?”

      "Look, I understand you're confused; I know they kept you sedated, but we need to move," she said, her eyes tense as she glanced from me to the windows again.

      “How do you know that?” She pressed her lips together and looked like she was getting stubborn. Then I saw her eyes soften as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat, "I'm not going anywhere until you talk." I said, crossing my arms.

      “Ok, look, this is all or was all classified. Vanessa is my real name, and I work for the NSA…" she frowned, glancing down at her hands as they sat in her lap, “at least I used to work for the NSA. The government recognized the threat to national security almost immediately, but we could do little to stop it. It spread too fast and took so much.” She shook her head in sadness, remembering those who had been lost as I did, feeling the grief but pushing it aside for now, "something happened over the past couple weeks. It's species imperative… Like dormant instinct given life… You see, Adam, we don't mean to do it," her eyes gained a glimmer of heat as she lifted her head to stare at me, "it's just become a hunger in us. Some are taking it too far, like on the east coast, or those barbarians waiting at your place… but we all feel it."

      As she spoke, her knees parted slowly, and the short skirt drew up her smooth thighs, changing the glimpse of white panties to a good view of the thin material as it adhered to moist puffy lips.

      "I'm not sure I get it," I said, feeling my breath coming heavier, and the air feels warmer as my eyes took in the sexy woman before me, "are you saying there is another virus?"

      "No, not a virus," she slipped out of her chair, and on hands and knees crawled towards me slowly, "It's a need, we need to save the race, Adam… and you know how we do that, don't you?" Her eyes twinkled merrily as she slid her hands up my legs.
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      "Oh shit," I breathed as she slipped her fingers into the waistband of my pants and ripped them down. My cock flopped out, already thickening with desire.

      “That’s not it,” she said with a grin, "but this is," she slid her tongue up the underside of my cock, and I felt every bit of her tongue as its heat sent spikes of pleasure through my body.

      “All the women are… mhmm… horny now?” I asked as she wrapped her fingers around my dick and pointed it at her mouth.

      "Like junkies who need a fix," she swirled her tongue around the head and looked at me with those enchanting eyes, "we need to breed, and it's so powerful, Adam," she sucked my cock deep into her mouth. I groaned out at the unexpected pleasure, then she pulled herself up off my cock, and up my body dragging her panties aside with a quick hand, she was like a woman possessed as she gripped the base of my cock and positioned it at her entrance.

      "Jesus," I breathed as she pressed her big firm tits into my face, "this is so wild and hot!"

      "God damn boy, you have a big dick," she lowered herself down on it slowly, head back and mouth open wide as she took it in, "Mmmm…. I…. oh god… would… mhmm normally suck you off… my pussy too tight… what is… what is thissss… oh god!... Oh, GOD!"

      The woman had barely half of my cock in her pussy, and she began to cum, her small tight hole wrapping deliciously around my cock, and then my orgasm hit me. I felt pleasure and shame wash through me as I came so soon, but the screams and cries of wild pleasure from Vanessa were unlike anything I had ever heard before, and as I held her hips in stunned hands, she slumped against me, passing out cold.

      My cock was still hard as a rock, and I sat there with it only half in this sexy older woman's slit, while her limp body lay against me in the lobby of a hospital. Had it been just a minute before that I was standing alone in the lobby? Now I had a sexy woman riding me?! I felt my cock pulse with desire as our combined cum loosened Vanessa's pussy, causing her to slip further down my girth. I flexed myself and felt her pussy muscles flutter, and she jerked awake, head coming up and eyes wide with shock.

      “What the fuck… was that?!” She said.

      Her hands came to the sides of my face, and she stared into my eyes wonderingly as her hips rocked slowly, milking my cock with her tiny hole.

      “You passed out,” I said with a chagrined smile, “are you ok?”

      “Mmm, more than ok lover," she arched her head back and called out, "God! That was the biggest orgasm of my life," she looked at me and smiled with wicked hunger, "And you came in me… and you're still hard… Oh, baby, I'm going to… go again…"

      I could only hold onto her firm hips, the tiny skirt bouncing with her as she pulled her pussy up and then dropped down on my cock, her booty bouncing with each thrust. I began to fuck up into her tight pussy, feeling my own orgasm approach again. I have had a couple of girlfriends over the years and had always felt confident in bed, but my dick felt harder than it ever had before, and the lust was only just beginning to boil in me, getting hotter and hotter every moment. I’d never cum twice without getting soft, but I felt like I could go forever right now.

      Vanessa came with screams of pleasure, her hands clutching at me spasmodically just as her whole body locked up, back and neck arching back more and more as the pleasure built within her to untold heights. It felt like she was about to rip my dick off. She tightened up so much, and then her whole body went slack again as she passed out. I just caught her before she slipped off the chair and felt my dick slip-free, silently cursing this new mad world.

      I lay her down and noticed movement out the window. Glancing out, I saw a pack of women jogging and pointing towards the lobby we were in as they crossed the parking lot. For one wild second, I could barely comprehend the sight, slightly more than a dozen women dressed in combinations of sexy, revealing clothing. Each had at least one firearm in hand, and many more slung over their back and hips along with nets, ropes, and handcuffs dangling from each.

      Panic setting in, I shook Vanessa, pulled up my pants, and grabbed my backpack. She was beginning to move her head groggily when I took a firm handful of her tiny shirt and hauled her up, half carrying, half dragging her over to a small door off the nurse's station. I managed to get the keycard over the door and shove us in, just as I heard the voices grow louder outside.

      Vanessa had come to, and she clutched at my shirt, her face beside mine as we peeked out the small square window in the door. When I saw we were in the back room of a pharmacy, I went over to a wall and began reading the labels of the bottles and noted down where the painkillers and antibiotics were. Then I saw a name that gave me pause. A red warning label beneath a special bottle of roughly one hundred pills, noting that they were for a special psychiatric test. Smirking, I slipped the plastic bottle into the small pocket of my backpack along with several bottles of painkillers and antibiotics.

      “Quiet!” Vanessa hissed, “they’re entering the lobby." She ducked down, and I saw her reach a hand to her lower back and grimace when it found nothing. I guessed she must be comfortable having a gun strapped there or some weapon.

      Maybe she was NSA, I thought.

      I saw a shadow pass by outside the window and dropped behind a cabinet, crouching low. The world had turned into a madhouse. It seemed, and I needed to get my bearings. I didn't know if I could trust Vanessa, but for the moment, I had no choice. Not unless I wanted to gamble my future with the squad of scowling women outside. I had been working on my Ph.D. in mathematics, specifically machine learning and artificial intelligence. I guess that had all been a waste. What use is a boy genius in a post civilized world?

      Now that I could finally start thinking clearly, I had to come up with a plan. First, though, I had to get out of this situation. I thought about where the hospital was in town and what possible escape route there was, but I had no idea where I was going. I thought about heading home to check if Vanessa was telling the truth. My apartment was in a large complex on the edge of town, near a large state park and a big shopping complex. If nothing else, I could get supplies and head up into the hills for a couple of days to plan.

      I glanced up over the counter and saw the window was clear, so I crab-walked over to Vanessa and peeked out over the edge of the window again. I saw the group of women standing around where Vanessa and I had just had sex and the largest woman, a great tall blonde woman with a hard and angry face bent down to sniff the cushion. I saw the woman lunge forward, sucking and licking at the cushion. A second huge red-headed and broad woman with a pinched and cruel face butted her out of the way with an assault weapon and dropped to her knees, licking and sucking at the cushion in ravenous madness. I felt a deep spike of alarm at watching what looked like normal women turn into mindless beasts when they smelled our sex. The other women shuffled around from foot to foot, glancing at one another in looks of mixed lust, rage, and fear. I saw several women stroke their weapons as if they might attack the leader, even now inhaling the wet remains of our fucking.

      The world has gone mad; I thought.

      I turned to whisper to Vanessa, but when I looked at her, I saw her biting her bottom lip as she looked at my crotch, a hand between her legs slowly rubbing her clit. She glanced at me and saw that I had caught her, and she blushed, prettily I thought, then she stood up beside me, removing her hand from between her legs, but letting it slide over to my thigh where she slowly stroked my leg, making me all too aware of her. We looked out the window, peering carefully, and saw the large mean redhead standing finally, her face flush and grinning.

      “That’s man's musk. He is here somewhere, looks like one of the nurses or docs didn't get the warning," she flicked a hand to two smaller women near the back, "Plant the charges and get all the drugs you can. The pharmacy is on the other side of that wall," she pointed directly at us, and I almost moved in fear but felt Vanessa's hand grip my upper thigh, and I knew that moving might draw the eye, were dim shapes behind a shadowed window probably wouldn't.

      I kept still as the leader kept talking, giving orders to her minions, and felt Vanessa’s hand slip up my thigh and over, then down along my cock over my pants. My breath caught in my throat as she sank to her knees, pulling my dick out of its confines and wasting no time as she sucked it into her warm, wet mouth. I glanced down and saw her looking up at me with a smile crinkling the corners of her eyes and turning up her lips. She slipped her hands around to my ass, and with flexed fingers drove my hips forward, my cock sliding deep into her sucking mouth, and then for the first time in my life, I felt the muscles of her throat swallowing and milking my cock.

      The beautiful woman was utterly silent, and I bit my lip, tasting a trickle of blood as I held in the moan of pleasure. I saw her wicked smile grow, then almost magically, her tongue slipped out the bottom of her mouth, past her thick lips, and slid down brushing my balls. I looked down at her as watched as she closed her eyes; the room filling with the smell of her soaked panties. Fearfully, I glanced out the small window and saw the women beginning to head deeper into the hospital.

      I have never been a thrill-seeker, but something about our charged and dangerous situation. Combined with the lurid and unreal blowjob, this beautiful and powerful older woman was giving me settled my nerves and made me feel masterful. I guess the fact that I might be the only man in the entire state or even more territory added to it.

      I reached down with both hands, resting them on her head, and took control of her. She instantly went soft and submissive under my grip, and I felt her throat humming in pleasure. Both of her hands went between her legs, and I watched her little skirt shimmer and shake as she fingered and rubbed herself. I slid my dick in and out of her throat. Feeling delicious pleasure as the head of my cock was caressed and milked. Her orgasm hit her like small rolling waves and caused her throat to spasm in ways that made me groan in spite of myself.

      The orgasm, tingling in my toes and fingers, then rushing down my spine and through my dick, came out in thick spurts that Vanessa struggled to swallow. She did, without failure, and smiled with pride as she sucked the last bit of cum from the tip of my dick, causing me to shiver with the sensation. I looked down, about to apologize for not warning her, but noticed the lobby was empty.

      Vanessa stood quickly and gave me a quick kiss, her lips surprisingly soft and thick. Then she grabbed my hand and pulled open the door quietly. Crouching low, we looked around carefully as we ran across the lobby. We got to the sliding doors, which were stuck open with no power, and made it outside. My heart was pounding in my chest, and it felt like a thousand eyes tracked my every move as we stepped outside. The weather was great, and the sun felt warm on my skin, but as she moved quickly across the walkway and to the parking lot, I felt weak, and my breaths were coming ragged so fast.

      I had been in decent shape, a high school soccer player, or at least I was for the short time I was at high school, I had always kept up with running and playing in adult leagues. I had just spent a long time stuck in hospital beds, so I guess it made sense, but the feeling was foreign and uncomfortable for me.

      When we got to the parking I went right, and Vanessa went left. She stopped and turned, glaring at me as I glanced over my shoulder.

      “Where are you going?” She hissed, “We need to head north!”

      "Why? I planned to head to the closest department store and pack some supplies," I said. The woman stalked up and grabbed my wrist, I saw something odd as she looked straight up into the sunlight and her pupils dilated and a quick flush of red crept up her neck.

      “I have supplied this way, and a car we can use to get free of this town," Her eyes were imploring, not demanding, and once more, I took stock of her. Her confidence was supreme, and I decided right there, and then that I trusted her.

      "Ok," I said, turning to walk with her. We made it two steps when a gunshot rang out from up in the hospital, and we turned, looking up to see a woman standing in a window.

      “He’s outside! He’s outside with some cunt, kill her!”
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      She continued to scream, and we ran, I peeled to the right slightly with an idea and pulled Vanessa along with me. She yelled a question, but I was already skidding to a stop at a motorcycle parked on the street. I dropped to my knees and whipped around my backpack.

      “What the hell are you doing?!” She cried, looking back at the hospital. But I ignored her and pulled out my little jumper wire and finding the plastic connector on the bike. I pulled it apart and stuffed the ferules on either end of my wire into two of the slots.

      "Adam, they are coming!" I heard the sound of yelling voices echoing from inside the hospital just as I slipped the second lead into place and listened to the bike click on. Vanessa turned back quickly as I swung my leg over the seat.

      “Hop on,” I said, throwing her a wild grin, I had always wanted to put the strange knowledge I’d gained from YouTube deep dives to use, perhaps this brave new world would be the perfect place.

      “You’re full of surprises!” She said as she hopped up behind me and wrapped her arms around my middle, “Head up Franklin smart guy, and then left on 2nd. We are heading to Andovers.”

      I threw the bike in gear and sped off. I grew up riding dirt bikes all over the country, so the little Honda 900 was nothing. Riding down the broad empty streets was heaven, and I got to the hardware store on 2nd in less than a minute. I pulled into the parking lot, and Vanessa pointed to a large black Escalade with dark tinted windows. It may be the apocalypse or close enough to it, but we were going to be riding in style.

      "Quick, get in," she said as she hopped off the bike and ran over to the driver's side door. I dropped the kickstand and turned off the motorcycle, kissing two fingers, and touching the tank in thanks as I hopped off and climbed in the SUV. The inside was soft white leather. Vanessa had the engine revved and pulling out of the parking lot. She drove off at easily twice the speed limit as she wove through different streets, cutting a zig-zag path out of town.

      “Where are we going?” I asked when we hit the freeway. We had only seen two other vehicles; one truck and one large sprinter van the whole time. Both filled with small groups of women out gathering supplies.

      "There is a lab near San Francisco that was close to a cure for the virus. They lost all of their blood samples in a power outage and the ensuing chaos over the past few weeks. I need to get you there so they can finish their work."

      “Children…” I said in dawning realization. Any children born into this new world might not carry whatever trait makes so few of us immune to it. There would need to be a vaccine or treatment in that case.

      "Exactly," Vanessa said, her voice all grim determination. "I have a safe house in a subdivision on the outskirts of town. I filled it with all the supplies we might need for a drive or even a walk north."

      “That’s like five hundred miles,” I said.

      “You have somewhere else you need to be?” She asked with wry amusement.

      "No," I said, looking out the window, reminded of my family and friends, "there is nowhere for me to go now." Then I blurted out the first thing on my mind to change the topic, "Why are you dressed in those clothes?" I realized it was a stupid thing to say almost immediately, but she just turned to me and smiled.

      "Isn't this the kind of shit a 22-year-old guy thinks is hot?" She asked laughing, and I laughed along with her, “Seriously I had no idea what to expect when I got to the hospital or if you would be reasonable about coming along, sorry I didn’t mean to mess with your head.”

      We drove in silence, and I clutched my backpack. It was all I had left in the world. There was nothing in my place that I especially cared about. What did I have that was precious to me? My backpacking gear would have been useful to have. My laptop and phone were with me and probably useless now, but I still wanted to keep them safe. I didn’t know if they might become handy, so I resolved to keep them, but not stress too much about keeping them powered. My cell phone hadn’t had a signal yet that I had seen, so I set it to low-power mode as Vanessa drove us and mentally did an inventory of what I would need.

      Vanessa pulled into the driveway of a house tucked back in a cul-de-sac. It was an average looking track house, except all the windows were covered by dark curtains. She hit the button on the garage door opener, and as the door rolled up, I saw a black sedan parked in the garage.

      average-looking“Shit,” Vanessa said and glancing around quickly she got a hunted look to her face, “wait here,” she said and reaching into the middle compartment pulled out a handgun, checked the magazine was full and popped opened the door.

      "What's going on?" I said, clutching my backpack, “Do you have another?”

      "That's the car of the woman who sold me the information on where they were hiding you. But she shouldn't be here, this place should have been secret to everyone but me and one other…” she glanced from the car to me, her face twisted in thought, “You know how to use one?” she asked, holding up the gun.

      “I grew up in Iowa,” I said with a frown, “and my dad is… was… a cop. I grew up going to the range every week like religion.”

      “Then here,” she said handing the gun over, and reached into a pocket of the door and pulled out another, checking the magazine she looked at me with iron determination, “I don’t think there will be an issue, but if you hear shots, or me scream, you drive out of here as fast as you can. You get to the lab at UC Berkeley and tell Trish I love her.”

      “Who’s Trish?”

      “My girlfriend,” she said with a roguish grin. Then she shut the door and marched into the garage without hesitation. I had to admire her bravery as she walked into possible death with her back straight and the confidence of a warrior.

      I sat in the Escalade for long minutes, straining my ears to hear anything. I watched the clock in the car and time ticked by, seeming never to end. Finally, after seven minutes, the front door opened, and Vanessa poked her head out and looked around quickly. Seeing everything was clear, she waved for me to come quickly. I slipped the gun in my backpack and headed over.

      I stepped into the house and found it mostly empty of furniture. There was a single chair and stand lamp in the living room, a small table covered with maps, and enormous piles of bottled water, foodstuffs, blankets, and heaps of men's clothes in several styles and brands all with the tags still on them. The sight pleased me, as it looked like I would be able to get another set of clothes out of the pile.

      The most arresting sight in the room was the tall and imposing woman standing in the opening to the kitchen with her arms crossed beneath large breasts. Once the woman saw me step into the house, her stern expression softened, and she glanced at Vanessa and shook her head ruefully.

      “You do have him. You don’t trust me?” The blonde woman said in a strong Russian accent, her tone merry and almost proud.

      “I do now,” Vanessa said, then seeing my questioning look, she continued, "I told her I had lost you to the mob, just in case it was a trap, but I trust her now. If they were a mole, she would have known I had already got you. She came from Trish with information about the roads.”

      "How did she find the place?" I asked, still holding my backpack before me.

      “That’s why I brought you in,” Vanessa said and I saw a necklace hanging from her neck that hadn’t been there before a small copper pendant with the letters ‘PJ’ on it, "Trish is the one who knew about this place, she's the only one who could have sent Nadia. We will need her information if we are going to get past the blockades." She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, calming herself.

      "Let me explain, Adam, this is Nadia. She was a KGB agent, and until a few months ago was one of the more dangerous assassins, the US government knew of.”

      “Former KGB,” the woman said with a smile that said she was pleased with herself. Her blue eyes traveled the length of me slowly. I’d never before felt like an object of someone’s gaze, but I thought it now, and it was uncomfortable. I hoped I never looked quite that lascivious when I checked out hot women, but I feared I did.

      “Right,” Vanessa continued walking into the kitchen, Nadia moving aside as the dark-haired women kept talking, the sounds of clinking bottles accompanying her words. "A faction of her former government sent her over here to kidnap you and bring you back to the motherland so they could add you to the stock of men they have removed from Africa and Europe. Unfortunately for Nadia here,” Vanessa motioned to the tall blonde woman as she came back in carrying three beers. Passing one to Nadia she walked over and held one out to me, “relax Adam, you’re safe here.” Smiling ruefully, I dropped my backpack and took the beer, taking a grateful sip.

      "Fortunate for me, no planes, no governments, so I no need to go back to long cold winters," the tall woman spread her arms expansively, smiling broadly, "I like California, I love the warmth and sun. So is fortunate.”

      "Nadia says there are roadblocks set up on I5 up and down the state," Vanessa went over to the small table with Nadia, and I followed.

      The map of the state was laid out, and there were multiple red dots with small notes written in tiny handwriting all over it. Not just on the main freeways, but on the smaller routes as well. There were areas shaded different colors, and when I asked about them, Vanessa said, "Those are all the different territories that are cropping up. For the most part, things are peaceful, but there are a couple of groups that aren't opposed to violence, and they are spreading their influence quickly. We are going to have to crisscross our way up the state, avoiding major cities and denser areas as best we can."

      "You safe," Nadia said, "we get you through and save the world; it's what we do." She put an exclamation point by poking my chest with one strong finger. I felt a sharp jolt at the contact and saw the woman's eyes widen, pupils dilating. She looked down at the fingertip and drew in a ragged breath.

      "We better get something to eat and some sleep," Vanessa said, "we are going to head out before the sun rises tomorrow."

      “Eat… Sleep…” Nadia said, her gaze vacant and eyes looking slowly up to my face, watching me in fascination.

      "Shit," Vanessa said when she looked over at the larger woman, "Nadia, are you ok?" Nadia shook her head, her gaze clearing, and she blinked and looked around.

      "The need… I touched him, and it consumes me," she shook her head again and downed her beer in one long pull, “but I will not lose control, have no fear.” Her face was stoic and touched with sadness as she set the empty bottle on a counter.

      “It’s better after mating, it’s nearly faded entirely for me,” Vanessa said eyes on me, “although there were other aspects of it that were… odd.”

      “What are you two talking about?” I asked.

      “I began to talk about it in the hospital,” Vanessa said, “something has changed in nearly all the women in the world. Perhaps it was an aftereffect of the virus, perhaps as some have posited it, just the survival instinct of the species kicking in. We all now have… intense desires.”

      “I remember now," I said. The whole experience had been madness and the memories foggy.

      "Many women lust after the idea of being with a man. To the point where it drives some of them crazy women like those you saw today. Like I said, it like being a junky but never being able to get your drugs." Her words made me think of the secret little bottle I had taken from the pharmacy, and I wondered what the hell I would use them for, anyway.

      "When I touch you," Nadia said, her voice hoarse, "it becomes more powerful, almost… overwhelming."

      "Overwhelming how?" I asked, taking a sip of my beer.

      “Make me crazy… mad.” Nadia shook her head, “I go to bed, this all too much.”

      "There is only one cure for this sickness," Vanessa said, looking at me with a cocked eyebrow.

      Is she suggesting what I hope she’s suggesting? I thought to myself. This was all coming at me pretty fast, but I could still add two and two. There was something inside me that leaped at the news, some new raging inferno of desire to plant my seed in as many women as possible, but I beat it back with willpower and determination. Not wanting to seem like the lecherous asshat that I always felt inside I was.

      "Can I try something on you, Nadia?" I asked my words, pausing her in her tracks as she went to head upstairs.

      “You can do as you like,” her words were sad, and I took her in now with a discerning eye. She was tall and full of hip, and with a bust that matched her proportions. Her long blonde hair was pale, almost white, eyes a pale blue, high cheekbones, wide mouth, and full lips; achingly beautiful. This woman so confident and powerful in action was endearingly vulnerable about feeling desired, or at least that was the read I got from her. She was dressed in a tight green army shirt and combat fatigues that were tucked into stiff black boots; her long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail.

      I walked up to her, reaching out my hand and let my fingertips touch her cheek ever so slightly. The instant skin to skin contact was made, her pupils flared wide, and her skin began to suffuse with blood.

      "Mhmm…" she moaned out softly, and as I dragged my fingers away, she knelt slowly, her hands up almost as if in supplication. Vanessa was stepping to the side to watch, nodding to me with a smile that grew, adding a touch of hunger and desire with each moment as she watched the tall, beautiful blonde, her eyes sliding between Nadia and me.

      “Why…? It tortures to have the pleasure ripped away.” She tilted her head back and looked at me, eyes widening as I slid my hands over the waistband of my pants. As I pushed them to the floor, I felt that beast within rear its mighty head, flooding blood to my cock as I grew into steely harness in seconds. I pulled my shirt over my head and threw it aside.
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      My brain was buzzing and foggy with desire as I beheld her buxom beauty, the smell of her hit my nostrils and mad lust overtook me. I had never felt such an overwhelming need to breed, as my hand slid down to cup one of her soft cheeks. The woman's eyes dilated with the contact, and a whimper escaped her lips. I saw her large nipple press against her top, and as my eyes were drawn down to her large breasts, I heard Vanessa from where she sat in the one chair.

      “Take her Adam, she needs it, master her!” The words were the key that unlocked the gates of my restraint.

      I pulled the woman's shirt up over her head with her help, and even before I had thrown the garment to the side, she was unhooking her bra and releasing twin massive pale globes of tender flesh. Her heavy breasts, easily double' d's, swung free, and I felt an overwhelming need to taste her flesh. Pressing her back to the carpet with one hand, the woman spread her legs wide, untying her boots with quick, sure fingers as I gathered one great breast in hand and wrapped my lips around the sizeable rubbery nipple.

      “Oh!... O Bozhe!... Oh God… what you doing to me!" she was twisting and writhing as my fingers traced across her naked flesh. As my fingers gathered in the waist of her pants and dragged them down her wide hips and toned legs. Then my face was between those pale, gorgeous thighs, and my tongue hit her sex. The scream ripping out of Nadia's mouth as my tongue made contact with her was deafening. Lost in my madness., the scent of her driving me wild with desire. It was all I could do to go down on her for even a moment longer. I was between her legs, the beautiful blonde dragging and pulling me up her as my cock slid along her soaking wet lips.

      "Please, sir… Please… YES!!!!" I drove into her with a powerful thrust, feeling her warm depths cradle my cock and wrap it in delicious tightness as a powerful orgasm hit her. Her arms wrapped around me, and her thick lips found mine. It was wild, passionate, and desperate sex like I had only had once before, earlier in the day with Vanessa. An overriding impulse drowned out my judgment, and as my cock swelled and pulsed, I wanted nothing more than to fill this woman’s womb with my seed.

      “I… Feel… Every… O Bozhe!... Bozhe!!!!!! AAyyyeeeee!!!!” She screamed and clutched me tight to her as I came within her. Her body so locked up in intense joy that I felt her milk every last drop of cum from me. Then she went slack, her head lolling to the side and eyes rolling back into her skull, just as Vanessa had.

      My mind began to clear from the fog of desire. I rolled over, sitting up and looking around myself as if coming out of a dream. Beside me was a tall, nude, busty goddess. Naked and with her hair now a mess, a pair of panties dangling from one ankle as her chest heaved, beads of sweat dotting her pale smooth skin. The sight was so incredibly sexy I felt my cock stir again, unbelievably.

      What is going on with me? I wondered.

      Then I saw Vanessa in the one chair, her legs spread, and skirt hiked up, her white panties on the floor as she worked her pussy with one hand, eyes locked on my slowly rising cock. I smiled at her, and she grinned. The grin was turning to one of joy as I crooked my finger to her. She stood and pulled her white top over her head and dropped her bra and skirt to the floor. Standing before me, her body revealed for the first time, I let my eyes linger on her curves and bits, letting her know how much I appreciated her beauty.

      She walked up and went to squat down over my crotch, but I lifted one arm between her legs and pulled her pussy to my lips, tasting her. Once again, the scent and taste of the woman drove thought and reason from my mind. Her surprised cries of pleasure as I got her off, spurred me on to lick and touch her more, exploring her depths. Then I could take no more and gripping her hips pulled her down on me. She yelped in surprised joy as my cock drove home in her in one thrust, and then her hands were on my chest, holding herself up, her firm breasts pressed together, showing off her puffy pink nipples to perfection.

      Eyes closed, Vanessa rode my cock with building pleasure, her shoulders tensing and head drooping as the pressure built in her more and more. Then I felt a hand on my face turning me, and Nadia was raining kisses on my face and mouth, kissing down my neck and chest as she mumbled words of thanks and pleasure. I reached over for her wide hips and pulled her fur covered muff over to my face, feeling my cock pulse and thickened as I took in the taste of her. The two women clutched at one another, their lips interlocking as they cried out in pleasure. I felt my cock pulse and balls tighten, and then a toe tingling orgasm hit me, and I felt and heard them as Vanessa came on my cock and Nadia on my tongue, rubbing her soft pussy on my chin as she climaxed.

      I should have been spent. I should have been exhausted. However, the mad desire within me was barely slaked. Both women were groggy, and Vanessa scarcely conscious as I moved from beneath them. Nadia turned to look at me while biting her bottom lips, and with a smile of submissive desire, she arched her face forward, tongue extended, and wrapped her lips around my cock. I groaned out in pleasure as Nadia softly and gently sucked my cock clean, bringing it to steely hardness in moments.

      She was definitely less experienced at giving head than Vanessa, her skill inexpert and raw, but she was enthusiastic. I took hold of her hair and drew her off my cock and slowly pressed her face down into the carpet; she smiled broadly, and I saw her flex her hips, rolling her large butt enticingly, and I got behind her, lining my cock up to her soaking pink slit. I had barely touched her wet lips when she pushed back on me, swallowing my cock in one push into her warm depths. Hands-on her wide hips, I fucked the large woman with long, powerful strokes. Loving the cries of pleasure and mumbled words of encouragement and devotion, she spewed out.

      Vanessa rolled to her knees, and her thick gorgeous hair hanging down, so sexy and tussled as she crawled over to my side. Standing on her knees, she pressed her nude body to my side, her tits pressing against my arms and her lips finding my neck as she pushed my ass, driving me on to fuck her friend harder and harder. I dropped a hand to the dark-eyed woman's pussy, and my lips met hers, the passion intense. When my orgasm hit, we all cried out in pleasure and collapsed there on the floor, panting, exhausted, and for the moment, at least sated.

      Vanessa had a large bed in the upstairs bedroom, just a king-size mattress on the floor with a pile of neatly folded comforters. The three of us staggered upstairs, and I felt my cock grow hard again as I saw Nadia's wide white ass swaying before me as she climbed ahead of me. I don't know where the sexual drive came from. Perhaps I, too, was falling victim to the imperative to breed as much as possible. By the time we got into the bedroom, my cock was hard as a rock and I stopped Nadia at the edge of the bed, bending the tall blonde over.

      "Again? You animal!"

      She cried as I slid my cock up her wet lips and pushed the fat head into her dripping depths. I took a few quick hard thrusts, and the woman was cumming on my cock, and I pulled Vanessa over, bending her over beside Nadia as I moved over and behind her. The two women kissed, Nadia dizzy and weak with pleasure, Vanessa desperate and hungrily French kissing the other woman. I watched them make out, which was a sight I had never dreamed of seeing in the old real world. Two gorgeous and dignified women, kissing passionately and desperately as they begged me to fuck them.

      Soon we were on the bed, and Vanessa was beneath me, her slender legs pulling me into her in hard, fast thrusts as we both screamed out in pleasure, the orgasm rocking the mattress. We passed out there, each woman cuddled up to my side, even as they nodded off their soft lips kissed the skin of my chest and stomach, our dreams swirling with visions of passion and lust.
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      I woke the next morning to the incredible sensation of warm, wet, sucking heaven enveloping my cock. My eyes fluttered open, and the truth of this new mad reality hit me as I picked up my head from the pillow and beheld a sight out of the greatest fantasies. Gorgeous and darkly beautiful Vanessa was deep throating my cock, her face relaxed and happy as she bobbed gently on my dick, cupping the head of my cock in her throat. Lying beside her was the beautiful blonde Nadia, holding back Vanessa’s hair and watching the other woman in awe. She noticed me lift my head and met my eyes with a look of smoldering passion.

      "She has talent," Nadia said to me, and Vanessa pulled up off my cock, kissing the tip as she looked up at from between my legs with a big smile.

      “Morning big boy,” she said, and she licked and bit her bottom lip. She held my cock at the base with one hand, and Nadia took the opportunity to turn and kiss and suck the head into her mouth.

      “Jesus… you ladies are amazing… an amazing way to wake up… Mmmm that feels so good, Nadia," I said, and the woman purred in pleasure at the compliment. I saw Vanesa's pretty face moved down and sucked one of my balls into her mouth. Her tongue was working across the sensitive skin, and then I felt my dick throb as my orgasm approached.

      "I'm going to cum," I said, my voice breathless.

      “Mmm, let us taste it, baby," Vanessa said as she licked up my shaft. Her tongue flashed across Nadia's lips, and the larger woman let my dick free of her mouth. Their two tongues sliding all over the crown and teasing me as Vanessa's hand stroked my cum from me. The fountain of pearly spray shot out, trapped quickly by both of them as they took turns drinking it down.

      I fell back on the bed, panting, and watched both Vanessa and Nadia sit up, and both women were trembling as they swallowed and licked up the rest of my cum from each other's faces. Holding each other, they turned to look at me, and I could see wonder and awe in both of their faces.

      “Every time I taste your cum, it is more and more delicious," Vanessa said, shaking her head, "and even though I enjoy giving head, I've always hated the taste of cum… and texture."

      "I like it always," Nadia said with a big grin, then she shook her head, "But yours gives me power, lust, and energy. I feel like I can run 20 miles.”

      "Me too," said Vanessa, and her eyebrows drew down in thought, "there is more going on here than we know. I mean, last night got wild; I did not understand what was going to happen.”

      "It was wild," I said, nodding, "but it was also the greatest night of my life. You both have no idea how amazing that was.”

      “We know,” Nadia said with an even bigger grin, “we were there. Is like my body explodes, I lose control, wake from the dream of the pleasure you gave me and feel complete.”

      "Yes," Vanessa said as she moved over to the edge of the bed and passed a bottle of water around for us to drink, "I feel the same, well said, Nadia. I need to talk to Trish; she might have an idea about what’s going on.”

      We each spent a few minutes in the bathroom, and as I sat on the toilet, my mind spinning with questions, I had few answers to. I knew a few things for sure now, and one of them was that I was a lodestone to danger and attention in this new world. I also felt deep down that going to the lab in Berkley was a good idea. It's why I had never really fought back at being taken into custody for experimentation. It's not hard to get poked by needles, and if it could help in the discovery of a cure or vaccine, all the better.

      Vanessa had stashed an ample supply of baby wipes, and we all cleaned ourselves up. I felt surprisingly refreshed afterward. I dug through the pile of clothes and found a nice set of pants that fit perfectly and a couple of t-shirts and a thick sweatshirt.

      Nadia and I then hauled supplies into the back of the Escalade, a couple of flats of bottled water, bags of apples and other fruits, as well as trail mix, energy bars, and even a couple boxes of candy. While we did that, Vanessa went around the neighborhood siphoning gas from parked cars and filling her large gas canisters. While we had a few minutes, I went to a couple of the neighbor’s houses and after a few simple re-wires to their garage door openers, poked my way through the stuff they had left behind. I didn’t find much of interest in the first two garages, but the third I hit the jackpot.

      The owner must have been a backpacker and rock climber because I recognized a lot of the gear, and it was high-end stuff. Titanium carabiners still in the packaging, Mountain Hardware sleeping bags hanging neatly along a wall. Digging through the cabinets, I found neatly ordered plastic tubs helpfully labeled, and I felt like a kid in a candy store. I snapped up a Jetboil stove, a portable solar panel and inverter, a down Patagonia jacket that fit perfectly, and a small swiss-army style connector that should connect to both my laptop and phone. I grabbed a few more things that I knew would be useful and not take up much space.

      I got back to the car just as Vanessa was pushing the last fuel canister into the back. With a nod to the back seat, I hopped in, and she leaped into the passenger seat. I noticed the car was loaded with weapons and ammunition and felt relieved.

      Nadia drove off once more at a speed that felt far too fast for these residential streets. But we saw almost no one. The sprawl of suburbia was a vast empty graveyard of a world that until a couple months ago had been full and teaming with life. All that was left now were birds and the occasional cat or dog.

      “Which way are we heading north?” I asked as we left the subdivision.

      "We need to head east, and then north, we take residential streets, and then we can cut across to Interstate 10 and get a good bit north before we have to cut over to the coast," Vanessa said. I realized Nadia had an earbud in and was listening to navigation on her phone.

      "Then we head up the coast? That seems to constrain us against the ocean," I said, frowning.

      "You're right, it would,” she said with a nod of approval, “but we need to get something in Santa Barbara, or someone that is.”

      “Who?”

      “Dr. Shiv Gupta, a geneticist. She and Trish were collaborating before their communications were shut down. If we can't get to her, it won't be the end of the world, but if we can, it will certainly increase the chances of success and speed of the discovery,” She glanced at me in the back seat and said, “Don’t worry things will be ok, we’re armed for bear.”

      "Just a few of my toys," Nadia said with a big smile.

      I didn’t say anything, but I didn’t feel worried. I pulled out my laptop, plugged it into the USB-C port in the car, and saw the power charger turn on, the low voltage from the carport wouldn't fill my battery, but it would keep it from dying. I slaved it to my phone's hot spot and searched for any cell towers with power. It might take a while, but now that I didn't have to stress too much, I was free to crack my knuckles and get to work.

      I saw the green ping pop up in the corner of my MacBook’s screen and realized I had been working on the script non-stop for over forty minutes, but thankfully it was nearly done. It had taken a minute or two to get back into the computational thinking, but like riding a bike, it came right back. I pinged the tower again, getting its signature and finding it in my databases, and was able to relay through it into a network.

      The network was unfamiliar to me and reading through the jumble of text, CSS, HTML, and JavaScript that I was able to view from its source, it looked like backend pages for a social networking platform, but not one I had ever seen before. I didn't care too much what the site was, the part I cared about were their firewalls and security. I needed information, and whoever was running this site must have something, emails, data, hell, even a journal or digital diary would give me some clue as to what was going on elsewhere.

      I modified my script to the parameters of the site and, after a quick review and test run, was able to run it. From the speed and direction our car traveled, I had roughly twenty minutes to get in and out of the network. Then again, I could try on any other system I could access. I wouldn't say I am a hacker, because that term is pretty silly. Still, network security is a relatively simplistic branch of computer science, at least the types of security used on most networks. I wasn't going to try this on a major government or corporation, and besides, it would be straightforward for anyone with a bit of knowledge to trace my breach back to my computer. But I wasn't worried about any of that, not after a pandemic apocalypse, and besides, I had the NSA with me.

      Glancing up, I saw Vanessa had a tablet open and was reading through documents on it super-fast. I look from her paper map to our position on Nadia’s map ever once in a while. I saw her glance back at me in the seat and frown slightly then look back to her documents, shaking her head slightly. I had assumed a vacant expression, like someone watching a movie or show when she looked at me, and I didn't bother to correct her assumption. I liked Vanessa, respected the hell out of her, and trusted her, but something told me it would be wise to filter whatever information I found through myself first. It would be a currency in this new world. Perhaps I was overthinking it too.

      My blinking cursor halted, and I felt a surge of joy as a list of directories appeared. I quickly dove into them, not bothering to read anything, just ripping it all over to my hard drive as fast as it could transfer. It only took a few seconds of quick typing to line up all the downloads. Then I sat there once again and waited.

      “Are you watching porn on that thing?” Vanessa asked, “You’ve been staring at it for over an hour.”

      “I like porno,” said Nadia, "Which one?"

      "It's not porn," I said with a shrug, "I was just searching for a network," but Vanessa interrupted me with a wave of her hand as she spoke.

      “Don’t bother; there hasn't been anything to connect to for weeks. How much farther until we need to fill up Nadia?"

      “An hour then fill her up, never let it drop below half,” Nadia said, and Vanessa gave her a big grin and undid her seat buckle and stashing her tablet in her bag, she turned to climb over the middle armrest.

      “What’s going on?” I asked as I set my laptop on the third row, careful with it as always.

      Vanessa’s eyes were smoldering as she crawled over the console. She had changed from the ridiculous pho-school-girl outfit and into a pair of shorts and a tight t-shirt, still with the worn-in combat boots. As she slid into the back seat, she pressed me back into my chair, and I felt the desire surge like a wave within, a tide that pulled me up to meet her. Lips locking in passion.

      “Nadia,” Vanessa threw over her shoulder as she sat back and pulled her top over her head, dropping it on the floor of the Escalade, “I promise to drive the next hour.”

      “Deal!” The woman said as she adjusted the rearview mirror to watch the action unfolding behind her.

      Vanessa smiled that dark sultry grin of hers, and I matched it, her hands pulling my clothes off slowly as she kissed my skin and I hers. We took turns pleasuring one another, and her moans of pleasure as I let my tongue linger on her sex were music to my ears. She rocked atop me for long minutes, slow and languid. She was pressing her firm breasts into my face to suck, kiss, and caress as she rubbed her clit up against me. My hands held her hips and fondled her firm ass cheeks, and as she orgasmed, they clenched up so firm my hands couldn’t even dig in a centimeter.

      She recovered slowly from the powerful orgasm, and her dreamy expression focused on my face, raining kisses down on me. She slithered down between my legs, promising me the blowjob of my life, and I could hardly deny I was about to receive just that. She took her time and used all of her vast skills to draw out and enhance my pleasure. When I drew close to cumming, she climbed back into my lap and sank on the steely cock, both of us moaning out as her tightness stretched around my girth. I came in no time, and the two of us held each other on the seat for long minutes, hands lightly touching one another’s skin as we calmed.
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      Nadia found an abandoned parking lot and pulled the Escalade in. Vanessa and I helped her fill the tank once we had dressed, and I had stashed my laptop. We all grab a few snacks and water for the remainder of our drive. Then Vanessa hopped in the driver’s seat, but not before pulling Nadia into a tight embrace and kissed the other woman with smoldering passion. When she pulled away, she looked at me and winked, glancing down at my hard dick tenting my pants and laughed before climbing into the driver’s seat. Nadia followed me into the backseat, stripping off her combat fatigues and tight shirt the minute Vanessa revved the engine and peeled out.

      Nadia was desperate, her whimpers of need wordless as she pulled me down on top of her. Our hands fumbled at my pants, the scent of her wetness filled my nose, and I was lost in desire. Animal rutting and grunting was all Vanessa could hear from the back, that and the wet sound of our sexes slapping together. Nadia was so worked up from watching and heading Vanessa and me in the backseat that she got off powerfully and almost immediately. Her meaty sex was clamping down on my organ as she gripped me close and then relaxed into unconsciousness. When Nadia regained herself, with me holding her gently and stroking her face, she blinked away the fog, and her eyes filled with love and gratitude.

      The large blonde woman pressed me back into the seat and scooted my ass forward, then she took my cock and wrapped her large breasts around it. Giving me the incredible sight of her large soft breasts sliding up and down my shaft as she watched my face, smiling in delight at my every twinge of pleasure. She brought my hand up to the back of her head and guided me to take control of her. I took her pretty face in between my hands, fingers flexing in her scalp as I brought her thick lips down over the head of my cock.

      Her tongue slithered around the crown, teasing me as I began to fuck her mouth slowly. I felt her relax and give herself over to it, her humming throat and shivering body on in sublime submission as I used her. I fucked her face with growing desperation as my orgasm drew near and pulling her head back I stroked my cock, watching in awe as the cum shot out and across her chin and cheeks, her open mouth swallowing down what she could as the rest hit her big tits. Then I released her, and she sucked and licked my cock clean, not stopping.

      I sat back feeling like a king as Nadia gave me head for a long time. She whispered about how desperate she was to drink more of my cum. I accommodated her two more times as we drove through the afternoon. Vanessa watching with growing lust as the pretty blonde assassin gave herself over in submission to me.

      It was the glow on the horizon that put a stop to our fun. Nadia and I dressed quickly, the woman whimpering in sadness as my hard cock slipped from her mouth. Then she was all business when she saw the fires and figures moving around in the darkness. Vanessa pulled off the road and cursed softly.

      "This way was supposed to be clear," she said, glancing at the phone's map.

      “That was the intelligence I got,” Nadia said, slipping into the passenger seat and pulling out a pair of handguns and checking their load.

      “Then it looks like the raised freeway is our only option,” Vanessa said, “It is dark and vacant.”

      I pulled out my laptop and searched quickly. Finding to my surprise that there were three working cell phone relays or towers in the area. Using the three for triangulation, I set the closest one to log all the devices currently pinging it. I set up a script to parse the locations and populate a simple 2d field and then overlaid that on a map of the area.

      Vanessa and Nadia had decided on backtracking for half a day and heading even farther east. She started the car and was backing up when I had the data laid out on the map. Glancing at the map on the cell phone, I noticed something strange.

      “Wait,” I said, “this doesn’t make sense.”

      Vanessa pulled off the road but left the engine idling in case we had to take off. She and Nadia turned in their seats to look at me curiously. I turned the laptop so they could see the screen.

      “What are we looking at?” Vanessa asked.

      "Pass me the phone," I said, and when she did, I held it up next to the map on the screen, “This here is the same map, these red dots are devices connected to a network that is operational here.”

      "There is a net up?" Nadia asked, and she pulled out her phone, checking.

      “It’s not a cell network, but they are using the cell towers to pass their signals around, enough are working to get location data, and so I located all the devices connected to them, and this is where they all are." The red on the map concentrated on the elevated freeway, and there was only one before us off to the side of the road.

      “Does this make sense?” I asked.

      Vanessa smiled like a cat who had gotten the cream, “It does if we are looking at a trap.”

      “Yes,” said Nadia nodding approvingly at me, “So obvious now, we almost fell in.”

      “Good work, Adam, and you’re right, Nadia," she said, peeling out quickly and heading straight at the burning barricade, "We almost fell into it.”

      As we sped down the street, I saw several heads poke up from the low wall of the elevated road and watch us speed past their trap. A lone woman stepped out from an alley and lifted a rifle. Nadia already had the window down on her side and calm as if she was swatting a fly. She leveraged herself up and out the window, bracing herself against the door frame, and took quick aim with one of her pistols.

      Three quick shots rang out from her before the other woman had her rifle up to bear on them. I don’t know if all three hit the woman, but one certainly did, and she spun away, a line of blood shooting out of her neck. Nadia calmly sat back in her seat, closed the window, and pulled on her belt.

      “Three?” Vanessa asked with a smile.

      "You Americans and your one shot one kill," Nadia shook her head, grinning, "Better to be certain. In Russia, we know." Vanessa just laughed hard as she smashed the Escalade through the burning wood pallets and out into the space beyond.

      These women are fucking insane! Adam thought at the same time he was whooping for joy at being alive and free. They drove on into the darkness, and far behind the headlights flicked on, and engines revved. Adam looked back and saw Vanessa looking in the rearview mirror with a feral grin.

      “If they set a trap for us, then they know who we are, or at least where we’re going. So, there is no point in losing them in the city. We push on and fight if we have to.”

      A dozen ideas floated through my head, but I rejected each of them for one reason or another, then decided that Vanessa was right. The best course now was either to push on or abandoned the mission to Santa Barbara. None of us were ready to do that just yet, so we drove in tense silence — the darkness outside feeling oppressive as it hid all from our sights but the narrow path ahead. Dimly in the distance was the yellow light of cars chasing us.

      We arrived in the late evening, pulling into a large empty parking lot near the southern end of the small campus. Vanessa said the doctor would be in her lab, packed and expecting us. Then we would bolt out of here. She hopped out of the car and dashed across the parking lot without a look back. I felt my stomach churn in fear as I was parted from the older, capable woman for the first time. A white rectangle of light appeared as she opened a door and stepped in.

      Several long seconds passed, then there were several yellow flashes of light from inside the lab, and just as I heard the pop, pop, pop of gunfire, the lights in the parking lot shut off.

      Nadia didn’t curse or give any sign of alarm. Calm as could be, she slid into the driver’s seat and threw the car into gear. Just as it began to roll, there was a crash as the driver's side window broke inward and a thunk, then the vehicle veered wildly to the right. I had the pistol in my hand, and my backpack secured just as the glass near my head shattered, and I felt a needle enter my neck. Then the world went black.
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      My head was pounding, and my neck ached. I blinked, and it felt like there was sand beneath my eyelids. I tried to rub them but found my wrists secured, my legs as well. I peered around myself in the dim light and saw I was lying on a large square mattress dragged to the middle of a church. I tried to lift my head, and my neck ached something terrible but ignoring the pain, I peered around and saw that all the pews pushed around, and the alter was gone. The crosses were taken down and replaced with a strange symbol of a pink circle with a blue dot in the center.

      “The sleeper has awoken!” Came a woman’s voice calling from the doorway and in chorus outside I heard dozens of voices repeat her as if in catholic service, “The sleeper has awoken.”

      “Rejoice for the hour is here!” The woman cried out, and once more, the chorus repeated her.

      "Praise be to God! Sisters, we have come here to complete the noble task our Lord set before us!"

      “Hey!” I shouted, “Where are Vanessa and Nadia! Let me free! What the fuck is going on!”

      “Our time of sacrifice is over!” The woman in the doorway continued, ignoring me, “God’s plague has cleansed this land! Just as his flood did in time of yore and we righteous few shall rebuild his world, this time in HIS image!”

      "What the fuck…" I whispered and pulled and tugged on my bindings, trying to break free.

      A soft hand slid across my cheek, causing me to jump in fear and turn my head to look. A young woman, maybe a few years older than me, her face sweet and innocent, peered at me, pupils dilated oddly, one large and the other tiny. When I tilted my head to peer at her, trying to get a read on her sweet innocent face, the hand on my cheek twitched and snapped my jaw shut. I tasted the chalky, metallic taste of a pill and tried to spit it out, but her fingers were iron, and they manipulated my throat, and the damn thing was sliding its dry way down. She giggled sweetly and then released my face and moved back out of my field of view quickly.

      “Hey! What was that! Who are you?” I pulled and twisted at my bindings again, but to no avail.

      The woman still shouted outside, now about some order or privilege or some such. I couldn't care less about what craziness these people were into. I needed to get the hell out of here. I looked around, my neck on fire but ignoring it as I scanned the church once again. I didn’t see the young woman again, but I saw a door in the back of the hall that was cracked open and within, shadows moved. The whole thing felt ominous, and the panic and fear that had been a small seed within I had been forcing down, now bloomed into a nasty, snarling vine that clenched at my throat.

      Then, for some reason, the fear and worry felt silly and a far-off concern. I just lay there feeling my head spin into happiness as the speech of a crazy woman washed over me, causing giggle fits.

      I’m giggling, I thought, and that made me laugh harder, I’m giggling? I don't giggle, and that snapped me out of the spiraling high. I breathed in through my nose, my mind muddled. That pill was something powerful, and I was feeling high as a kite, but I fought to maintain and stay aware of my surroundings.

      The woman outside had finished speaking, and I saw her walk into the church. It was easy to pick up my head now, my neck no longer hurt. She was a short wide woman wearing a black cloak and hood. She stopped at the foot of the bed, and I saw a stream of women enter behind her, making their way single file around the room.

      "Like school," I said, speaking my thoughts out loud in my inebriated state, "we would walk into assembly just like that."

      "Yes, Adam," the woman at the foot of the bed, whose voice I recognized from the speech, said, "we are here in assembly, and this will be an education. For us all."

      “Why?” I asked. Hadn’t I meant to ask why they drugged me?

      "That is a very wise question, Adam, and one I do not have an answer for. Only the truth of what occurred is known to us. God judged us all; you felt his hand in that plague; we all did. He left those who he judged righteous with exactly what we need to create a world free of sin.”

      The overwhelming nature of the high changed, and the euphoria shifted. I felt my heart pounding and smelled a strange odor. Glancing to the side, I saw a small trail of smoke floating through the air. The ground was thick with it, and the women had all knelt and placed their foreheads to the floor, breathing deeply of the strange fumes.

      “You are god's gift to us, Adam." The woman said, her voice soft and filled with righteous zeal.

      "No," I said, shaking my head, then my skin lit a fire, and my toes went numb, "I feel… odd."

      "That is Salacim. It will take another minute or two to begin to have its full effect, and then you will realize the truth of my words."

      “Salacim? Please are Vanessa and Nadia safe?" I asked, struggling for clarity.

      "Your friends live; we would never end the life of one God has chosen. However, they have yet to see the light and will not be joining us tonight. The Salacim is a gift from our good doctor," she held up a hand and motioned to the back door I had seen before, “all have partaken. You will see why soon.”

      "What are you going to do to me?" I asked, a small sliver of the fear of returning.

      “You are Adam Reynolds, who at the age of 13, scored perfect on the SAT, who at the age of 16 lead his high school soccer team to the state championships… and lost." She said, but there was no hint of judgment in her voice, simple fact.

      "You are tall and handsome… gorgeous with those green eyes and black hair. God has gifted you to us, Adam Reynolds, and we will not deny him that pleasure… nor ourselves.” She finished in a whisper that held such sweet promise. I felt my body straining at the bindings in my desire to reach out and take her.

      My mind began to swirl once more, and my nerves were raw, aching for contact. The shirt and pants touching me felt dead and lifeless. I licked my lips, tasting salt, and realized I was sweating, and more than that, my dick was like a steel bar, it ached as it pressed against my pants. It was so hard that the confining slack hurt something terrible, even over the drugs.

      Suddenly a gong sounded and off in the distance the humming of a choir. My mind lost in the madness of my surroundings. Then the girl was back, her innocent face somewhat hidden by the hood, her pupils still so oddly dilated. Her quick, sure hands undid my pants, and then another woman joined her on my other side, the two of them freeing half of my body from the confining garments. I twisted my shoulders, and they both grinned at me. I smiled back.

      The girl from before had a sweet chubby, cherubic face, and her friend had a slender mien with large doe-like eyes that had a strangely hungry look to them, almost feral as she and her friend stripped off my shirt. My hands were free for one moment and then not, over and gone before I could even think to react.

      The woman at the foot of the bed spoke more, her words rolling over me. I felt amazing and even better when the first woman climbed atop me. Her body hidden beneath a black robe, and her face shadowed beneath the hood. But as she touched my skin with hers, I smiled at seeing the shock register in her stiff form, and then she bent over, face appearing before mine, twisted in blind need. Her hips thrust down, and my cock swallowed into wet, hot heaven, and my ear pierced by screams.

      Sound once more came rushing in as the woman riding me clutched at the blankets, her dignity gone. I could tell the woman who had been speaking was shocked too at the reaction and held up one hand as if to signal others to stop this, maybe. I just smiled at the world and drove my hips up; my dick throbbed and deposited its first load of the evening into the woman. Her cry turned into a scream of such sharp pleasure it reached a pitch, her head thrown back, eyes wide and mouth agape, then she toppled over, unconscious.

      "Next…" I said, my grin lose and silly, my mind loopy and my dick diamond hard and ready to go again. Whatever this drug was, I felt my balls aching as they churned with more and more cum.

      “His divine hand at work!” The lady cried. I was shaking my head, trying to say the words ‘Science’, but that's not what came out as they dragged the woman off me, and another took her place.

      "Scss… uhh… mmmhmmm…" was what came out of my mouth.

      I went to grip this woman, but my hands were shackled, and I grunted in frustration. Thrusting my hips up into her and feeling her narrow vagina grip and shudder around my cock. This woman was large and heavy, but she rode me like a goddess. As she leaned down and her thick chocolate lips met mine, I felt her large breasts press to me, and I sucked hungrily on her bottom lip and tongue, her tongue buried in my mouth, her hands in my hair as I fucked up into her with powerful thrusts, matching her rhythm perfectly. We came together, the sounds of our great need and slapping bodies filling the room.

      Soon another came, and then another. The smoke filled the room, and the music throbbed in the background. I felt hands sliding along my skin from the side and first one woman and then another, pulled my hands into their hairy wet pussies, and my fingers were massaging and exploring. Then my tongue put to work as thick thighs slid to either side of my face. Always my balls ached, my heart raced, and my mind swam trying to make sense of it all but always reveling in the mad orgy.

      All was chaos when the woman in charge came last, her body trembling and shaking, her thighs coated in her wetness. I begged, and they released my arms, then with a mighty laugh, I pulled the woman beneath me; her robe up and thick thighs spread I was inside her in one thrust. Her cries shook the rafters, and I have no idea if her prayers were answered, but mine certainly were.

      Looking around, I saw women all wrapped around one another and in various states of dress. The light was dim, and I saw white, black, brown, tanned, and all color of flesh as the orgy gained in intensity. The woman beneath me was unconscious, and I felt a bell go off in my head.

      I blinked, my cock raging hard still and could only think of one woman I wanted above all others, Vanessa. Where was she? I looked around and saw my backpack against one wall. I wandered my way over to it, all around me, women reached out and touched me. Stopping to partake in one dark and sexy Indian woman, I emptied my balls for a second time into her womb.

      Then when I staggered up from her, a slender woman slid her hands up my thighs, I smiled down at her and slid one hand to the back of her head and pulled her thick lips up my cock. I watched her long face swallow my cock, her eyes going wide as she was unused to this act but was feeling herself at this moment. I guided her, and when she glanced up, I smiled down and showed her how much pleasure she was giving me. I lay her back and with gentle and exploring tongue and digits, worked her to a screaming orgasm.

      Crawling a few feet closer to the backpack and saw a perfect round ass bent over before me. The ass spun, and a pretty young Asian woman smiled at me in glee, her friend pressing me down with her, the three of us kissing as I pulled the Asian woman’s hips over mine and entered her, she rode me hard and fast, knowing exactly what she wanted. Her friend was a thick pacific island girl who was shy but turned into a wild cat when I had her bent over and her gorgeous wide ass rolling before me with each thrust.

      I picked up my backpack finally and sighed at its reassuring weight. Then with a smile, I stepped out into the cold night air, nude and feeling the chill air on my skin. It felt amazing and then she was there, my Vanessa. Eyes wide and hand fighting mine off as I tried to press her back down on the ground. I couldn’t understand what was going on as she pressed clothes into my hands. I dropped them and let my hands slide over her body. She cursed softly, and I felt a sharp stab in my thigh, glancing down; I saw her pulling a needle out of my leg.

      "You shot me," I said, smiling, and that was the last thing I remembered before darkness took me once again.
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      I woke trembling like a leaf and surrounded by darkness. My entire body covered in cold sweat and back aching from my awkward position. I tried to shift and straighten my legs and found I was trapped in by walls. Panic took hold as memories returned, and a hand slipped over my mouth, cutting off any cries. Then I relaxed as a familiar voice breathed in my ear.

      "Quiet, they might be close," Vanessa said, and I nodded to let her know I understood.

      My heart was racing, and my nerves were on fire. I felt the sexual energy still coursing through my veins, trying to cloud my mind and override my judgment. I took long minutes to get myself under control, taking deep, slow breaths.

      "How are you?" Vanessa asked carefully. I was all too aware of her body pressed to my back. I drove down the impulse to jump her bones with a force of will.

      “I’m doing better,” I whispered, “sorry for earlier. I don’t know what they gave me but it’s… powerful."

      “Don’t worry about it. We’ll get out of here soon. It’s been a couple hours since I heard anything.”

      “What happened to you back in the lab?” I asked, craning my neck behind me to see her in the faint light from the closet door.

      "It was a trap," she shook her head angrily, "the doctor was part of it, these crazy bitches are starting an old testament cult here, and the whole thing was a trap to kidnap you. They locked me in a cell, but I managed to escape, and that's when I found you."

      “Do you know where Nadia is?”

      “She is being held with their converts. There is a building where they have about half a dozen women who didn’t agree with their new rules.” She sniffed, “They have someone preaching to them endlessly about the new world order or something.”

      "Yea, I've heard the sermons," I said, remembering the zeal in that woman's voice and then the madness of the drug-fueled orgy.

      “Come on,” Vanessa said, sliding the closet door open and slipping free, “let’s get the hell out of here.”

      “We need to rescue Nadia,” I said.

      "Adam, my mission is to get you to Berkley. Nadia will be able to get herself free. She is more than capable."

      “We aren’t leaving anyone in the hands of these women," I said, feeling myself grow stubborn, "I'm not saying we have to free all the women who don’t want to be here, but I’m not leaving her in their hands.”

      Vanessa’s face got hard, twisted with annoyance, and she glanced out the window. We were in a small maintenance room on the bottom floor of a building. The park-like campus spread out before the windows, and just off to the right was one of the main roads in town. It was dark and cold out, but the first faint glow of dawn was staining the sky over the hills.

      “Fine,” she said finally, “but we do it my way. In and out and then back on the road.”

      "Sounds good to me," I said, relieved she had agreed.

      Vanessa had scavenged two sets of the black robes, and I threw one on, doing my best to strap my still mostly hard dick down between my legs. I hefted my backpack, and we slipped out of the room. We didn't run. Instead, we walked side by side at a slow, measured pace. We were a hundred meters away from the building when we saw another figure dressed in robes. It raised its hand in greeting, and Vanessa did the same, turning us down a branching path.

      My nerves were nearly ragged, and my heart raced in my chest, but I kept my shoulders relaxed, and my pace slow. The woman we passed didn't give us a second glance, and soon we were approaching the theatre hall. A woman was standing outside, she had a book and was reading beneath the moon’s dim light. When we approached, she glanced up from her book; her gaze searching as we drew close, trying to make out our faces within the hoods.

      "Helen, is that you? Goddammit stop being so creepy-,” Her voice cut off when Vanessa drew within range and lashed out with her fist, bouncing the back of the woman’s skull of the wall and then grabbing her before she could slump to the ground. I took the other side of the woman, and we hoisted her into a sitting position, head slumped, and book toppled to the ground. With the appearance as if she had fallen asleep.

      We slipped into the theatre to find it empty. We made our way quickly to the backstage area. Here, too, it was empty. I started to worry that they had moved Nadia, and we wouldn't be able to find her when there was a sound from deeper in the complex. Vanessa pulled out her handgun, and I did the same, flicking off the safety and feeling my heart hammering so hard it felt like my chest would burst.

      Vanessa motioned me to stay close as she slipped down a short set of stairs and into a dark hallway. We made our way down it silently, testing each door we passed and finding them all locked. As we approached a wide opening in the hall, we heard the telltale sound of a boot scraping on stone. Vanessa motioned for me to stop and slipped forward by herself. She poked her head around the corner, and I saw her body tense. She glanced back at me and held up two fingers, indicating two people and then tapped her gun. They were armed too. I saw the grim look of determination on her face and sensed she was steeling herself to commit deadly violence.

      This was all my fault, and if Vanessa killed those women, it would be on my conscious. I had an idea suddenly, and reaching out, I gripped Vanessa's wrist and held up a finger. I passed her my gun and stood up. Dropping the black robe to the ground I stepped free naked. Vanessa's eyes widened, and I saw her questioning look, and I motioned for her to give me a few seconds then come out. I took a deep calming breath and stepped out from the hallway and saw a short corridor ending in two double-locked doors.

      “Halt!” A tall woman robed in black shouted, lifting a long shotgun and pointing it at me as she did. I saw her eyes widen, and the gun lower even as the other shorter wider woman spun surprised, her gun forgotten in her hand.

      “It’s… you!” The first woman said, just as the second whispered.

      "Bless God!"

      “I have come,” I said in a deep throbbing voice. Letting my will relax, I felt the remaining effects of the drug hit me again. My cock rose hard and steely, and I saw both women begin to tremble like leaves as I approached them.

      “You… you shouldn’t be here.” The second woman said, glancing at her companion, “should he?”

      “You would refuse the blessing?" I asked, my voice tinged with anger causing both women to cringe slightly. Then I was standing just before them, both were pretty older women, and I lifted my hands. Each woman froze as my gentle fingers reached out and grazed their cheeks. I saw pupils dilate as their breathing deepened, my desire rising to meet theirs.

      I had fingers at the back of the tall woman’s hair and pulled her lips to mine. She relaxed in my grip, her body conforming to mine, even as her companions slipped her arms around my waist, her thick body pressing tight.

      “Oh, blessing upon us," the shorter woman said I dragged her dress up and with strong hands, spun her wide ass around, "Oh God! Fuck me!”

      She hissed even as I lowered my hips, and the tall woman slid a soft hand up my cock, her eyes wide as she pressed the head to her friends soaked pussy lips. Then I was in and hammering the woman hard. It took only moments for my drug-fueled cock to empty its balls into her meaty pussy. She cried out in ecstasy, and I felt her slump to the ground in my grip, even as her friend pushed me down onto my back.

      The tall woman stripped free of her black robes and tossed them aside. I heard a jingle of keys even as her long slender body slid down me, accepting my dick into her tight embrace. This woman was brutal in her lovemaking, pounding fists and biting teeth, and it wasn't until I had a hard grip on her ass with one hand and had spanked her other to a cherry red that she came, body locking up in pleasure and passed out.

      I left the two women lying there, and Vanessa ran from around the corner. I dug through the robes and pulled out the keys, even as the first woman was coming around. Vanessa began tying them up and gagging them as I pulled on my robes and unlocked the doors. Inside were six women huddled down trying to sleep, one smaller figure sitting alone in the corner, and one tall blonde woman stalking back and forth in the back.

      "Adam!" Nadia called as she ran forward. I was thrilled to see the beautiful blonde, but there was no time for pleasantries.

      “We have to get out of here fast,” Vanessa said to Nadia. The other women stirred, and she looked them over, “If you wish to escape, you better go now.” Several looked around confused, with blank lost expressions, while the smaller woman and another stood quickly and bolted along with us back down the hall and up the stairs. We started to run through the theatre when there was a shout from the entrance, and a gunshot rang out.

      "Don't hit the man, you fool!” A shrill voice cried.

      Vanessa cut to the side and threw open a side door, and the five of us burst free, running pall mall across a courtyard and up a set of steps. A second shot rang out, and I saw one of the women who had been following us cut to the right, her face painted with fear. The smaller woman, face and body hidden beneath her robes, stuck to Nadia’s side as we ran. Vanessa was leading us back to where we had first parked the Escalade, but turning the corner around the cafeteria, we all skidded to a halt when we saw the large gathering of armed women, dressed in combat fatigues milling around. There were several black-robed women under armed guard, as the armed women searched the car.

      “Shit!” Vanessa said, "our only chance is to lose them all in town. Come on!" She spun on her heel and led us to the town’s main road. I felt my lungs burning and my legs dragging with each step. My body didn't want to cooperate and was strangely out of shape. It didn't make sense to me; I could fuck for hours now, but got exhausted after a quarter-mile jog. I put my head down and focused on getting one foot in front of the other as we jogged up a street and turned into a residential neighborhood. The sounds of yelling women and gunshots rang out from behind us, and we all ducked until we realized it was coming from the campus.

      Vanessa looked us all over and shook her head, “We need to find a place to rest, and plan.”

      The woman who had followed us from the theatre said, "I know a place near here!" Her voice was high pitched and sweet, and as she motioned down the road we were on, her hood fell back and revealed the most angelic blonde I'd ever seen. She looked familiar, and as I was trying to puzzle it, Vanessa held her gun up with a narrow-eyed glare at the girl.

      “It’s safe?”

      “Yes!” The girl said, her face pale, “the coffee shop I worked at when I was a freshman, they never lock the doors, come on!” She glanced fearfully at each of us, her eyes widening when she saw my face within the hood. But Nadia was already moving with the girl.

      “Come Vanessa, Adam, we have no other choice," the two ladies lead us down the road and then turned a sharp corner into a little hippy alley. There was a single table and chair outside, and the girl true to her word opened the small coffee shop, and we all piled in.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

        

      

    

    
      I collapsed into a chair, panting, heart racing, and saw Loren do the same. Nadia and Vanessa searched for the building. There was a back entrance that was locked and a stairwell that climbed to the roof, where a small herb garden grew. Once the search was complete, they declared we were safe for now.

      “You can stay with us as long as you don’t slow us down or get in the way. You understand?” Vanessa asked the petite blonde girl. She sat huddled in one of the big plush chairs scattered around the small hippy coffee shop. She looked up at Vanessa her big blue eyes shining with unshed tears, and she nodded before hunching her shoulders and dropping her head again.

      “Looks like they followed from San Diego,” Vanessa said to Nadia, “I recognized some of those women around the car from the hospital.”

      “This whole town is becoming a trap,” Nadia said, “and we have no idea who or where they are.”

      “Get some rest,” Vanessa said, “all of you. I’ll keep a watch and figure something out.”

      Nadia fell into a chair, her exhaustion suddenly plain to see, and she was asleep in moments. The small girl huddled into her black robes and drifted off slowly, casting nervous glances around the room at the slightest sounds. Every time I saw her, I felt a shock of recognition, but I couldn’t place her. I’d certainly never been friends or met a girl as gorgeous as her. She was the type of round eyes, blonde perfection that a man usually doesn’t forget.

      The drugs were still coursing through my system, making sleep impossible, so I pulled out my laptop. There were a lot of networks up in the area, and from digging through them, I was able to find out a little of information. The local police department's equipment had been hijacked and was being used by the Cult of the Old Testament, as I thought of them. The women had fanned out throughout town and were searching all the buildings. I got up and went over to where Vanessa sat, gazing out a window.

      “You need to see this,” I whispered, and sat next to her.

      "Adam," she said, glancing from the computer to me, her eyes filled with awe, “you hacked into their systems?”

      "Not really," I said with a pained expression, "well kinda, it's not hacking. They don't have any security, so as long as you can detect a network's activity, I can ping it and get information.”

      “That is incredibly valuable,” she frowned, “this is the other part of what you were doing in the back of the car?”

      "Yes," I said, not bothering to hide it or feel embarrassed. I saw her frown changed to grudging respect, and she nodded. I then looked down at my laptop and began reading through the information and messages.

      "They have secured most of the northern part of town it looks like and are searching the buildings… I wonder…" Then she pulled up my monitoring program and plugged in a long series of credentials. A network appeared with a DD.XXX ID.

      "Department of Defense?" I asked, and Vanessa nodded.

      “It appears that the other group of women have been using this to organize, they must be run by former marines from the looks of these ranks. The women were spread across the southern half of the state, searching for you. But they're all converging on Santa Barbara now. This is bad…" She shook her head and went back to reading through the information. I tried to stay awake, but suddenly the drugs drained from my system, and I felt sleep drag my eyelids down. I passed out in the soft chair, feeling completely drained.

      I was woken by a gentle shake on the shoulder and started up. Instantly awake and aware. Vanessa calmed me down with a soft hand on my back, and I settled back in the chair.

      “We need to get going soon,” she whispered, “but I’m still not sure what our plan is. Let me get Nadia up, and we can discuss it."

      “One sec,” I said, noticing something strange on the laptop screen. I pulled it over and pulled up the area map, “Is this the militaries network?” I asked Vanessa.

      “Yea, what do you see?” She looked over my shoulder as I pulled up my locating script and overlaid it on the map.

      “This signal out at sea, where is it coming from?”

      “That must be an old military base, probably a supply and weapons depot out on the Channel Islands," she looked at me and saw what I saw getting at, "that's brilliant, Adam!" She gave me a big kiss and then hopped up from her chair and ran up the ladder. I followed her up and onto the roof in the dim evening light. We could make out the marina filled with boats.

      “So we steal a boat and head out to the island under cover of darkness,” she said, “we will need maps to navigate, and we should pack food and water just in case, but we can then head north along the coast and find a safe place to land, or fuel up.”

      “That sounds good,” I said, “are we bringing the new girl?”

      “Why?” Vanessa said with a sly grin.

      “I was just wondering,” I said lamely, “she might be a burden, might want to leave her here.”

      “This isn't a rescue mission, but if she wants to come and isn't completely incompetent, then she is welcome to it. I'm not going to leave anyone in those crazy women’s hands who don't want to be there."

      “Good,” I said, agreeing with her sentiment.

      “Or else what?” She asked me, sizing me up.

      "Or nothing," I said, "Look, I'm not trying to take charge or anything just because I'm the only man left. I couldn't lead us all on this long trek. But I've been thinking,” I turned to look her full in the eyes, “This mad world is changing around us. I used to be able to run 7 miles at the drop of a hat. Now I can barely make it a quarter mile without having a heart attack. I used to jack off maybe once a day. But now… I feel like I can go for hours and hours. No matter how much I cum, I can get right back up… what happened in that church… Vanessa, it was insane. Sure, the drugs were part of it, but I think I could have done all that even without them.”

      "What are you saying, Adam?" She asked with a concerned voice.

      “I’m changing just like you and the rest of the women, but I don't know where it's all leading. The only thing I know is you're mostly sane now, and so is Nadia.”

      “So, you want to go fuck all those crazy women, like the guards earlier and… cure them?”

      "No!" I said, waving my hands, "I won't be anyone’s prisoner anymore. I also won’t do anything against anyone’s will. I need to figure this out, though.”

      “I know,” Vanessa said, and I could tell from her hard nipples and deep breathing that our conversation was getting to her, “but we need to gather more data." At my raised eyebrow and smile, she held up a finger, "We need an uncompromised subject, and I have just the idea."

      She stood and climbed downstairs, waking Nadia and Loren. She put on a pot of coffee, using the little gas burner to boil the water, while she told Nadia about our plan. Loren sat silent and watchful the whole time, looking from Vanessa to Nadia to me.

      "I like the plan," Nadia said, "so long we get to the boats and get away without seeing. If they follow us, all they need is a faster boat."

      "We'll leave at 3 am, that should give us the best chance of escaping undetected," Vanessa held up one finger and turned to Loren, "there is one thing we need to know for certain, however, and that's whether we have a traitor in our midst."

      "You can't think…," the girl said, her big eyes going even wider, “Those crazy women were holding me captive!” She looked to Nadia for support, but the tall Russian woman just gave the small girl a thoughtful frown, "Please Nadia, you have to believe me! You saw how they treated me; you can't leave me here!"

      "Why they treat you so bad?" Nadia asked the girl, then turning to me, and Vanessa said, "Is true they beat and curse the girl nonstop.”

      “It’s because they’re jealous," her anger slipped slightly, and the girl's face fell, "or they were… before the world went crazy.” She flipped her long blonde hair over to the other side of her head and blinked up at Vanessa, the motion triggering a memory in me, and I suddenly remembered how I knew her.

      “You’re Loren from Instagram!” I said in shock, feeling my heart clench. She looked over at me and gave me a condescending smile.

      “You know her?” Vanessa asked me.

      “I used to follow her,” I said, my cheek going red as I remembered staring at her perfect posts in awe of her nubile beauty, “she had like 20 million followers or something.”

      “29,” the girl said with a smug smile.

      “Why they follow you?” Nadia asked, looking down at the girl in confusion.

      "Forget it," Vanessa said, "I guess that takes care of one question, now to answer the other. If you want to travel with us, then you need to agree to a little experiment, Adam, and I want to try out.”

      “What experiment?” The girls said, looking back and forth between us. I was staring at her like a dumb ass with my mouth agape. I had been obsessed her for over a year. Thirsting after her posts, like millions of other guys and girls, and now here she was, sitting right before me. Dirty and a little disheveled and with her body completely hidden behind the loose black robes.

      “What do you think of Adam here?” Vanessa asked, putting an arm around my shoulders.

      Loren turned to look full at me, and I saw her gaze soften slightly before tightening, and a frown turns down her lips, "Looks like a nice guy, decent body. No offense, dude, but you look like the type of guy that has too many brains and too much awkwardness for me."

      I chuckled uncomfortably at her honest and accurate words, but Vanessa shook her head.

      “You are wrong on most of that,” Vanessa said, “but I wouldn’t expect a girl like you to see the worth of a real man,”

      Then she pulled me into a fierce kiss that lasted and lasted, the heat building in us both until it was all I could do not to throw her down right there and have my way with her. I felt her hand slip into the black robes I still wore and cupped my balls and cock, then she pulled away with an effort of will. Vanessa was panting, her chest heaving, eyes wide with desire as she pulled back and walked over to Loren. I struggled to master my passion and seeing Loren's eyes shying away from mine. I felt my heart crushed.

      “Now,” said Vanessa, stopping before Loren and reaching out to stroke the girl’s cheek with the hand a moment before that had been holding my balls, "tell me what you feel for our Adam?”

      The reaction in the slight girl was instantaneous. I saw her form shudder as her nostrils flared, breathing in deep. Her thin legs parted, hips rolling back as a low moan came from her throat. She closed her eyes and then opened them wide, looking straight at me, and I saw the artifice of her personality fall away, revealing the nineteen-year-old girl she was at heart.

      “He is hot,” she breathed, “he is the type of guy I always loved in high school but who would never talk to me. I wanted him the moment I saw him, and I hate you because he obviously likes you," she glared up at Vanessa as she spoke now, "Is that what you wanted to hear?"

      "Yes, in part. I knew you were lying, girl. It's obvious to any woman who knows what to look for. But what I really want to know is how you feel… what is your level of… desire?"

      “Do you feel like you will die if you don’t fuck him?” Nadia asked, nodding at Vanessa and catching onto what she was searching for.

      “No…,” Loren said, “I’m mean… no.”

      “What?” Vanessa asked her when she sensed the hesitation.

      “I… you know, thought he was hot," she glanced at me and gave an apologetic shrug, "but I'm not a sexual person, sorry."

      "Did that change after you smelled him?" Vanessa asked her, and the girl shifted uncomfortably in her chair, glancing around and blushing slightly.

      "No…" Loren said, but even I was unconvinced.

      “Can I try something?" I asked the girl, and she looked at me and shrugged. I crossed the coffee shop and walked right up to her chair. Bending down in front of her, I observed her. Her nostrils flared, and eyes widened, and I saw her moisten her bottom lip. Her body grew tense as I reached out one hand slowly and dragged my fingertips down one perfect smooth jawline. The moment my fingers touched her skin, it was like a fire lit within my body, and I saw her response as well. Her pupils dilated and breathing became heavy.

      “Holy shit…” she breathed.

      "Tell us what you feel," Vanessa said, sitting next to Nadia.

      "It's like all the nonsense just faded away," one of her small, slender hands lifted to touch my cheek, but I pulled back, and I saw her react as if she had been stung, hurt and surprised. Then she went on in a softer voice, "Our purpose is suddenly crystal clear to me. I'd been so wrapped up in everything I lost… I didn't realize what we could build… I want you, Adam… I fucking need you… Jesus… I’ve never felt so alive!”

      I looked over at Vanessa, and she was nodding along with Nadia.

      “It was the same for me,” her eyes met mine, “although it changed after we had sex, the sharp need was tempered. This is what Betsy was talking about, the Species Imperative, working to fix the wrong that pandemic made.”

      “Yes,” said Nadia, “I feel stronger now, healthier and happier since you bred me.”

      I looked at Vanessa, and she smiled broadly, glancing from Loren back to me and nodding slightly. I saw her settle back in the chair, her muscular legs widening slightly. I glanced back at Loren to see the girl’s big beautiful blue eyes looking at me with desperate need. Her face was so beautiful; it nearly broke my heart. She saw her effect on me, and I saw her smile widen into devilish delight. Then she was up, ripping the black robes off and standing before me in just a tiny pair of white panties.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

        

      

    

    
      The girl looked up at me with smoldering eyes, her tiny, slender body drawing my eyes like a magnet. She smiled in delight as my eyes traveled up her slim legs, over her narrow hips and flat stomach to her firm little breasts capped in hard pink nipples. She bit her bottom lip, nervous and shy for just one second as I stepped up and pulled her into an embrace. My brain exploded in joy as I felt her thick, soft lips press against mine. Then it was all need as I ripped my robes off with one hand, the other gripping her firm little butt as I picked her up and pressed her back into the chair.

      “Oh, this… this is so wild… I've never felt like this… I need you so bad, baby!" Her slender legs wrapped around my hips, and even as I was settling us onto the couch, I felt her small hand grip my cock and press the fat head to her little pussy. I didn't even realize she had pulled down her panties, and they dangled from one slender ankle. The sight of her tiny, gorgeous body and face beneath me, desperately pulling my cock deeper and deeper into her depths nearly made me cum right there. As it was her pussy was so tight, I felt like she was going to rip my dick off when she began to cum.

      "I'm… I'm cumming!" Her entire body tensed, and then her nails were clawing into my back and ass, pulling me into her, "Please baby… give it to me… I need it…"

      My orgasm hit moments later, and as I flooded her with my pearly essence, she came again, gripping down on me hard nails raking across my back before her whole body went slack and she slumped into the chair. I was panting as I struggled to pull myself up, then I felt a hand on my shoulders and hips, helping me.

      Vanessa was there, her warm breath in my ear as she told me how sexy it had been watching me as the hot little blonde fuck, even as Nadia sucked my wet cock into her hungry mouth. She cleaned the girl's cum off my cock and got me to rock hardness in moments. The tall blonde woman stood and turned around, looking back at me hungrily over one shoulder as she placed my cock against her wet pussy. I drove into her with powerful thrusts, loving the sight of her big wide ass as I pounded her. Vanessa stood at my side, kissing and touching as I got her friend off to a big orgasm. Then I pressed the gorgeous brunette down onto the ground, stripping free of her clothes and slipping between her legs. I took my time enjoying the feel of her, and before she came beneath me, stifling her screams, I felt a tiny hand slid between our bodies, teasing my balls and her clit.

      I rolled off Vanessa, and Loren climbed atop me. Her slow grin and soft eyes transfixed me. She knew exactly how gorgeous she is, and she sat back, letting me see her slender perfection as she rocked her wet lips back along my cock, letting the tip slip into her tight confines. My hands slid up her slim thighs and gripped her waist, holding her in a firm grip as she rode me, and I fucked up into her.

      Nadia was on one side, her hands roaming mine and Loren’s bodies, as Vanessa rolled over to my other side and sitting up, she slid one hand up into Loren’s gorgeous blonde hair and pulled her girl's lips to hers. Loren moaned out in pleasure as Vanessa kissed down her neck and across her breasts. Then the orgasm was tearing through me, the sight just too hot to hold it back anymore, and Loren screamed out in pleasure for one second before Vanessa cut her off with her mouth on hers.

      The four of us lay on the rugs of that hippy coffee shot and talked of small things before Vanessa forced us to get up and get ready to head down to the pier. I was pulling on a pair of pants and pulling a shirt from my backpack when I felt a small hand slide up my naked back. Turning, I found Loren standing there and looking up at me with a small smile. She pulled me into a hug, and I felt her sigh in contentment.

      "Thank you," she said into my chest, "I feel so amazing now, as if all my depression and worries are gone. I can think clearly for the first time in months," she pulled back, looking up at me, "and I've never… cum during sex… I didn't know it could feel that good!" She giggled and gave me a quick, tight hug before spinning away, her cheeks slightly red. Vanessa caught my eye and winked, and I couldn’t help the blush that reddened my cheeks this time.

      We packed up our gear, food, and some water bottles we scrounged from the shop. Then, covering ourselves in the black robes, we slipped out into the town in the dark hours of the morning. We didn't encounter anyone as we walked the mile or so down to the wharf. It didn't take long to find the right boat, and I was able to use my little jumper to hot-wire the boat, shorting the starter. The engine throbbed to quiet life, and after Loren threw the ropes and hopped into the back, Vanessa took us out of the berth and through the dark marina and out to sea.
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      The boat throbbed to life as it pulled out of the berth and into the marina. We crouched down low in the back while Vanessa steered us between rows of ships. I waited with bated breath for a cry from the shore, announcing the Cult had found us, but none came, and we got out into the open waters without being stopped.

      Vanessa kept us to a slow pace for as long as she dared until the ocean’s current began pushing us back towards shore. Then she threw open the throttle, and we took off southwest towards the horizon. Looking back, I saw lights popping on in the marina and saw several women running but wasn't sure if they had spotted us. The wind was freezing in the morning air, and Loren and I huddled together while Nadia moved forward with the chart to help guide Vanessa.

      It was a long cold hour before we saw the islands, and the sun was beginning to rise over the Santa Barbara mountains. Loren and I had sat in silence, each lost in our own thoughts. I was busy thinking of what we had just learned about the Species Imperative. I couldn't stop wondering if we had seen all the changes it had made to us survivors over the past few months. What we had observed so far was wild enough.

      I know Loren had her own issues she was dealing with. The girl was heartbreakingly beautiful, not just hot or sexy, but the kind of innocent round eyes, blonde beauty that caused traffic accidents when she walked down the sidewalk. In spite of all the privileges her beauty afforded her, she still had her struggles. Since the virus spread and our world crumbled around us, she had been treated poorly by those around her. Her beauty had been a source of conflict with the women of the Cult of the Old Book. Now she had joined with our strange party, for how long I didn’t know, but Vanessa and Nadia thought she would become a burden.

      “Adam,” she said, finally turning concerned big blue eyes on me, “can you promise me something?”

      “What is it?” I asked.

      "Promise that you won't abandon me to be captured by those women again," I felt her trembling in my arm, and it had nothing to do with the cold.

      “We aren’t going to let them take you,” I said, trying to sound reassuring.

      “I’m not stupid,” she said, but I heard in her voice that she was self-conscious of this and not entirely sure of her intelligence, "We’re going to be in more crazy situations like back there, and I don't have training. I'm not ready for any of this. Please promise that if you need to leave me, and I understand if you do, that you'll leave me someplace safe."

      I looked deep into the small girls’ eyes and saw a sea of fear and stress there. I wished to my core I could give her the reassurance she needed, but I also couldn't lie to her. I shook my head and frowned in sympathy.

      “Loren, I have no idea what's in store for us," I hugged her closer and kissed the top of her head, “But I can promise that I won’t leave you. I'm not like Vanessa or Nadia. I'm not trained or skilled in this stuff. I'm just some college kid who happened to resist the virus. Just do your best to help and not be a burden, that’s what I’ve tried to do, and no one can fault you.”

      "Ok," she said into my neck, her breath warm, "Thank you, Adam, I appreciate your honesty." I felt her lips press into the sensitive skin, and my body responded to the touch. I held her closer, loving the feel of her slender beauty in my arms.

      “I see docks!” Vanessa cried back to us with a grin on her face.

      Ten minutes later, she was slowing the little speed boat and angling it into the docks. Loren and I stood and looked around. The island was covered in jagged rocks and thick woods, with a small dock, boat launch, and what appeared to be an empty little office or store beside them. The docks were empty, which was a good sign, and we couldn't see any life on the island.

      “Where are the supply depots?” I asked Vanessa.

      "I don't know exactly, but we should be able to find a road, some signs that will guide us. The island is small, maybe two miles long and one mile wide.”

      “We lost all our ammunition,” said Nadia, scanning the shoreline and the trees with narrowed eyes, the morning sun illuminating everything. “I’ll be happy when we get more.”

      "What's that?" Vanessa asked, looking over the side of our boat as we settled into a berth.

      We all looked over and saw the outline of a boat sunk at the bottom.

      “There are more over there,” said Loren, pointing to the other side of the dock, “It looks like someone sank all the boats.”

      “Who would do that?” I asked.

      "Someone who didn't want anyone to leave," Vanessa said grimly, "This boat doesn't have enough fuel to make it to Catalina. We're either going to have to chance it or head back to shore. I say we push on. We need these supplies. There should be enough fuel, MRE’s, weapons and ammunition to get us up to the San Francisco Bay.”

      We shouldered our packs and with a wary eye to the tree line, hiked up the dock and across the small parking lot. There was a dirt service road leading back into the island, between two low hills. We made it several hundred yards before a woman stepped out into the road ahead of us. She had a shotgun in her hands, casually pointed in our direction and an odd way of standing and not quite looking at us.

      “Stop there,” she said, "Go no further unless you want to get yourselves shot. I wouldn't reach for that sidearm blondie. There are a dozen barrels trained on you right now.”

      Nadia let her arm relax and dropped her hand from where it had crept up to her holstered gun. I looked into the tree line nervously and but saw nothing.

      “We’re here for supplies," Vanessa said in a loud, clear voice, her hands out at her sides, "Just trying to get my friends here up to the Bay Area, who are you?”

      “I’m Ellen, and this is our island, and those are our supplies.” The woman grinned a hard smile, "I advise you to turn around and head back to your boat. Unless you plan to try shooting your way to them in which case,” she ratcheted her shotgun dramatically, followed by a dozen cocked or ratcheted guns in the trees surrounding us.

      "We will head back to the boat," Vanessa said, stepping backward, her hands still up, "No need for anyone to be jumpy."

      “They have a man Ellen!” A voice shouted from the tree line, followed by the crash of branches and a small teenager stepped out, her shotgun trained on me and an enraged expression on her face, “We should kill him!”

      “What do you see, Becky?" Ellen, her face scrunched in consternation, and I realized why she looked off and to the side when she spoke to us. The woman was blind.

      “It’s a man alright,” came another voice from the woods.

      “Bring them before the Queen,” Ellen said, her words firm and final. Then she turned and walked back up the road, unfolding a white cane as she went and tapping the ground.

      A dozen women came out of the tree line, all holding firearms of one kind or another. Three even had M4's; military issue rifles. The first woman, who still glared at me angrily, never gave her name but motioned us forward with a glare. None got too close, and we had no other choice than to do as they said.

      “Let’s keep our heads down for now,” Vanessa said, her voice dripping with frustration, “and our eyes open for a way out.”

      Nadia glared around at the women coming out of the forest, and I watched her, wary of how she might respond. She was hiding it well, but I knew she was extremely frustrated about being captured by the Cult of the Old Book. I saw her anger turn to scorn and then a sneer. She tugged at Vanessa's elbow and nodded her head at the women. Vanessa looked around, and I did the same, taking in our captors for the first time.

      As I looked them over, I saw a group of attractive and very in shape women. Their hair and makeup looked expensive, even out here on this island in the middle of civilizations’ fall. Several women had noticeable large fake breasts, and others had signs of plastic surgeries. They were mostly older women, but several were in their early twenties. None of them looked like soldiers. If I had to guess, I'd say they all looked more like country club mothers and daughters. One odd thing, each woman wore identical brown dresses of loose fabric. It looked like rich material, cut short to show off a bit of leg and leaving their arms bare.

      They marched us up the dirt service road until it wound around and over a small hill. The path led to a small valley with two large slate grey buildings in the center. A smoke fire trailed up from between them and spread out and around, filling the whole of the valley were tilled fields. They had cleared the trees out and were planting different crops in several sections. Another dozen women in brown dresses moved through the fields, planting and tending to newly grown crops. Way up on the valley rim, I saw the twinkle of solar panels in places where they could maximize sun exposure.

      "You’ll show proper reverence to our Queen," the angry young woman barked, then she glared at me, “especially you, man.”

      "That's enough, Arrow,” Becky said from the back, but the girl continued to glare daggers at me and finger the trigger of her weapon.

      They halted us a hundred paces away from the buildings, and I could see they had begun to build a village around them. Small wooden structures were going up, and a deep pit behind one of the buildings was being laid with stone to line its floor and walls. Many women paused in their work to observe us, and when a couple noticed what I was, an excited murmur sprang up from around the village.
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      We only had to wait for a few seconds, and then a small gathering of women came out of one of the buildings, Ellen amongst them. They were stately and dignified, one and all. At their head was a woman that dwarfed all around her in terms of beauty and poise. I felt myself staring and was unable to look away. She wore a crown of green vines and small white blossoms and wore the same brown dress as all the rest, but the way she wore it…

      She must have been in her forties, near as I could guess. Flowing down her shoulders and back was jet black hair contrasting with a pale gray forelock, almost white. The contrast was striking, but her enchanting beauty didn't stop there. Her eyes were a pale green, almost transparent, lips thick and ruby red. The drab dress did nothing to hide the body beneath it. Her hips were wide and swung hypnotically as she walked. Not out of artifice, she was just that type of woman. Her breasts were massive and swayed with delicious firmness and weight beneath the dress. Her arms and legs were slender and tone, like someone who had done yoga their entire life.

      Looking at the women arrayed around her, I saw more of the same. Each was beautiful and, like the younger women who had captured us, had the aura of the rich and powerful. They all had the appearance of country club wives, mothers and daughters.

      Their queen and her attendants stopped before us. She stood poised, eyes traveling over my face and form, giving nothing away before she looked over the others in calm regard. The women behind her whispered amongst themselves with a mixture of expressions. The queen looked over the other women with me until her gaze settled on Vanessa. She gave a slight nod, and Vanessa grinned back with a wry smile.

      “We welcome you, sisters,” The Queen said, in a voice so rich and cultured that it sent shivers down my spine, “to our small piece of paradise, the Queendom of Gaia.”

      “Queendom?” Vanessa asked with a smirk, “Interesting.”

      “I am Queen Lysenia. The women of this island have seen fit to confer the title on me. Who might you be?” Vanessa gave our introductions, and the Queen gave everyone but me a gracious nod. She didn’t glare at me, but her gaze was certainly not warm.

      “You women have brought chaos into our midst,” the Queen said as she regarded me, “We never thought to have to deal with another man again, most of us had hoped never to. But we can't give you supplies or fuel to get to the Bay Area. If you wish to go south, then we are willing, but there is nothing for you.”

      "We just came from down south," Vanessa said, "and have to get this man to Berkley, if you don't supply us then we'll head back to the mainland and go overland."

      "I have no desire to stop you, women, from doing that, but I would caution you, we have sent emissaries and scouts to the Bay Area, and the place is empty of all life. We don’t know where the survivors have gone, but there is a dark aura to the place." She waved her hand in a strange gesture, followed by the women behind her as if they were waving away a foul odor or aura.

      "You say you have no desire to stop us, women," Nadia said with a dangerous tone, "And what of Adam?"

      The Queen lost her small smile and looked at me once again. Her beauty nearly intimidated me, but after all I'd been through the past few days, I stood up straight under her gaze. One of the women behind her stepped forward and whispered in her ear, and I saw the Queen grimace and nod reluctantly.

      "Your Adam, you can take with you, but not until after… those who wish to be bred have done their… business with him."

      "What?!" Vanessa and I said at the same time. Nadia gave me a speculative look, and when I looked beside me, I saw Loren smile and nod.

      “You would force Adam?” Vanessa said with a dangerous edge to her voice, “We’ve been down that road already, and I’m not sure we’re going to accept that without a fight.”

      The Queen's look grew pained, and she waved a hand as if to brush aside Vanessa's concerns.

      “None here will take anyone without their consent. This is a paradise of feminine ideology. But I would ask that you give your man a chance to give the gift of life to any who might want it. Is he married to one of you?”

      "No," I said, angry at being talked over, "I'm not. And if you want me to do something for you, then you should ask me."

      “Oh, so you’re in charge, then?" The Queen said.

      “No,” I said with a frown, “but I am in charge of who I sleep with, for the most part, at least."

      “And what say you to these options?” She asked me, her gaze trapping mine.

      “Give us enough supplies to get past the Bay Area, farther north, and then we can find a safe place to land and come down to Berkley," I said, thinking on my feet.

      “So, you ask for more than you wiser companion?" The Queen said with a smile of scorn, “That’s a typical male response.”

      “And,” I went on as if I hadn’t been able to finish earlier, “you send a couple of your scouts with us, and we will let them take the boat back to you and report on all they find with us.”

      I saw the woman pause at that. Say one thing for her: she might not like me, but she knew wisdom when she heard it. She turned back to the group of women behind her who already spoke amongst themselves, and then with nods all around, she turned back.

      “That is an acceptable plan, so long as all here agree to it,” Vanessa and Nadia were nodding, but Loren shook her head.

      "What is your problem, girl?" Vanessa said with a look of annoyance.

      "They must all sleep with Adam before we leave," Loren said in her sweet voice, the words stunning all who heard her. There was an uproar from Arrow behind us, and I heard several of the other women scoff. The Queen herself snorted in derision and shook her head.

      "That will not happen, girl," the Queen said, "I don't know what game you're playing, but few enough here wish relations with a man. Those few who dream of a child may want it, though."

      "You don't even realize it," Loren said, looking around herself as if seeing all the women for the first time, "I guess I didn't either, but it's plain to me now."

      "What are you talking about?" said the woman who had whispered in the queen's ear, and with a start, I realized she was a famous movie star.

      “I know who you all are,” Loren said, “I came from the same world as you Brentwood, Bel Aire, Malibu. I look around this group, and I see all the same women I knew growing up in the gated community in Malibu. But none of you are acting right; you're all crazy. I don't know if it was the virus or changes that happened to us after it, but it’s plain to me you’ve all gone insane.”

      The queen looked at the girl like it was she who had lost her mind. Then she laughed along with all the rest of the women. The only people not laughing were Nadia and Vanessa, who looked around warily. They had been nodding along with Loren as she spoke.

      "You think we're crazy, girl?!" The Queen asked, "It's not us that has gone crazy. It's the entire world! Every man we knew and loved passed away in weeks. Sons! Fathers! Husbands! All gone and buried and nothing left in their wake except for giant empty houses and canned foods in the pantry. No, it’s not us that has gone mad, it’ the world. We decided to leave the chaos of the mainland and build a paradise on this island. It had defenses, water, and supplies, enough to get us started. We are planting a garden that will sustain us for the rest of our lives.”

      "Madness," said Loren, "You sank your boats, giving yourselves no chance to escape if things went wrong. One month after the virus kills the last person and you're on this island creating a feminist utopia? Doesn't that seem rather fast?" Several of the women behind the Queen glanced at one another as if realizing this for the first time, faces troubled.

      “How many of you masturbate two or three times every night before going to sleep?” Loren asked, and the women shared uncomfortable glances all around, "How many of you want to kill this man right now?”

      As she spoke, about a third of the hands rose. Loren's voice was casting a spell on the women, growing in volume and force, now dropping to just above a whisper, those in the back straining to hear. “And how many of you want to fuck this man right here and now more than you’ve ever wanted another man?”

      Another third of hands went up around the group, and more women were walking over from the village and fields, sensing something was happening. Vanessa saw what Loren was doing and nodded along. Nadia was on alert for any trouble hands hovering near her weapons.

      "The rest of you are so mad and confused by lust you don't know what to do, right Queen?"

      "How," the woman, so poised and elegant a moment before, looked shaken, "How do you know these things?"

      “Because yesterday I was just like you all are now, and then Adam touched me, and I saw just how crazy I had been. How the world has become."

      “What is the cure to this madness?” The woman behind the Queen asked.

      "I told you what you need to do," Loren said, her face grim.

      “Adam,” Vanessa said, “prove it to them.”

      I looked from her around the circle of women who had gathered some two dozen or so. I went to move, and several guns were raised and pointed at me. I held up my hands and very slowly set my backpack down on the ground.

      "I'm unarmed," I said, "So don't shoot." Turning to the angry girl, I saw her face red with fury, her hands trembling on the stock of her gun — definitely one who had raised her hand about wanting to kill me.

      “Your name is Arrow?” I asked her.

      “So what?” She asked belligerently.

      “You hate me and want to kill me?” I asked her, loud enough for all the rest to hear.

      “You just figuring that out, wiseguy?" She said in disdain.

      I walked up to her, and she stiffened in shock as I reached out and ran the backs of my fingers down her cheek.

      “Fuck you get aaaaaahhhhhhh," I saw her pupils dilate, and she lost her train of thought, a sigh of soft pleasure coming from her mouth as I stared deep into her eyes. Then I stepped back to my pack, still watching the girl. Her pleasure turned to confusion and then worry as she glanced around herself.

      "Arrow?" A tall blonde woman asked from behind the Queen, and I saw the uncanny resemblance between mother and daughter, "Honey, did he hurt you?"

      “No,” Arrow breathed, “Not that there’s just… something wrong with me, with us, oh god.”

      One of her hands had reached down and pressed itself between her legs without her even realizing it. A deathly silence rang out in the group, and I saw the puzzled expression on women's faces as they tried to figure out what the hell had just happened. The Queen stepped forward and approached me, stopping a foot away. I saw her eyes tracing the lines of my face as she breathed deep. Her eyes softening and cheeks reddening even from breathing in my pheromones for a moment or two, then she reached out, slipped a hand behind my neck and drew my head down to hers, our lips meeting.

      My shock at the kiss was dashed away by the shuddering pleasure that rippled through my body. My fingers were trembling, and cock grew rock hard from only the contact of her thick pillow-soft lips to mine and the feel of her hot fingers on my neck. I felt the older woman sinking deeper and deeper into the kiss, her tongue sliding along mine for a quick second before she pulled away with a gasp and a wide grin.

      She stood there, panting, chest heaving and the trembling fingers of one hand reaching up to her lips. Her eyes grew curious as she looked at me, her lips still smiling, then she nodded as if coming to a decision. All eyes were on their Queen, some in shock, some in envy, others in pure bewilderment. That’s when the sirens began.
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      The klaxon call of air horns rang out all over the island, and I saw all the women around us start, looking around for a second in confusion. Then they began to move as one. The Queen stood in the center of the chaos, shouting orders and bringing all into order.

      “Lacy, Taylor get to the gun emplacements and prime the rockets just in case. I want the comms team on the radar and radio, and engineering be ready with the land mines and the remote underwater mines. Gunners! Get in place, ladies. This is not a drill!"

      “What’s going on?” Vanessa asked Becky when she began to hurry us to one of the buildings.

      “That’s the warning of an attack coming, at least a half dozen ships in order to set off the island's warning system. Quickly get inside!"

      No matter how hard Vanessa or Nadia protested, the women wouldn't let them into the command building. They pushed us into a side room with no windows, and when Becky shut and locked the heavy metal door, Vanessa pounded on it once in frustration.

      “What are we going to do?" Loren asked, frightened, glancing up quickly at the screaming sound of a fighter plane overhead.

      “That’s the first airplane I’ve heard in months,” Vanessa said, eyebrow raised.

      “F-16,” Nadia said with a firm nod, tacking its path through the air through the concrete ceiling.

      “They sent out fighter jets?" I asked incredulously.

      "They really want you, Adam," Vanessa said with a hard grin, "Just two jets. I bet that's all the pilots they have or operational fighters.

      THUMP THUMP THUMP

      The sound of a great gun fired echoed around the island, and the ground shook beneath our feet. The four of us huddled down into one corner, Loren terrified and clinging to me. Even Vanessa and Nadia looked worried. As we waited, no more shots could be heard or felt, and the screaming sound of the fighter jets faded away.

      Slowly our heartbeats calmed down, and we waited. Sitting down on the cold concrete floor minutes turned into hours, and I fell asleep, nodding off from all the exhaustion. The door opening waked me, my neck and ass sore from the hard floor and walls.

      “Get up,” A woman with mocha skin and almond-shaped eyes said with a sneer, “On your feet, the Queen wants to speak with you.”

      We marched out across the small village and into the other building. The sun was just beginning to set, the horizon stained with a red-orange glow. Inside were several banks of monitoring systems that looked like a hodge-podge of equipment. There were modern computers and monitors pressed in beside old model radar detectors. In the center of the room was a wide table with maps, and a couple of laptops laid out on them. Onto the opposite wall, a map of the area was projected, showing the islands in green, water in blue, and three red dots of ships arrayed between the island and the shore.

      “They want us to hand you over to them,” Queen Lysenia said, looking at me.

      “Who are they?” I asked.

      “They call themselves The Protectorate, from what we can tell they're mostly former Navy, Air Force, and Marines." The Queen pointed to the projector, "They left a small guard force to watch the island, but Becky here says they will return with more ships and planes tomorrow.”

      “You fired on them?” Vanessa asked with concern.

      “No,” Becky said, her hands clasped behind her back as she stood watching a readout on one of the monitoring systems, “Just across the bow of their lead ships. They lost discipline then, several of the vessels breaking away and heading back to Santa Barbara, a couple heading down south to Los Angeles.”

      “Orders? Or a lack of discipline under fire?” Nadia asked with her arms crossed.

      “We think lack of discipline,” Becky said, “The fighter jets that flew by overhead weren’t intended for us, they went up to the Bay Area. Which makes me worry even more for what you all want to head into.”

      “I have been speaking with my council,” the Queen said, her narrowed eyes never leaving me. "about what to do with you. Some would like to see you get back on your ship and leave us. Others think we could get much-needed supplies and protections from the Protectorate if we handed you over to them." I felt Vanessa and Nadia tense at my sides. The women were still armed, and I worried they might do something precipitous.

      “And you, Queen?" I asked her, "What do you want to do?" I couldn't read her expression, but her eyes held mine with their hypnotic beauty. She was so flawless I still found it hard to form coherent thoughts when I looked at her. She ignored my question, though, and went on.

      “We’ve decided to perform our own test. Arrow still is upset and… insistent on agreeing with Loren’s proposal, but the girl is young and prone to volatile mood swings." The Queen motioned to the side of the room, to her group of councilors, and an older woman stepped forward. She was tall and stately with dirty blonde hair, large pale blue eyes, and a full sensuous mouth. Those eyes glared at me now, however, and she crossed slender arms beneath an impressive bosom.

      “Julia is one of our wisest and most secure,” the Queen said, her look upon the woman fond, “she is not one prone to changing her opinion without a strong argument. So, she will be our test subject to see if what you say is true. She also hates the very sight of you," The woman spit onto the ground, her hatred for me evident. “She will take you into her tent, along with two guards, to ensure you do nothing funny. We have decided to place our trust in whatever she decides after she's done with you."

      "I don't know," I began, but Vanessa and Loren cut me off at the same time.

      "Done!" They both agreed and glanced at one another with smiles.

      “I tell you now boy,” Julia said, “You will not lay one finger on me without my permission, or else I order these women here to shoot you,” she motioned to the two armed guards just inside the door, “As it stands now that’s the decision I’m leaning towards.” Her words dripped scorn and malice as she glared at me.

      “Julia,” the Queen warned in a soft voice and a fond smile, “we agreed to give them a chance.”

      “One,” said Julia, holding up a finger, “that’s all. Put him through the baths first, I can see from here he smells.”

      With a sigh, the Queen nodded, and motioned to the guards, “Show the man to the baths, I would speak with the others.”

      "We aren't letting you separate us," Vanessa said, looking at the queen.

      "You mistake me, girl," the Queen's voice grew hard and brooked no argument, “That was not a request.”

      I nodded to Vanessa that it would be ok and resettling my backpack on my shoulders, tried to remind her that I was still armed. She relaxed slightly and stepped back, removing her hand from her sidearm. The guards came forward and led me around to a small room on the back corner.

      The small room was all rough gray concrete with several showerheads attached to the ceiling, jury-rigged into place. There was a shelf attached to the wall with two dozen different shampoos and soaps. I expected to have a cold shower, but when I tested the water, it was steamy and hot. I felt a surge of unexpected joy at the prospect of a hot shower and chose to ignore the circumstances. The two guardswomen, each older, shorter, and dark-haired, stood just outside the door, giving me some privacy as I stripped and began to bathe.

      I took my time getting clean. I found some lovely smelling soaps and a loofah and scrubbed myself. The water was the perfect temperature, and the cascade soothed my muscles and stress. I thought back on the past couple of days madness and couldn't help but worry what our current situation might lead to. I needed to figure out a way that we would be safe and hopefully never captured again. Although I was beginning to think more and more, that was a pipe dream. I still had a trump card to play with the bottle of pills I’d stolen from the pharmacy that first morning, but I hoped I wouldn't have to use them. I was a little worried about what they might do to women, so changed by the Species Imperative. Eventually, I climbed out of the shower and found they had removed my old clothes to be washed. There was a robe, matching what the women wore, and I put it on, finding it to be very comfortable.
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      The guards led me away from the building and through the little tent village. I saw Vanessa and Nadia walking with a pair of other women, taking a tour of the place. The two women were pointing out various things about the community to my friends. They both noticed me and waved, Nadia's eyes concerned, but in Vanessa, I saw total confidence. I saw Loren on the other side of the village talking with a small group of gorgeous young women. She seemed to fit in here really well, and I was happy she had found her people.

      "This is Julia's tent," said one of the guards with an angry scowl, "don't go doing anything funny or stupid in there and force us to shoot you." Her finger caressed the trigger in a way that filled me with fear, and her companion glared even harder, her pretty mouth turned down in a hard frown.

      With a sigh, I nodded and stepped into the tent. It was a large canvas tent, with a cot on one side, a small trunk covered in blankets on the other, and two chairs set up in the middle of the room. Julia sat in one, and her hard gaze took me in as she motioned to the opposite chair.

      “At least you no longer smell like a sewer,” she said with a sneer. She relaxed when the two guard women entered and stood to either side of the door, weapons out, “The very sight of you here and alive when my husband… It sickens me to my core. How are you going to change my mind, young man?"

      “I am sorry for your loss,” I said with sincerity. The woman was beautiful in an elegant way, and I could see the sadness buried down deep beneath the unresolved anger. But twisting all of that was some madness that had ensnarled her thinking. "I know only what I've experienced and seen," I said and launched into my tale — letting the woman know all of the details, minus some of the more salacious ones. When I finished, she still looked unconvinced, her arms now crossed beneath her large breasts.

      “You’re our captives, you’d say anything to get free of us and continue on your way,” she said with a dismissive wave, “How can we believe any of that young man?”

      "If you'll permit me to try something?" I asked, and I leaned forward closer to the woman.

      "Careful there, boy!" Said one of the guardswomen angrily.

      “What are you trying to do?” Julia asked suspiciously, leaning back in her chair. She looked almost frightened, and I realized she was wary of whatever it was I'd done to Arrow. So I sat back, changing tack.

      “I want to kiss you,” I said, shocking the woman. I felt my heart racing as she glared at me, "but instead, I think you would be more comfortable kissing me. I promise not to lift my hands or move. Just one kiss. If, after you still hate me, then I'll promise to do whatever you decide, without argument, and get my two… dangerous companions to agree to it."

      "Nadia and Vanessa… what are they, really?" Julia asked, "They never said what they did before, and they seem far too capable and competent to be traveling with some frat boy college kid."

      “I was never in a frat,” I said with a chuckle, “Unless the frat house was the library, I was certainly there enough. Both Vanessa and Nadia are trained and world-class operatives. I don't know much about their background, but Vanessa was in the NSA, among other things, and Nadia worked for the KGB as an assassin and spy, I believe." Julia’s eyes widened at the confession, and she nodded as if she could see it.

      "You think one kiss is going to magically change my mind?" She asked, clearly not believing.

      I heard one of the guardswomen snort in derision, but I simply nodded. She looked at me for a long minute. Finally nodding, she stood quickly and leaned forward. Her cold fingers were taking the sides of my face as she leaned down. Our eyes were locked, and so I saw the change hit her plain as day. Her pupils dilated even before our lips met, and I saw her face turn from anger to disbelief, and finally to desire as her lips met mine. Her hands went from holding my head in place to sliding back into my hair, caressing me as her passionate kiss extended and extended. A soft mewling sound of desire escaped her throat, and I felt my cock thicken as lust began to consume me. I kept my hands down at my sides with a struggle as the kiss went on. Finally, the woman pushed back with a gasp, as if she had to tear herself apart from me.

      "Julia?" One of the guards women asked, stepping forward, "Are you ok?”

      Julia was breathing hard, her nipples pressing against the soft fabric of her dress, and mine was tenting obscenely over my crotch. She noticed, and I saw her cheeks redden, and a hand gripped the fabric of her dress. Glancing to the guards women, she nodded and bit her bottom lip, then reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties and kicking them to the side.

      “What did you do to me?” She asked me wonderingly, “That was… magical!”

      "It wasn't me, or at least I don't think so," I said, my voice strained as I struggled to stay seated and control my hands, "I feel it too.”

      "Mhmm, you poor boy," Julia said with a throaty growl as she stepped up and straddled my lap. I heard a gasp from one guard, and then my own hands slid up her pale, tender thighs, and I felt her fumbling hands draw forth my cock.

      “You’re young enough to be one of my son’s friends,” she said, her hot lips and breath on my neck, “Or my own son,” she whispered in my ear, nipping at the lobe.

      “It worked like the man said?” Said one of the guards women.

      “Yes,” hissed Julia as her cold fingers gripped my thick shaft, I felt her hand pump it gently as she spoke, eye boring into mine, “Even before I touched him I felt alive, sexy and horny like I never have before.” She glanced up at the women looking between them, “I need to finish the… test… I need this!”

      She looked down at me with a soft smile, and I felt her rise and press the head of my cock into her wet folds. Sliding it up and down and spreading her incredible wetness around.

      “You are a beautiful boy,” she kissed me, whispering as she slowly sank down, my fingers gripping her firm hips, “I thought it the moment I saw you… oh god… but I felt such anger… oh! MMMMmmmmmm… so big… of fuck, that feels incredible... I'm going to… how…!!!!!"

      I felt her pussy walls shudder and massage my cock as she came, sinking the rest of the way down. Her trembling arms held onto my neck, and I felt her whole body shaking like a leaf. Her moans and sighs were incoherent. My dick was throbbing, and I felt the need to cum building and building within me, the need to breed this woman over-riding my fear of the armed guards behind me. I picked her up off the chair, holding her dead weight as I lay her down onto the cot.

      "Oh, god, yes!" She cried in pleasure as my cock pulled out and thrust back into her. Her eyes sprang open, and her weak hands became suddenly strong as she gripped me tight, a wild gin on her face as I fucked in and out of her.

      The wet sounds of her sloppy sex and my driving cock filled the tent along with her cries of pleasure. I felt her pussy grip my cock once more in orgasm, and she locked up beneath me. The pleasure intensifying, and I felt my balls tighten, I tried to draw my cock out of her, but she locked her ankles behind my ass.

      "Inside!" She begged, her voice desperate, "Cum in me, baby, please, I need it!"

      I could hold off no longer as my dick throbbed and came deep into her womb. We both sighed in pleasure, and Julia shudder beneath me, her eyes rolling back in her head and her body going limp. A great smile of contented satisfaction frozen on her lips.

      I sat back, my dick slipping free of her, still throbbing with desperate need. I turned to see the guards women had both dropped their weapons and stood with shocked faces. Both breathing deeply, eyes conflicted as they touched themselves.

      “What is the matter with her?” The older of the two guards asked.

      "She will be well in a moment," I said, sitting on the edge of the cot and catching my breath.

      They moved no closer, but I could see the sight of Julia and me having sex, along with the smells and sounds had craven both into a frenzy of lust. They were still distrustful, however. It took about thirty seconds for Julia to come back around. Her eyes opened finally with a sigh of pleasure as she sat up, looking at me with a loving and kind look.

      “I had no idea,” she said, “how twisted my thinking had become. Thank you, Adam, I can never tell you how grateful I am for that. God damn, I've never cum like that either!"

      “Julia?” Asked one of the guards women, her voice trembling.

      "Come here, Simone, you need to feel it, and you Bethany, I can see how much you both want him now… Mmm and Adam seems more than ready to go again,” she grinned at my throbbing cock. “You two will both be the proof I need to convince the Queen, come.”

      She stood and drew the two women over. Simone was a dark-skinned beauty with almond-shaped eyes and a thick hourglass body. Bethany was a tiny middle-aged woman, with a pageboy haircut and an adorable little body. They were both breathing rapidly, hands trembling as they stripped naked and climbed onto the cot. I took one of Simone’s large dark nipples into my mouth and sucked it firm.

      “Ohhhh baby…” she breathed out in soft delight as my fingers played along her firm ass cheeks. I drew Bethany close to my side and felt her small hand encircle my cock, and she gasped at the contact.

      We made fast love on the cot. I would have loved to take my time with both of them, but neither could hold out for long. Bethany rode me first, her jerky, needy limbs dragged me beneath her. Her tiny little ass hammered down on me as she screamed out in pleasure, her tiny pussy drew the cum out of my cock in a couple of minutes. Then Simone was pushing the catatonic woman to the side, Julia there to help the small woman, and pulled me behind her.

      I drove into the thick woman from behind, her pink lips so wet they made squishing sounds with my every thrust. I never fucked a wilder woman as she drove back at me, matching my rhythm perfectly. I was shaking as I held off my orgasm, the older woman begging me to hold off as she came again and again on my cock. Then I felt two women at my sides, and Julia was pulling my lips into a passionate kiss as Bethany reached down to caress my balls. That sent me over the edge, and Simone came one final time with me, screaming out in her great pleasure.

      Ten minutes later, we were all dressed and standing in the tent. The women had looks of wonder on their faces and a little embarrassment at how they had let themselves go so fully there. Julia looked at me and shook her head, smiling.

      "I hope you have some stamina boy because we aren't letting you leave here till each woman gets her mind cleared.”
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      She led us back to the showers and said we should clean up. Bethany and Simone stayed with me. The three of us cleaning off and only touching and teasing a little under the warm waters. The two of them were obviously friends and lovers. When they began to make out as I washed the suds from their bodies, it was all I could do not to bend them both over right there, and the visual stimulation was so intense.

      We walked out of the showers to find small bonfires lit in a circle around the middle of the village. The Queen waited there with Vanessa at her side and Becky on the other. We approached, and I saw her eyes searching her councilor's face. She was amazed at the gentle smile there.

      “Julia? It’s true then?” The Queen asked of her friend.

      "My Queen, you can't begin to imagine… I don't know how to explain it." Julia held up her hand's palms up. “The anger, hatred, the confusion cleared from my thoughts from merely inhaling this man’s scent or pheromones or whatever.”

      "The same happened with us, Queen Lysenia," Simone said with a gentle nod, "The goddess is at work in this man, you must experience it. You all must!" She yelled in a loud voice, and a gentle murmur from the many gathered women broke out in the wake of her words.

      The queen wore a troubled look on her face, but she nodded, glancing around her at the many witnesses. She held up her hands, and silence reigned almost instantly. She dropped them and intoned as if decrying law.

      “We will agree to the outsider's request and supply their vessel, and in return, they shall provide the services of this man for one day, or until all who wish to… lay with him are able. Do any argue against this?" She looked out over the crowd, but none challenged her

      “Lysenia," Julia called, reaching out a hand to stop the woman before she could turn and walk off, "My Queen, please, will you join those tomorrow who wish to lay with Adam?”

      “I… I have not decided that yet,” the Queen said unusual hesitance.

      "I beg you, my Queen," Julia said with genuine pleading in her voice, "We often have cause to argue with one another, and I know you must mistrust this drastic change in my,” then she motioned to the women beside her, “no our hearts. You must trust me when I say, there is a cloud upon your thinking, upon all of your minds. It is twisting you… I can’t put it into words, but you will see once you have touched this man that it exists.”

      “Can you say with complete certainty that the change is positive?” The Queen asked, "Can you promise me that it will in no way harm my ability to judge what is best for the women here? Because that is my sole concern, Julia."

      “I know nothing with absolute certainty," Julia said, her voice soft but sure, “but I know that nothing bad can come from opening yourself up to love and human contact. Especially after what we have all had to endure.” The Queen's troubled face relaxed, and she nodded, then her eyes strayed to mine, and I saw her rigid self-control relax for one second and the burning desire within peeking out. I felt my knees tremble with lust for this gorgeous older woman, but I held myself in check.

      "If all wish it, then I shall," The Queen finally said, "but not until I have seen it have no ill effects of any of my people first. I will not let us be weakened nor allow myself to give in to temptation," her voice grew husky, eyes burning into mine, “no matter how much I may want to.”

      She spun then and stalked to her tent, arms folded across her stomach. Becky followed close on her heels, and the gathering began to break up. Many talking amongst themselves in hushed conversations, eyes straying to stare at Julia and me as they spoke, amazed at what had happened. The only pair of eyes not wide in some kind of wonder was Arrow, who watched me with a hungry desire of her own.

      I was exhausted, though, and my eyelids were dragging down. Vanessa and Nadia led me to a tent they had set aside for us, and I crawled under a pile of thick blankets and was asleep in moments. Little did I know how valuable the rest would prove, for the next day would be a marathon session, the likes of which few men have ever endured.

      I woke the next morning feeling rested and sat up on the small cot. Movement in the shadows resolved into Vanessa, who had been sitting on a little stool with a steaming cup of something.

      "Morning sleepyhead," she said with a warm smile, "You better get up and get some food in you. There are a few restless women out there."

      “Jesus,” I said, sitting up and wiping the sleep from my eyes, “So last night wasn’t a dream.”

      "None of this is, but it sure seems like it sometimes," Vanessa said, stepping over and handing me a steaming cup of coffee in the dark.

      "Thanks," I said, taking a sip. I couldn't remember the last time I had a cup of coffee. It tasted like heaven.

      “Are you going to be up for today?” She asked me with a look of concern in her eyes, “Nadia and I counted, there are fifty-four women on the island.”

      "I don't know," I said, staring into my cup of coffee, "If there were some other way to clear their heads, then I'd do that, but I can’t think of anything.”

      “Me either,” she said with a slight shake of her head, “Here take this,” she handed me a small white pill, “Nadia took a dozen from the Cult of the Old Book, you mentioned they helped you go a long time, and I've been saving them for something like this."

      "No," I said, shaking my head, "those made me a beast. If I have to, I'll use them but later. I wouldn't want the women of the island to get that kind of impression about me." Vanessa nodded, and I went on, "I need you and Nadia to keep a lookout for me, until we are gone, or they all decide to join in, there is a faction on this island that would rather see me dead than breed with their friends and lovers. I fear tensions may build throughout the day.”

      "That's smart," Vanessa said, pocketing the pill, "Nadia and I can keep a lookout for you. Do you have a plan? How is all of this going to happen?”

      "I imagine the Queen has already planned much of it out," I said, standing and stretching, “she doesn’t seem the type to leave anything to chance.”

      “I can’t seem to get a read on that one,” Vanessa said.

      “She will join in,” I said with confidence, remembering the look in the woman's eyes when she relaxed her rigid control for one second, “It’s the others I worry about.”

      “Don’t worry about them,” Vanessa said with a smirk, “I have a plan for any holdouts.”

      I glanced at the pocket she had stashed the pill in and frowned, not sure how comfortable I was with drugging women.

      “Not the pills,” Vanessa said with a wave of her hand. She stepped up and reached out a hand. Her strong expert fingers slid down the shaft over my pants, teasing my cock stiff in seconds, “We will make them witness!”

      Then she spun with a laugh and threw open the tent flap. The bright morning sun shone in, and I squinted against the light.

      “How long was I asleep?” I asked.

      “Fourteen hours,” she said with a shake of her head as she held the flap open for me to exit, “We almost woke you several times, as I said," she motioned to a nervous Arrow who held a small cloth-covered basket in her hands, "The natives are restless."

      “Good Morning Adam!” Arrow said, her cute little face beaming in total contrast to the glares she had given me when we met, “My mom and I baked muffins for breakfast. Would you like one?”

      She pulled back the cloth and revealed a half dozen small flat raspberry muffins. I thanked the girl and took one. They tasted delicious but were dense, because of the lack of baking powder, Arrow said. She offered to take me on a tour of the village and surrounding hills and show me the community they were building. She was rather formal as she spoke to me. It had the feel of something rehearsed, and I saw the Queen's hand at work in this and agreed.

      She walked me around the two buildings, showing how they had begun to retrofit one to make storage and facilities. They were in the process of building a cold storage facility that would be underground, lining it with concrete and flat stones. The command building they had connected to the island's defense systems, isolating everything away from the mainland controls. I was fascinated as she talked, asking pointed questions where I could.

      Arrow was leading me past the storage building, heading out to the fields and hills when she suddenly pushed me through a doorway. Her small mouth hot upon mine. Her awkward fumbling hands were unhooking my belt as she moaned in desperation. I felt the familiar surge of lust and desire cloud my thoughts as I pressed the pretty young woman’s tiny firm butt up against a sack of grain and pulled up her dress and drew off her tiny panties.

      "I haven't been able to think about anything else," she panted as she fumbled my hard cock out of my pants, "God, I need this so bad!"

      Then I was inside her incredibly tight confines. I was holding her slender hips as I thrust into her with powerful thrusts. Her limp arms hung onto my neck as she came on my cock. Her body already keyed up to the point before I even entered her. My own orgasm built in me in moments and was soon bubbling out of me.

      “Mhmm, fuck, I'm going to cum," I husked into her ears and felt her small hand turn my head, so our lips met in a passionate kiss just as we both came together.

      I held Arrow as she recovered from our session. The young woman sat in wonder at her changed perspective and then, with a wicked grin, pulled me out of the storage room and dragged me through the tent village. Most of the women were out in the fields working, but I saw a good half dozen were still in the village. They all tracked me with hungry stares as Arrow lead me to a specific tent, following after us.

      “Mom!” she called, looking back at me with an excited look, “it was exactly like you said!”

      A small blonde woman with an adorable face and dimpled smile exited the tent, her eyes warm as she saw me. This woman certainly didn’t have her daughters’ anger towards me. She bit her bottom lip as she looked me up and down, then glanced around at the small group that had gathered behind us.

      “Arrow honey, why don’t you run off and help your friends in the fields,” her eyes never left me as she spoke, a burning promise in them.

      "But mom," the young woman began petulantly, but her mom turned a hard gaze on her daughter, and the girl quieted, nodding once and standing on tiptoes to kiss my cheek and whisper in my ear.

      “I have a special surprise planned for you tomorrow morning, so don’t work too hard big boy,” then she spun and ran off, glancing back once with a mischievous smile and laughing when she saw I was staring at her pert little butt wiggle away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 16

          

        

      

    

    
      The girl’s mom stepped up before me, looking up with her big blue eyes. I saw her breath coming heavy, and her hand twitched as if to reach out and grab me, but instead, she motioned to the large tent behind her.

      “I am Brigitte, and it's a pleasure to meet you, Adam, finally. Please come in,” she said with a gentle, sweet voice, "We have prepared a meal for you."

      “Thank you,” I said, choosing to ignore my awkwardness as I stepped in.

      The ground covered in thick blankets, and a small low table was set up with a variety of breakfast foods. At the scent of bacon and eggs, I felt my mouth salivate, realizing that I was ravenously hungry in spite of the muffin I’d just eaten.

      Brigitte came in behind me, followed by the six women who had gathered nearby. I glanced around, feeling strange as all of their eyes focused on me. Seven sets of eyes from beautiful older women were roaming my features and body with lust and desire painting their faces.  I looked around for a plate but saw none when I glanced up; I saw a wicked gleam in Brigitte’s eyes.

      “You will need your strength today,” the woman purred as she crawled over to me, her eyes burning, "but it's not good to eat before a workout… and my friends and I plan to work you out, young man."

      I was about to speak, but then she was on me. Her hands on my shoulders and lips upon mine. Then the other hands pressed me down, stripping off my shirt and pants. Soon I was naked on the blankets while several sets of lips kissed my flesh, the women crowding in around me. A thick pair of lips met mine, and I gasped in pleasure in the mouth as I felt a hot wet mouth suck my cock in deep.

      Hard as steel in moments, furry folds replaced the mouth as I felt the woman's slender legs straddle my hips. My hands were taken and pressed both to different wet slits, and my fingers worked gently upon them, sliding in and then teasing the clits. That first orgasm came hard and fast, and Brigitte screamed out in pleasure, having her own orgasm. The air was thick with our lust, like a narcotic it clouded all of our minds.

      Brigitte pulled aside, and another woman, thick and rounded, climbed onto me. I was lost in her depth in seconds, her powerful hips riding me harder and harder. The lips upon mine pulled back, and I saw a beautiful older brunette, her body shaking with need, one of my hands teasing her pussy. I pulled her over and began to lick and kiss her tender parts. Her cries of pleasure joining the woman who rode me.

      Three women were shy and unsure at first, holding back and watching the braver ones initiate this mad orgy of flesh. However, in only a few seconds, they were hit by something. Either the smell of our sex, my pheromones, or a weakening of all their resolve together. Perhaps a combination of all those things. Whatever it was, they suddenly broke down, hands pulling at each other's dresses, fingers, and mouths exploring and partaking of a lesbian experience none had ever before dreamed of.

      The woman riding me took my cum deep in her womb and joined Brigitte in catatonic bliss. I bent my pretty brunette over and watched my big dick slide into the thick lips of her pussy, pulling back on her hips with one hand.

      "Good boy… oh, fuck baby… what are you doing to me? Mmm… ugh… ugh… oh!" I drove into her with powerful thrusts. One of her friends waddled over and hefted one great big soft tit up to my lips as I pulled her rounded body to my side.

      “Fuck Monica’s pussy Adam,” the woman whispered in my ear, “fill her little hole with your magical cum, so I can suck it clean, cum for me baby cum in her!”

      Her tongue in my ear and hands on my ass and nasty words put me over the edge, and the woman, whose name I guess was Monica, came with a scream of pleasure. Then I was shuddering as the thick Latina quickly sucked my cum covered cock into her mouth. Her tongue was swirling the sensitive head, licking it clean, before she took it deep into her throat with a delicious GLUK GLUK GLUK sound.

      I glanced around and saw two women were holding and touching one another, watching the action in the center of the tent. Brigitte and the other woman were coming around, groggy and happy as they lazily teased one another. Then looking down, I saw the pretty Latina was grinning as she took my cock down to the root. I reached down and slid my hands in her hair, as she gripped my ass, guiding me into fucking her throat. I reached down with a second hand and cradled her skull, fucking in and out of her tight throat as she relaxed it, giving herself over to my face fucking.

      The woman was busy rubbing her pussy as I used her pretty, thick-lipped mouth. Watching in wonder as her throat distended from my thick cock. Then my orgasm was approaching, and I pulled her up and off it, loving the sight of her tongue reaching out to get a final little taste of my pre-cum, and hearing the moan of disappointment from her. The woman loved to suck cock, that was for sure. Then she cried out in joy as I pressed her face down into the blankets, her ass up and on display as I slid behind her and drove my cock forward into her incredibly wet slit. In moments I was filling her depth with my seed, both of us collapsing on the blankets.

      Then two sets of hands were rolling me over, and the two women who had been pleasuring one another were there, their eyes met, and they smiled to one another before both bend down and began to kiss and lick my cock — getting me hard again in moments under their joint blowjob.

      I made love with both taking my time and enjoying both of them together. The women gave each other just as much attention as me, and the sight of them getting each other off with my cock buried inside them was amazing to witness.

      I don't know how much time passed in that tent, but I was a sweaty, exhausted, and naked, but the time I got my breakfast. The women fed me bites of bacon and eggs in between quiet conversations and kisses. We had shared something in this tent that none of them had thought possible, and we're all connected because of it.

      It was late morning when I finally exited the tent, only to find a small gathering outside sitting on stools and whispering amongst themselves. The women from the tent fanned out and began to share their experience of being bred by me. How their minds were now clear just as Bethany, Julia and Simone had said would happen.

      Becky led the group waiting outside, and before I could say anything, she was guiding me out of the village and through the fields, informing me that a lot of women were too shy and uncomfortable with the thought of some wild orgy in a tent. She led me into the forest and I saw for the first time there were more tents out here that were more spread out. The women waiting with her went off in the woods, with varying looks of trepidation and nervousness.

      Becky pressed me up against a tree just as we got out of sight of the village and any watching eyes and practically climbed upon my hard rod, riding me there standing up with a leg thrown over my hip. Her kisses were fierce, and her desire was strong. As I held her, I felt up her body, finding it to be one of the sexiest I had ever touched. Everything was tight and soft in the perfect places, and she had these firm cantaloupe-sized tits that bounced so beautifully as I drove up into her. I was forced to hold her for a long minute after we had cum, letting her recover, but when she did, she tried to press me down into the dirt so she could ride me again. I reminded her of the other women, and she got a chagrined look on her face and took me to the first tent.

      Becky would introduce me to the women, and then I would lead them into their tents, making love to each in her turn. Some were fierce in their need, and others were shy. Some needed a bit of foreplay, and others tore at my clothes in their haste to have me inside them. I lay with thick women and thin, young and old. It was a blur of bodies and flesh, and by the time afternoon hit, I was staggering back into the village, exhausted and riding a sexual high like never before.

      It was Loren who took me into her arms and guided me to our tent. I ate a bowl of stew and a large chunk of bread and butter while she distracted me with a conversation about her day exploring the island. Ellen had shown the girl the gun emplacements, the fields, and even to the spring and freshwater pools, they had been collecting from rainwater. In the afternoon, Loren ate lunch with the Queen, who had offered her a place amongst them.

      "It is a wonderful place," Loren said with a big smile, "but I told her I would have to think about it. How are you doing, Adam?"

      “I’m tired,” I said with a smile, “but I can’t complain. Honestly, I’m still in shock over what’s been happening… it’s still wild.”

      “I’m proud of you,” she said with a big grin, “All of the women you’ve blessed can’t stop talking about how amazing they feel now, how beautiful and sexy too. Young and old, big and small, you seem to love them all equally, that’s a rare gift.”

      “I feel it too, you know," I said, looking off into the distance as I spoke, opening up for the first time in a while, “The mad lust and need to… to breed with any woman I touch. I was changed too.” I glanced at her with a smirk, “You called it a blessing, don’t tell me you are buying into the Cult’s nonsense about God cleansing the earth.”

      “I didn’t mean that,” she said with a wave of her hand, “but it is a blessing of sorts, and you should know we appreciate it.” She reached out a hand and cupped my cheek, her big blue eyes soft as she looked at me, “Every woman you touch comes to love you in her way, Adam. What you’re doing is a good thing, truly it is, but do you have the strength to get through tonight as well?”

      “I don’t know,” I said with a chuckle, “a strange thing to be worried about, I guess.”

      "Vanessa gave me this," she said, holding out the white pill from earlier, "she said you should take it. She and the Queen have been working on the last few holdouts. The Queen seems most insistent on it. Vanessa has been making a tea… and many of those women have been drinking it for the last hour… I think you might be walking into a wild night if you’re not on the same level as the rest of them.”

      “Jesus,” I said, trying to imagine what was to come, my dick already growing firm, “Ok, hand it over, I trust you and Vanessa." I paused and looked at the white pill, remembering how little control I had over myself the last time I'd taken the Salacim drug. I paused and asked Loren, “Will the Queen be there tonight?”

      She looked at me with a knowing smile and shook her head, "No, I think Ellen plans to lead the night’s… activities with the rest of the women here. I don’t know about the Queen.”

      “Ok,” I said and tossed back the pill, washing it down with a mouthful of water.

      “You want the Queen don’t you?” Loren purred as she leaned over me, her big blue eyes alight with delight, lips inches from mine. I saw your reaction yesterday, you don’t look at any woman that way, except for Vanessa.”

      “She's gorgeous," I said in all honesty, "Strong, wise, and that body… I guess I have a thing for strong women." I shrugged in embarrassment; my heartbeat was already picking up.

      "I can understand that," Loren said, and I detected just a faint hint of disappointment in her voice, "You have good taste. Come on, we better get you to the building quick, you’re already starting to look flush.”

      She dragged me to my feet, and I was already beginning to feel the intoxicating effects of the drug clouding my mind. I followed her out, and across the short distance to the building, my cock rock hard and leading the way, my drug-addled mind unaware of my lack of shame as I pulled the robe off along the way.

      I saw Arrow and her mother Brigitte arm in arm, watching me with hungry eyes, and I started to pull over to them. My mind filled with the need to claim both mother and daughter together, but Loren was pulling me on, and my attention riveted on her angelic little face. I pulled her into a kiss, her body submitting to my desire and pressing her up against the wall of the building. I could hear the low throb of deep bass music coming from inside, and I fell into rhythm with it as I stripped the gorgeous Instagram models’ clothes free and lifted her slender thighs.

      “Never doubt… ugh… how capable… ugh… you are,” I whispered in the girl’s ear as my cock drove home into her in slow hard thrusts. I would have said more, but the pleasure and drugs clouded my mind too much. She clung to my shoulders, her little cries of joy and her sweet little lips upon mine sent us both over the edge quickly.
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      Then she was pushing open the door, her tiny little ass drawing me forward with its perfect white cheeks. Inside was the candy store. My fevered lust-filled mind craved. Two dozen women were in various states of bliss around the storage room. The room was mostly empty, and pallets piled up into beds, blankets, and pillows covering everything. Candles had been lit, adding to the unreal quality of the room. Everywhere I looked, I saw naked female flesh lit by the amber glow. The scents and sounds hit my senses, and I lost all ability to reason.

      The first woman inside the door was the blind Ellen, her beauty marred by the twist of need on her lips. The second my fingers made contact with her hips, she relaxed, sighing in pleasure, and turned into my arms. Our lips met, and then she was pulling me down, hands on my cock, pressing it into her hot depths.

      My sudden presence set off a chain reaction, and women were crawling forward, pressing us down. Ellen drew forth my cum with her spasming pussy, and then she was replaced by another woman, who held me down with a desperate need, practically bruising my hips as she rode me hard. Then I was up on my knees behind a delicate little flower of a woman, her back arched up to me, my hands sliding down her slender stomach to touch her shaven folds, teasing and rubbing her clit as I rode her little body.

      It was a haze of limbs and sex for hours and hours. There was a never-ending supply of mouths to tease and pleasure me to hardness and a line of women willing and desperate to feel me inside them. Vanessa had been wise; I probably would have passed out or been spent long before the women were satisfied, if not for the drug. On the other hand, my heart felt like it was about to explode every five to ten minutes, and I worried what the lasting harm it might do to my body.

      Late in the night, I staggered out of the building, leaving a pile of naked, sated women behind. I made my way through the camp, my tired and drug-addled mind leading me to one destination. I threw back the door to our small room, Vanessa and Nadia startling up from their cots. The shorter brunette getting up and rushing over to me.

      "Adam, are you ok? Jesus, you need a shower, wait a minute... Ugh… Mhmmm damn, you drive me crazy!"

      My hands were on her body the moment she got close, drawing her into me, peeling her clothes away. I looked over her shoulder straight into Nadia’s eyes, and the more towering blonde grinned big, peeling her clothes away as well.

      We fell into a pile on the ground. Vanessa was drawing me down with her, Nadia guiding me in. Our connection more profound than just lust, our lips intertwined. Sating ourselves with one another until finally, the three of us fell into blissful rest, our limbs intertwined, and smiles on our faces.
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      I wanted to sleep for an entire day, but Becky woke us a couple hours before dawn. Another group of ships had been spotted coming north from LA harbor, and if we wanted to get free before they could set up a blockade around the island, then we only had a couple hours to fuel and resupply our boat.

      Nadia and Vanessa leaped to their feet and dressed, ready to begin the preparations. I staggered over to the showers and washed myself clean, letting the water drain down my head and neck until I woke up. The cloud gone from my thoughts, but the terrible drag of the comedown wanting to pull me into sleep. I consoled myself with the hope that I would be able to sleep on the boat.

      When I finally stepped out, dawn’s light was just beginning tinting the horizon. I found a figure waiting outside the shower for me. My breath caught at the sight of the Queen with the faint morning light highlighting her gorgeous face. She saw my regard and smiled warmly.

      “My sisters and daughters all speak of your blessing as if you were some demi-god who had granted them the nectar of life," she said in her rich voice, stepping forward and linking her arm in mine, drawing me off into the village. "I know one thing that's true young Adam, you performed a feat of strength yesterday.”

      Her eyes twinkled as she smiled up at me, and I felt my heart racing, suddenly wide awake. I could feel her great soft breast pressed into my arm, covered by her shirt. For some reason, despite all the women I had touched, seen and fucked up until now, this older woman, with her incredible curves and gorgeous face, set a fire in my loins, and a quiver to my nerves.

      She pulled me into a small innocuous tent on the edge of the village, and I saw it was empty save a large bed made up of soft blankets and pillows.

      "You have one more blessing to perform before I can allow you and your companions to leave," the Queen breathed from behind me, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips and thank whatever god might be listening for the gift of that was about to come.

      I turned and saw the Queen slid her robe over her shoulders, letting the soft material pool around her feet. Her enormous breasts sagged ever so slightly, sloping down into big heavy curves of soft flesh. Capped in large soft pink nipples, inverted but just beginning to harden under my stare. Her eyes alighting with desire and joy as she watched me appreciate her body.

      Reaching down, Queen Lysenia hooked thumbs in her lacy black panties and pulled them down her thighs, bending at the waist as she did. The sight of her breasts hanging down made my cock throb, and I pulled my robe over my head, tossing it aside.

      "My Queen, it would be my great honor… Jesus, you're gorgeous,” I said as she sank to her knees, hands on my thighs.

      “Call me Lysenia… please,” her eyes were soft and filled with emotion as she kissed one of my thighs. I felt her nails dig into my back slightly as she looked up at me, my hard cock bobbing above her face, "And I will call you my King!”

      “Oh… fuck…” I moaned as her tongue slid up the underside of my cock.

      Her hands reaching round to encircle the shaft. Her mouth coated my cock in its wetness, and her hands stroked me with feather-light touches. Her lips a tight ring sliding over the head of my dick again and again, her tongue flickering as she did. The sight of her incredible body, swaying and striving to please me, and her gorgeous face soon had my balls tightening and the orgasm surging in my body.

      “Lysenia… I’m going to cum…!” I warned the older woman, but she just smiled and sucked me all the harder, swallowing down my cum as it spilled forth into her.

      My knees weak, I sat down hard on the blankets and pulled the goddess into my arms. I couldn't get enough of touching, kissing, and licking her. I began with her lips and worked my way down her neck, giving special attention to her tits. Then I was between her legs, soft kisses on the insides of her thighs only lasted a second before I caught her aroma, and my tongue drove in. Sliding down into her wetness and up, flickering and teasing her clit. I sucked and nibbled, using every trick I knew, reading her body for signs of what pleased her and giving her everything.

      I felt her orgasm coming before it hit her, and so was able to look up and watch the pleasure hit her beautiful eyes. I gave her no rest and was on her the second after, sliding my cock into her hot wet canal. I went in slowly, savoring the feel of her. The Queen held me close, her lips seeking mine, hands in my hair as mine slide up and down her body, cupping her ass and breasts.

      “My King take me… Ohh… there… Heavenly… ahhh… Ungh… Yes!” Lysenia’s head thrown back, her thick locks in disarray as she clung to me, bliss washing through her in waves.

      She had a magical slit that felt like it cradled me within a cocoon of soft warmth, that still managed to be far tighter than I dreamed. I looked down into her eyes, and she saw the pleasure in mine and smiled wide, pulling my lips to hers as I came deep inside her womb, filling her innermost parts.

      I was panting, feeling like my soul had just left my body when the Queen rolled over with me. I stared at her, shocked to find her not catatonic but smiling with hungry desire. She grunted in need, her pussy milking my cock to life as she rolled her hips gently, her magnificent breasts swaying above my lips. I trapped a nipple in my mouth and sucked, licked and teased it as she rode me slowly. Long heavenly minutes passed, and all I could think was I didn't want this to end, ever.

      Our orgasms reached their peak at the same point, and we both clung to one another, bodies sweaty and shaking. Neither of us was done yet, though. She pulled me behind her, and I watched her look back, biting her lip as she pressed me to her small opening. I eased in slowly, and she moaned out in delicious pleasure. Reaching back, she took my arm, pulling my hand to one great massive breast and pushing back, sinking my cock deeper into her. I had a handful of tit flesh and a hand on a hip, driving into her smacking against her ass as we both enjoyed with sweet release once more.

      We collapsed on the bed, whispering sweet things into each other’s ears. Lysenia knew I had to go to the research place. Making a vaccine was in humanity's best interest. But she offered me a place here on the island, beside her, beneath her, on top of her. We collapsed into giggles, and I swore that I would be back. One way or another, I didn't want this just to be a memory.

      She walked me out of the tent, leaving both of our robes behind, and Arrow and Brigitte met us. The two blondes looking so much alike in the morning light. The Queen whispered in my ear that she had one final parting present for me as the three of them lead me into the showers.

      Arrow and Brigitte sank to their knees in the warm spray, and their small sexy mouths began worshipping my cock. They sucked, kissed and licked me, passing me back and forth, their tongues playing along the length and head together, touching and kissing as they worked me to rigidity. All the while, the Queen bathed me clean with soft sponges and pleasant-smelling soaps. When she finished, she stood next to me and stroked my cock off, watching in joy as I shot forth still thick ropes of sperm, all across the older and younger woman’s faces. My cock throbbing as they kissed and licked each other clean.

      Nadia found me just leaving the showers, unable to leave the gorgeous Queen until the last minute. Becky and one other woman from her Queendom were coming with me as their scouts and to assist in our mission, if we needed it. I grabbed my backpack and was hurrying to the docks when I heard and sweet voice calling from behind.

      "Wait! Wait, I'm coming!"

      Turning, I saw Loren running up.

      “I thought you were staying?” I asked as she ran up.

      “I belong with you,” she said, “If you’ll all have me.”

      “Of course, we will,” I said, ignoring the worry about what Vanessa might say to the model tagging along on our mission.

      Fifteen minutes later, the six of us were shoving off into the sea once more. This time with a full tank, extra fuel, and enough food and water to get us up the California coast. Vanessa was smiling with pleasure when she saw Loren had come and ordering the girl to untie the boat. I collapsed into the back of the boat as Vanessa pulled us out, the engine throbbing and lulling me to sleep. I fell to sleep with visions of my dark-haired queen and the wicked things she had promised for her King’s return.
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      It was a cold and wet day at sea. The six of us huddled within tarps and covered ourselves with wool blankets as the wind whipped up the waves. I slept much of the time, with Loren and Becky huddled close to my sides for warmth.

      Vanessa hugged the coast for most of the day, only venturing farther to sea when we approached settlements, wanting to avoid notice. When not sleeping, I brooded on all we'd learned over the past week or so. The world was chaos, and all of us survivors were changing, not just to the ways we lived, but to our very bodies themselves.

      I had impregnated more than thirty women the evening before and spent the morning with a goddess who had called herself a queen. With her incredible intelligence, willpower, and beauty, none on the island would think to oppose her. I found myself missing the woman, and the sweet little society they were building.

      An hour before the sunset, Vanessa pulled our little boat into a lagoon, and we unloaded the large tent and supplies for making camp. Dark grey clouds were rolling in from the sea, and we were hurrying to fit the rain tarp onto the giant tent, just as the first sprinkles of rain were beginning to fall.

      Nadia and Vanessa tied the boat off, dropping the anchor just in case, and we piled into the tent. I pulled out my small camp stove carefully with the open flame inside the tent and got a pot of water boiling. We got our MRE's ready, and were happy to have a warm meal at least, even if it did come from pouches and bags.

      Becky and her friend Allison were eyeing Vanessa and Nadia nervously as they ate, and I could tell she wanted to talk about something but was unsure about bringing it up. Finally, she mustered the courage near the end of the meal, after her friend whispered fiercely in her ear.

      “We don’t want to cause trouble or anything,” the woman said, “but was there a plan for the… sleeping arrangements?”

      “I’d have thought you girls got enough of Adam last night,” Vanessa said with a grin as she finished the last of her meal, "Besides, we should probably give him a rest. He’s had a pretty crazy couple of days.”

      “Wait,” Loren said, her pretty face screwed up in thought, “Becky and Allison, do you still feel an almost overwhelming desire to have sex with Adam?”

      The two women glanced at one another and blushed before turning back and nodding, their eyes not meeting mine or the other women’s.

      “Yes, it’s still there,” Allison said. She was a pretty plump woman with wide hips, thick dark hair, and massive breasts. She knew Morse code and was supposedly great at information systems, “but the craziness in my mind is gone, I can see things clearly again. It’s just…”

      “A craving,” Nadia said, “Her eyes wide, like a hunger that won’t stay sated for long.”

      “Exactly!” Becky and Allison said at the same time.

      "Vanessa, do you feel the same thing?" Loren asked.

      “No,” the dark-haired beauty said, "I did the first day but since then… no, not that feeling."

      “What?” Loren asked, pressing the woman gently.

      “It's like I told Adam before," Vanessa said, starting slowly but picking up as she went on, “I’m just filled with love… for Adam and the world. I just want to see him safe and get this cure. I also… it’s weird to admit this out loud… but I also want to see him breed as many women as possible. Maybe I'm crazy now, but last night was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      “Fascinating,” Loren said, tapping her delicate chin with one finger.

      “What is it?” I asked her.

      “Just something I’ve been thinking about all day,” she said, “You see, before the virus I was mostly asexual. I never had any desire for sex. After the virus, it was all I could think about, and if I wasn’t thinking about sex, I was stuck in that crazy mental state. Once… once I had sex with you, the craziness went away, but the horniness didn’t. I can control myself now, but fuck… I want it every minute… I think about it every few seconds…”

      "Yes," said Nadia, Becky, and Allison nodding, along with her, "It was the same for me."

      “Me too, in the beginning,” Vanessa said.

      “What changed?” I asked, “Is it just time? I was with Vanessa first.”

      "I don't know," Loren said, "and I wouldn't want to guess and ignore a possibility. I spoke with a couple of women this morning, and two others said they felt as you do Vanessa. They spoke of a love so profound for Adam, a man they each touched a couple of times and never spoke to, that they would do anything for him. Telling me how cute I was and how I… well the things they thought I should do for Adam.”

      “We should ask the rest of the Queendom,” I said.

      “Yes,” Allison said, “once this storm is over, I can set up the radio and message them. But about… about the sleeping arrangements.”

      “Adam, I know I said you needed time to recover," Vanessa said, a slow, sultry smile growing on her lips, “but it sounds like these four women have a powerful craving… do you think you up for it?”

      “Are you kidding?” I grinned.
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      The experience was still surreal, watching all five women grin at one another and begin to undress slowly. My body responded immediately as Nadia slipped up to me, her soft hands pulling my shirt off, lips kissing my chest and down till she began fumbling at my belt. Then Becky was there, her soft lips on mine as the slender little brunette moaned in pleasure.

      I sat up on my knees and looked down at Nadia’s grinning face as she sucked me into her mouth, fellating my already hard cock. Vanessa was smiling at me as she pressed Loren down, kissing her way down the slender little model's body. Allison joined Nadia, the thick woman’s soft lips caressing the side of my shaft, her tongue sliding up to join Nadia's as they swirled around the head of my cock. I felt my balls already tightening, and so I gripped Becky and bent her over.

      "Oh, yes, Adam!" Becky moaned as Allison pressed the tip my cock to her friend’s wet lips. I drove into the small woman with long slow strokes. Loving the feel of her tight confines and the sight of her small firm little ass pushing back into me. She threw her head back, looking at me with passion, bright eyes.

      "Fuck me, hard baby!" She moaned, Nadia, sliding down beneath the woman, suckling on one of her small firm breasts.

      "Fuck her hard, Adam," Allison said, pressing her soft body to my side. She hefted one of her massive breasts up to my mouth and offered me a big soft nipple. I sucked on it hungrily, reaching back and gripping her ass, pulling her close to me while the other hand gripped Becky's hip, driving into her hard and harder.

      “Yes!” Becky cried out, her passion-filled voice filling the tent.

      “Oh, right there!" Loren moaned as Vanessa licked and fingered her pussy. She gorgeous little blonde met my eyes just as she was cumming, and I felt my balls tightening.

      “Cumming… oh god… yes!” Becky cried out as I was filling her pussy with my cum.

      The small brunette was shaking, her eyes rolled back into her head as her orgasm tore through her body. I couldn’t rest though for as soon as my cum slick cock was out of the woman's pussy, her friend slurped it up into her mouth. Sucking me deep, her throat working the tip.

      “God damn woman!” I moaned as I looked down at her deep throating me.

      She just smiled around my cock, humming as I grew thicker and harder in her throat. Then she pulled off my cock, and gave it a couple strokes, pushing the fat head into Nadia’s waiting blonde bush.

      Nadia is a powerful and confident woman, capable in almost any situation. Watching such a strong woman turn into a mewling slave as I slid into her tight confines filled me with pride and joy. I picked up her legs, throwing them over my shoulders as I held myself up by my hands. Soon I was pile driving down into her as she screamed out in pleasure.

      “Fuck! So… hard… my master… so big!” Nadia moaned out in pleasure, her cries cutting off when Allison bent down and kissed the blonde’s thick lips. I glanced over and saw Loren kissing Vanessa, her delicate fingers trailing over the older brunette’s pretty folds.

      Then my attention was back on Nadia as I felt her pussy walls fluttering and gripping my cock as she came on me. I was about to pull out, knowing the woman got far too sensitive after she came, but she gripped as ass firmly, pulling me in deeper.

      “Cum in me…. I need your seed!”

      Allison grinned at me, once more pressing her big tits into my face and offering me a hard nipple as I fucked Nadia hard. It was only a few seconds until I felt the cum churning in my balls and I was unleashing a torrent into the pretty blonde’s womb.

      As my cock slid free of her tight confines once more, Allison sucked the cum covered cock into her mouth, humming and moaning in pleasure as her throat worked its magic on my cock. The sight of her big tits swaying, and wide ass bent over Nadia got me hard in seconds. My recovery now almost inhuman.

      I dragged Allison on top of me, and she giggled in delight as she straddled my hips. Soft hands pressed my cock into her tightness, and I glanced around to see Vanessa and Loren grinning behind her, both watching in fascination as I slid into the meaty pussy.

      My arms were full of the woman, her giant tits pressing down into my face as she rode me slowly. Taking her time and staring into my eyes with passion. She bent down and kissed my neck, pressing her lips to my ear as she whispered quiet enough so no one else could hear.

      “You’re young enough to be my son,” she whispered, “and I just want to suck on your beautiful cock all night… promise me… uhh! Promise that you’ll let mommy drink your cum… good boy… fuck baby!”

      She screamed out the last as I drove up into her. Her taboo words were driving me crazy, and when she pulled up to look in my eyes again, she saw the effect she had on me. Grinning, she kissed me, her tongue sliding into my mouth. Then she was cumming on my cock, her body shaking and shuddering, her tight pussy milking my cock and causing me to flood her womb with my seed.

      She slid off me and cuddled with Nadia, and Becky as Loren and Vanessa slid up my legs. The women pressed wet lips to my legs, rubbing themselves as they slid their tongues up either side of my cock. It twitched, and they both grinned wide, Vanessa taking the head into her mouth as Loren kissed down the shaft, letting her tongue play along my balls.

      I lay back and watched the two gorgeous women worship me. They traded my cock back and forth between their lips, tongues touching as they worked the head. They exchanged kisses around my cock, and Loren's perfect blonde beauty, paired with Vanessa's gorgeous darker looks, had me hard in no time.

      Vanessa rode me first, while Loren pressed her tight lips to my mouth and let me feast on her tender pussy. Once I had filled Vanessa’s womb with cum, they traded off, once more sharing my cock as they sucked it hard again. Then I was inside Loren's incredible tightness. The girl was tearful as she kissed me, gentle hands playing along the sides of my face. I saw love in the girl’s eyes as I pressed her back down onto the blankets and took her with slow passion. It was long minutes until I filled her depths with my cum, and Allison and Becky were pressed to my sides, whispering wicked things in my ear as she played with my ass, coaxing my cum into the tiny blonde womb.

      I passed out with naked female flesh pressed all around me, a smile of contentment on my face. Outside, the rain fell, and the sounds of waves lapping at the beach could be heard. It was cold out, but we had piles of blankets to keep us warm.

      The next morning the weather was calm, and we were up with the sunrise, packed and gone before the tide could beach our boat. Vanessa had us back out into the sea, Nadia tracking our progress on the chart as we followed the shore north.

      I spent the ride huddled in the back of the boat under several large blankets with Allison, Loren, and Becky. We hadn't gone more than a couple of miles up the coast when Allison slipped beneath the sheets, fishing my cock out and took her time worshipping it. Her thick lips were filling me with pleasure until she got to drink down her prize. She was replaced an hour later by Loren, who wasn’t satisfied with just one load in her belly, and continued until she got a second. All the while, Becky watched with fondness, stroking my hair back and kissing me, guiding the women's heads as they sucked me deep.

      We passed several small settlements but saw no sign of life. Our boat was small and not made for the open seas, and as the weather grew worse throughout the day, we decided to find a place to camp again. Nadia found an isolated stretch of beach, and we pulled the boat in, tying it up and dropping anchor.

      The weather turned worse throughout the afternoon, and we huddled in the tent. I took the opportunity to pull out my laptop and search for any networks in the area. Unfortunately, we were near the middle of a national park, and I was unable to find any signals. Allison. Pulled out the powerful radio she had brought, but we were too far from the island to get a message.
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      Nadia and Vanessa poured over the map and found a small military installation a few miles inland. After much debate, it was decided that Nadia and Allison would hike to it, and either raid it for supplies or hopefully find a way to communicate with the Queendom and let them know our progress.

      “Before you go,” Loren said, “Has either of you felt any change from what we talked about yesterday?”

      “No,” Nadia said, “the lust is still a burning passion in me."

      “Same for me,” Allison said, her fiery eyes meeting mine as her grin turned sexy.

      “It’s changed for me,” Becky said, “I noticed it this morning and afternoon on the boat. That mad desire is gone… and now I just feel… filled with love. Love and joy watching you two pleasure, our Adam. But he needed to breed you."

      “Interesting,” Loren said, tapping her delicate chin with one finger, "I have a suspicion, and I wouldn't say anything except if it's true you two will want to be extra careful.”

      “What is it?” I asked, more than a little curious.

      “I think Vanessa and Becky are pregnant,” her words dropped in the tent like a bomb, stunning everyone.

      I looked at Vanessa and met her eyes, seeing fear and worry, but beneath that, a fragile sea of hope. I looked to Becky and saw her eyes shining, tears forming as she looked at me, nodding gently.

      "Let's not get our hopes up," Becky said, glancing at Vanessa, their grins fading.

      “The next town we get to,” Vanessa said, “we’ll get tests, and everyone can take one.”

      There was murmured agreement to that, and then Nadia and Allison packed up and hiked out into the park. As we sat there, the mood grew thick, and I glanced from Vanessa to Becky. The two women grinned at one another and then slowly crawled to where Loren lounged on her back. The little model gave a start when the two women slid up her body. Then she grinned in pleasure as they began to undress her, throwing me fiery glances as they did.

      Something had definitely changed in the women, but I wasn’t complaining. I took my time with beautiful Loren, keeping our lovemaking quiet, and an ever-attentive ear out for gunfire or warning from Nadia or Allison. Becky and Vanessa were content to watch as Loren and I fucked like rabbits in the tent. The little blonde was insatiable, and I couldn't get enough of her angelic face and perfect slender body.

      We were all on our sides, Becky and Vanessa having finally joined into the relaxed pile of cuddles when Nadia and Allison returned.

      “We were able to contact the Island,” Allison said with excitement, “They are safe, and it looks like the blockade is ended. We told them about your theory Loren, and they asked around, seven women mentioned feeling as Vanessa and Becky do,” she grinned, “including our queen!”

      “That’s exciting,” Loren said, “are they able to test if they’re pregnant or not?”

      “The queen will send women to the mainland tomorrow to gather tests for all the women on the island to take. You know if it’s true and seven really are pregnant… Well, I wish I was going to be there for that celebration.”

      “Me too,” I said with a grin.

      “Good work, ladies," Vanessa said, "Let's get some rest, we can be back on the water with the dawn. I think we should be able to reach the bay around noon tomorrow.”

      We all curled up and nodded off to sleep with the calming sound of the surf just outside the tent. I slept uneasy, my mind working over the unknowns of what we were about to head into.

      The morning was chill and filled with thick fog when we finally pushed out to sea. Vanessa took us at a slow pace, the fog giving her worry. None of us wanted to run into a cliff or rock outcropping by accident. As we drew closer to the San Francisco bay, I got an idea.

      Climbing up to the front of the boat with Vanessa and Nadia, I began flipping through the radio channels, seeing if I could find an active signal. It didn't take long before I found one that was being used.

      We were able to overhear many conversations, but they were all disjointed and used code names and call signs we couldn't understand at first. As the morning wore on, things began to make sense.

      “It seems there are three different forces at war with one another in the bay area,” Vanessa said, “it sounds like chaos in there.”

      “There is one other faction they mentioned several times,” I said, “these tree women. I wonder what they are.”

      “I don’t like the sound of it,” Nadia said, “the bay will be teeming with the different forces, and we must cross the entire thing to get to Berkley, and we don't even know if your friend is still at the University, Vanessa."

      “I know, the lack of information isn’t ideal,” Vanessa had a thoughtful look on her face, and I was just about to ask what she thought when a loud horn blared from out in the fog. Looking into the mist, I felt my heart seize at the flashing red and blue lights of a Coast Guard cutter moving up alongside us out of the fog.

      “VESSEL CUT YOUR ENGINES AND PREPARE TO BE BOARDED.”

      There was a moment of panic on our boat as women scrambled up out from under their blankets. Vanessa and Nadia exchanged grim looks as our engines died down, and we came to a slow stop. The coast guard cutter tossed ropes over and tied up alongside us.

      I saw why Vanessa had stopped our boat instead of making a run for it, on the front of the coast guard vessel was a large 50 Caliber machine gun and a vicious looking woman on the trigger. That weapon would have cut our ship I half if we had tried to flee.

      The women of the Coast Guard ship were a hard and dangerous-looking group. They were thin and haggard, with narrow distrustful eyes as they glowered at our crew. Then the first pair of eyes noticed me, and a hiss of surprise went up from the woman.

      “Captain, those Marines from down south were right! They have a man!”

      A commotion erupted on the cutter as women pushed forward to get a better look at me, and finally, a wide, square-jawed woman pressed her way to the front, bellowing in anger and pushing others out of her way.

      “Search them and get them aboard!" The large woman barked, her eyes fell upon me, and I saw them alight with greed and something more sinister.

      Several women with M4 rifles came and pushed us all onto the Coast Guard vessel. I saw mixtures of anger and envy on the faces of the women who were capturing us. They were none too gentle about moving us. One woman even struck Loren hard across the back when she stumbled on the ladder leading into the cutter. My fear grew with every second, and I looked back worried about how Nadia and Vanessa would handle it. Both women were cowering, their faces painted with fear, eyes wide.

      The Coast Guard ship was mostly empty. It was a smaller vessel, meant for patrolling the coasts and maybe pulling swimmers out of the ocean. It had a crew of six women, including the captain. Nearly all of them were a sour-faced and sullen lot, and I felt sullied by their grins and leering stares.

      One woman hopped over and quickly searched our ship when the captain ordered it. The large woman stood with her arms crossed, glaring at our group.

      “That's all of them, Captain!" The woman who had searched our boat called.

      “Good,” the captain said, her grin turning ugly as she looked to the women still holding the M4’s, “Kill the women and tie up the manling.”

      It took us a second to process the words, and I watched in horror, unable to do anything as the rifles were raised. Three women with evil-looking grins pressed fingers to triggers, but then suddenly, Vanessa and Nadia were moving.
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      Vanessa was the first to attack, her hands twitched at her waist, and two knives flew out and into the necks of two of the riflewomen.  A startled cry of horror erupted from someone's throat as blood sprayed the air. Then Nadia was shoving me aside as she crashed into the third woman. Her powerful arms moved in a blur of motion, ripping the weapon free of the woman’s hands, breaking one of her arms and wrapping around her neck.

      Vanessa was snatching the rifle from the air even as Nadia was snapping the woman’s neck with a sickening sound. I'd never seen the two of them go all out in a fight, and it was staggering to realize just how deadly capable they were.

      The captain was screaming, pulling her sidearm and getting off a round, even as I pushed Loren, Becky, and Allison to the ground, covering them from the shots that began to ring out. When I looked up, I saw Vanessa standing above us, her face a grim mask as she trained the rifle onto our side boat. Blood was sheeting across the cutters deck, and when I looked over, I saw the crew was dead or dying, five bodies on the ground. The captain's head had been blown half off, and I felt my gorge rise at the sight of grey brain matter, torn flesh, bone, and still pumping blood.

      Nadia slumped to the side of the ship, and I saw her hand clutching her side, blood seeping from the wound. Vanessa had her rifle trained on our boat.

      “Don’t even think about it,” the former federal agent said, “quick someone go tie her up.”

      I was about to move, but Becky scrambled over the side, looking around at the dead bodies with sickened fascination. Loren and I stood, and I went right over to Nadia. She was grinning in between grimaces of pain.

      “Finally got into a fight…” the blonde woman said, “and get myself shot by amateurs… disgraceful.”

      “Vanessa, Nadia got hit,” I said, my voice sounding far calmer than I felt.

      “There should be medical supplies on this ship,” Vanessa said, her gun still trained on the last woman as she climbed into the cutter, and Becky tied her up.

      “The Confederacy is going to hunt you cunts down,” the woman growled as Becky pulled her arms behind herself, “that man is a resource and should be tied up for every woman to use.”

      “The Confederacy?” I asked.

      “Yes,” she said, her harsh voice softening as she spoke to me, “The Confederacy of Armed Forces has formed to search for you, manling. You should not be running free, you’re too valuable of a resource.”

      "Gag her," Vanessa said, "There should be a holding cell below deck, search her and lock her in there." Becky nodded, and Allison came and helped her, both casting worried looks at Nadia as they pulled the woman below.

      Loren and I pressed Nadia into a chair as Vanessa began digging through first aid supplies in a closet. Then Allison was back up deck pushing Vanessa’s hands away from the first aid supplies and grabbing things herself.

      “Leave it to me,” Allison said with a determined look on her face, “I was a registered nurse.”

      Vanessa stepped back and helped me push the bodies off the cutter and into the water. It was a bloody and disgusting task, and I very nearly threw up a couple of times from handling the dead flesh. The sight of the five dead women was heart-breaking, but I was happy it was them and not us.

      “We’re taking this vessel,” Vanessa said to Loren and me, "I checked, and it's got plenty of fuel. Let's get the supplies brought over.”

      "Vanessa, are you ok?" I asked her.

      “I’ll be better once we’re gone from here," she said, but when I reached out and gripped her upper arm, forcing her to look into my eyes, I saw her face soften, "I'm ok Adam, really. It was them or us… I have no regrets."

      “Ok, good,” I said and pulled her into a hug, “because you saved all of us, you and Nadia. Thank you.”

      Loren was silent as she helped us, and I could see the violence had upset her greatly. Fifteen minutes later, we were untying ourselves from the boat that had taken us north and were pulling away from it. I went to check on Nadia and found her resting comfortably down below on a cot. Allison had found pain killers and antibiotics, and after cleaning the wound out and stitching it up, she had given the woman a few of each and had her lie down. Vanessa drove us a couple miles out to sea and then killed the engines and came down from the pilot’s chair.

      While she was driving us out to sea, I dug through the ship's records and pulled up the radar imaging software. I was able to get a lot of information about what was going on in the bay area before we got too far out to sea to get a signal. We met near Nadia’s cot to plan our next moves.

      “How is Nadia?” Vanessa asked Allison, concerned for her friend.

      “It could have been a lot worse,” she said, “the bullet passed through her side and didn't appear to have damaged any organs. She lost minimal blood, and I was able to seal the wounds and give her antibiotics. She should recover quickly if she can keep from tearing the stitches."

      “Good,” Vanessa said with a relieved sigh.

      "We want to say thank you," Becky said, Allison nodding along with her, "to you and Nadia, you both saved our lives. You too, Adam."

      “Me?” I asked.

      "You pushed us down once the fighting started," Loren said, her big blue eyes shining with unshed tears, "Covered us with your body, you stupid man.”

      "Those women were right," Vanessa said, drawing all eyes to her, "Adam, you are a resource, a priceless one. It was brave of you to do that, but your instincts were wrong, we need to keep you safe above all of us.”

      "She's right," Becky said, "but thank you, thank you all that was… that was fucking crazy, and I hope we never have to go through anything like that again."

      “I fear we’re going to have more situations like that coming up," Vanessa said, “ I managed to take a peek at the captain log, the situation in the Bay Area looks far worse than I imagined."

      “Far worse,” I said grimly, “I read through the logs and reviewed the radar readouts for the Bay. It looks like this Confederacy of theirs has control of all the ports and is flying Air Force planes out of Travis Air Force Base to secure their control over the waterways."

      “Shit,” Vanessa said, “I didn’t see that.”

      “That’s not all,” I said, “they’re fighting multiple different forces. Battles are going on in the north, east, and south, but they seem to control most of the central valley."

      “I don’t feel comfortable heading into all of that,” Vanessa said, “what’re our options?”

      “We could head back to the Queendom,” Allison said, “get more boats and women and come back when things have calmed down.”

      “I’m not sure things will be any calmed in a month or even a year,” Vanessa said, “and time is pressing.”

      “I say we head north,” Becky said, “far enough that we are free of the chaos in the bay. Find a safe place to beach this ship and hike inland then come down from the north.”

      "I like that idea," Vanessa said, nodding, "Loren, you've been quiet, what are you thinking?"

      The small blonde girl looked up from her study of her hands and looked to each of us before she spoke.

      “I’m not sure I’m qualified to give suggestions on what we should. But isn’t it strange how easily they decided to kill us?" She shook her head, "I don’t think we can trust any women who haven’t been freed of their ‘craziness’ by Adam.”

      “I agree,” Vanessa said, “I think heading north is our best option. Anyone have a problem with that plan?”

      No one objected, and she went back up to the pilot’s chair and got the boat underway again. Allison and Loren went out and cleaned the blood from the deck while Becky and I searched the cutter finding a stash of rifles and ammo as well as gear we could use once we decided to hike inland.
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      We were putting together six packs, sorting out what we would need when Loren and Allison came back down. The four of us packed up food and loaded up weapons and magazines as the boat pushed on farther north.

      In the late afternoon, Nadia was awake and moving around the vessel slowly. The first thing she did was head down to our prisoner and begin interrogating her. The woman didn't know much, having spent the past couple months puttering around the coast, but she was able to pass along some valuable information.

      The different branches of the military had each formed their own factions in the wake of society’s collapse. In the bay area that was the Coast Guard and the Air Force, down south, it was the Marines and the Navy. Chaos had erupted in the densely populated bay area, with dozens of factions warring for food and territory.

      The military had tried to restore order, but from what Nadia could gather, that order had come in the form of brutal dictatorships. None of the military factions were powerful enough to overcome the disparate threats. They had formed a loose confederate, with the officers and ultimate leaders having an uneasy truce among themselves as they fought for control of the entire region.

      The University in Berkley had been the staging ground for a faction of intellectuals and scientists. It had been overrun a week before by the Air Force, who had taken the women at the campus. The prisoner didn’t know more than that no matter how hard Nadia pressed her.

      We made great time heading north up the coast, the cutter far better at handling rough seas than our last boat. It was early in the afternoon by the time Vanessa cut inland and found us an isolated stretch of coast.

      What to do with our prisoner was a difficult question, but in the end, we left her aboard the boat, shackled near the radio with a couple of weeks of food and water. Eventually, one of the Confederacy ships would pass by, and she could signal them.

      Each of us shouldered a pack and started hiking inland as soon as we could. I found it a great relief to have solid ground beneath my feet once again. The boat had been great, but I’d never lost my anxiety that something might go wrong out on the broad ocean.

      It was rough going to climb out of the sand and dunes, but once we were under the coastal trees, the hiking was easier. We took our time, making sure Nadia didn't overwork herself and pull her stitches. It was just beginning to get dark out when we found a small clearing and set up camp. The women put up the large tent as I boiled water and got the MRE’s heated. We’d settled into a comfortable routine over the past couple nights, and within thirty minutes, we were eating a hot meal inside the slowly warming interior of the tent.

      Allison checked on Nadia’s wound after the meal, over the large blonde’s protests that she was fine. None of the stitches had torn, but Allison still warned her and us that our pace would need to slow down for a day or two.

      Vanessa pulled out maps and showed us where we were located. We would need to hike for a good 5-6 days before we began to hit dense civilized lands to the south. She began planning a route as Loren and Allison debated where they could find pregnancy tests along the way.

      It was finally agreed that the tests would have to wait for a few days until we hit one of the small towns in the north bay. There was too much risk if we hugged the coast and hit up one of the cities to find a pregnancy kit.

      “We’re just going to have to be patient,” Vanessa said with a sigh, more to herself than anyone else I thought, “keep to the redwoods and avoid detection as best we can. Soon we have to make a big decision, though. Whether to go on or give this all up for a fool’s errand.”

      “But what about the cure?” I said.

      “I know,” Vanessa said, her face pained, “but we’re just too vulnerable to any group we come across. I'm tired of us being the victims every time we encounter a new group, and the risk just keeps growing each time. Today made that clear.”

      “If there’s still any chance your friend can make a cure with Adam’s seed,” Allison said, “then it’s worth the risk of all of our lives. I plan to stay with you until you find her.”

      "Me too," Becky said, nodding, "this is too important."

      "Then, once we find a safe place for you all to hole up," Vanessa said, "I'll head into the bay alone to see what I can find."

      “Not alone,” Nadia said her voice groggy from the pain medication Allison had forced upon her, “two can search faster than one.”

      “We need to find a lab,” I said, “I’m sure we can find one in the north bay, hopefully in a safe area. While you two are looking for Trish and her research, we can prep the lab.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” Vanessa said with a nod, “there’s one last thing to do before we call it a night.”

      The woman's dark eyes sparkled as she glanced from Becky to me, and I felt my blood begin to heat up. Soon all the women were grinning and turning to look at me. We were alive, gloriously alive, and there was no better way to celebrate that fact then with the ultimate act of life.

      I took charge that evening in the tent and loved how quickly and submissively the women leaped to carry out my desires. Nadia was soon unconscious, the drugs dragging her down into oblivion, but the four other women I kept busy late into the night.

      The violence had shaken me, and for the first time, I realized that the life I had now could be taken away so easily. I decided to appreciate every second of it.

      I took Vanessa first. Letting the other women watch as I stripped her naked and took my time pleasuring her before I slid between her slender legs and drove in deep. Our hands were all over one another's skin, and our lips locked to one another's as we made love. When she had reached her peak of pleasure, she pushed me to my back and drew Loren over. She took particular delight in the tiny blonde’s perfect body and guiding the girl onto my still stiff cock.

      “They are so beautiful together,” Allison breathed as she watched Loren slowly ride me, “I’ve never seen anything sexier!”

      "Mhmm, I finally have you in me again,” Loren breathed in my ear, “I dream about your cock Adam… dream of worshipping your big beautiful dick… fill me with your seed… pump a baby in me!”

      I fucked up into the girl with powerful thrusts. Her incredible tightness drove my pleasure higher and higher. She sat back, her tiny breasts pressed together, head thrown back as she screamed out her pleasure. Then I was cumming, my toes curling as I drew her little body against me, panting in release.

      Loren lay with Vanessa, the two women kissing and holding one another while I sat up and pulled Becky and her friend to me. I kissed Allison’s thick, soft lips, and let my hands cup and play with her massive tits and guided Becky’s hungry mouth down to my cock.

      In no time at all, she had me firming up again, and I sat back and let Allison join her in their worship. Becky held the tip of my dick in her mouth and stroked the shaft lightly, sucking hard, while Allison licked gently at my balls. Then they traded places, their tongues sliding along my shaft as they did, teasing one another’s. Allison deep throated me, her friend watching in amazement, and then she tried, only able to get half of my length into her mouth.

      I pressed Becky's face down into Allison's wet pussy and got behind her small firm ass. Allison was nervous at first, but in seconds she was moaning in pleasure as the little brunette enthusiastically ate her out. Becky struggled to concentrate on her task, though, as I slide into her tight pussy with long slow strokes.

      Looking over, I saw Loren lying against Vanessa, both women watching the action going on before them as they lazily played with one another. In minutes Becky was cumming, and I pressed her forward until her face was beside Allison, and then I pulled out of her and drove into the busty woman. Alternating between the two of them, I fucked them both to several orgasms before I unloaded deep within Allison.

      We collapsed into a pile of sweaty naked bodies, and I thought we would fall to sleep. Instead, Loren and Allison crawled between my legs. The two of them intent on drinking down at least one load of my cum before they slept; and one happily helping the other in her endeavor to do the same. The older nurse had said such acts had been known to help impregnation. I didn’t know about that, but I certainly wasn’t complaining.
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      The next morning, we were up with first light and hiking deeper into the woods, using Vanessa’s maps to track our progress. Nadia never complained that whole day, even when we were forced to climb up a steep muddy hillside.

      By the time late afternoon hit we had come down a ridgeline and dropped into a big basin of ancient redwood trees. The going was much easier under the redwoods, and we even found some trails that wended their way south through the national park.

      We were covered in mud and grime from our hike and stopped near a slow, plodding river to bathe. The water was cold but not freezing, and after a minute, I was used to it. Vanessa had a bar of soap in her pack, and we shared it around as we scrubbed ourselves clean in the river. The spot was excellent, so we just set up camp there, a good hour before darkness.

      After the tent was set up and a hot meal, Loren and Becky went back into the river to swim a bit, and I joined them. The water was getting chillier, and I wasn't looking forward to being wet and damp in the tent, but lying on my back flowing with the current, I found some peace.

      Staring up at the blue sky and treetops above, I thought back on all that had happened since I’d woken up in the hospital. It was crazy to think it was only a week before; it felt like a lifetime. The journey had been exciting, but if I was being honest with myself, I was hoping to find a place we could settle down. I didn't know what the future held for us, but someplace like the island we had visited could be a wonderful place to live out the rest of my life. I was beginning to worry a peaceful life like that was out of the question for one of the last remaining men alive.

      Loren broke the peace of my floating when her slender little body slid alongside mine, but I didn’t mind the distraction. I can’t imagine any straight man would hate it. I took her standing up in the shallows, Becky swimming alongside and joining in before we stumbled out of the river and up to the camp.

      Nadia and Vanessa had built a large fire, and we all sat around it, warming ourselves and drinking tea from our MRE’s. It was a peaceful night of sleep. The sky was clear, so we left the rain flap off the tent and were able to look up at the canopy of branches and star above.

      A rough hand shook my shoulder, waking me, as a hand pressed to my lips, and a low voice shushed me to silence. Instantly aware, I looked around and saw Nadia above me, her face tense as she drew her hand from my mouth.

      I heard Vanessa moving around, waking the other women when sound from the forest made us all freeze. The unmistakable sound of metal striking metal rang out in the quiet darkness. Suddenly there was the rustling of noise as of approaching footsteps from all around Nadia, and us and Vanessa were moving, rifles out they slipped from the tent.

      I was about to follow, but Becky gripped my arm and held me back. I nodded in reluctance but stayed by the tent door, peeking out into the darkness by the light of the banked fire.

      “Freeze, or we start firing!" Vanessa shouted, and the rustling sound ceased.

      "Peace sister," came a calm, gentle voice from the darkness, “we did not wish to frighten. We simply came to leave offering outside your tent.”

      “Come into the light,” Vanessa said, motioning Nadia to build up the fire again, “and if you have weapons, leave them in the darkness."

      An older greying woman walked into the firelight, followed by three. The others were young women, each carrying a basket filled with berries, muffins and a pot of smooth, creamy butter.

      “We carry no weapons,” the old woman said, “and just came to leave a gift for you to find when you woke.”

      “Your friends out in woods,” Vanessa said, never taking her finger from the trigger of her M4, “are they unarmed as well?”

      The older woman looked chagrined and shook her head reluctantly.

      “These are troubled times; a woman would do well to have some measure of protection from the madness that seems to have gripped the rest of the world.”

      “Tell them to come out as well,” Nadia said a hint of menace in her voice, “as you say, troubled times.”

      “Melissa, you can come out," the old woman called, "She’s the only guard we brought, we thought you were all asleep. Honestly, no one has ever woken when we came to drop off the gifts before.”

      As the woman spoke, a bigger beautiful woman with thick blonde hair came sauntering out of the woods. She had a powerful machine gun slung over her shoulders, one hand resting lightly on the stock.

      “Greetings," the woman said in a thick drawl, sizing up Vanessa with a crooked smile.

      "Who are you all?" Vanessa asked the older woman, her eyes troubled as she looked Melissa up and down.

      “We could ask you the same thing,” the old woman said with a smile, “we are a group of women who have escaped the madness happening down amongst the towns and cities of the old world. We are building a home here amongst the ancient redwoods and have found some measure of peace.”

      “You seem remarkably… sane," Vanessa said, glancing from the old woman to the women behind her.

      “Ahh,” one of the younger women said, “then you’ve noticed it as well. We find most women aren’t even aware of the craziness that had infected their minds.”

      “What’s your cure?” Nadia asked.

      “May we sit?" The older woman asked, motioning to the fire.

      “No,” Vanessa said, “No one gets comfortable until we get some answers, real ones.”

      “Very well,” the older woman said, “Jessica explain it to them, please."

      The younger woman who had spoken earlier, stepped forward and clasped her hands before her stomach and began to talk as if she was lecturing a class. She was cute, in a button nose, thick black-rimmed glasses kind of way — the bookish girl who had yet to flourish and embrace her real beauty.

      “Humanity as a race is on the brink of extinction. In our current state, we have one maybe two generations before we are almost completely wiped out. The rumors of a living male in the south can’t be believed,” Vanessa managed to keep her features smooth, but Nadia shot a quick look to the tent before she caught herself. I saw Melissa narrow her eyes, glancing at the tents shadowed doorway. “and we must operate given the new paradigm we find ourselves in. When one understands that all experience, even the overwhelming need to breed and propagate our species, is fleeting. When you can achieve that mental state, you can ignore the maddening effects of the drive to breed. In the Grove, we practice transcendental meditation for six hours every day and have a rigorous masturbation protocol that appears efficacious in combating the Baby Madness, as some call it.”

      “Fascinating,” Vanessa said, finally removing her finger from the trigger guard of her rifle, “meditation and masturbation. What do you know about the troubles down in the bay area? Do you know if it’s safe to get to Berkley?”

      “Berkley?” The older woman asked, shaking her head sadly, “the whole east bay is a war zone of competing factions. What do you need from there?”

      “Not what, but who,” Vanessa said, her face troubled, “my best friend was a professor at UC Berkeley, she was working there still in the labs as of two weeks ago.”

      “The UC Berkley labs are now under the control of the Vietnamese Cooking Cartels,” Melissa said. "They are busy making medicines, antibiotics, meth, ecstasy, who knows what else they’re brewing there, just took control of it a few days ago, it’s been all over the nets.”

      “The nets?” Nadia asked.

      “What was left of the government in Sacramento was in the process of establishing the wired networks, getting power stations back online and sewage systems working, but then the Confederacy happened, and power’s been out across most of the bay the past week.” Melissa tilted her head, face thoughtful as she went on, “If your friend made it out alive, where would she have gone?”

      “She would have found another laboratory with the necessary equipment, and it would’ve needed to be close,” I noticed a tremor of fear in Vanessa’s voice that I’d never heard before and my heart went out to her.

      Behind her, one of the younger women who wore plain woolen robes and a deep hood stepped forward. She reached out a slender hand and pointed it at Vanessa, and a soft voice came from within the hood, only the tip of her chin peeking out into the firelight as she spoke.

      “There is something… different about your sister. You and two of your friends from the tent… no… three of them?"

      “What is this?” Vanessa asked.

      "Priestess of the Goddess," the older woman said, bowing her head respectfully, "remove your hood, Morgan. And what do you mean different?”

      Melissa was instantly on guard standing up straight and glaring at the tent, her heavy rifle lifted but not aimed directly at where we still hid.

      “Her moonblood no longer flows,” the small woman said. She pulled back her hood as she spoke, revealing milk-white, sightless eyes, in a face of sublime beauty. Her hair was so blonde it looked silver in the firelight, and she sat on the ground, head tilted as she looked near where Vanessa stood.

      “Dear goddess…” the small woman breathed, “Your visions… I dared not believe…”

      Then she collapsed, weeping uncontrollably. The other women watching her, looked stunned. Melissa lifted her heavy machine gun and pointed it at the tent.

      “What did you do to her?” She demanded of Vanessa, real anger in her voice for the first time.
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      “We didn’t do anything!” Vanessa said indignantly, raising her weapon. The mood was growing dangerous, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I moved out of the tent, pushing aside Becky and Allison when they tried to stop me, fear on their faces. I stepped out into the open and heard four sharp gasps of surprise and a loud clatter as Melissa dropped her rifle eyes wide, mouth agape. The little priestess Morgan sat up sharply, her head tilting, milk-white eyes finding me unerringly and a wide beatific smile stretching across her doll-like features.

      “Goddess’s blessing… the rumors were true… a man still lives!”

      Vanessa told the tale as the other women, and I gorged on the baskets of food they'd brought. I couldn't remember the last time I had a fresh muffin, and they were delicious. Filled with sweet blackberries and slathered with butter, I was in heaven.

      The constant stares of Melissa and the other three women were a little unsettling but not nearly as much as the tiny priestess who mumbled prayers as she stared at me with milky white eyes, arms lost beneath her voluminous robes. The other young women with her were acolytes it seemed, both were quiet and seemed to take their cues from the blind girl.

      “You will come to the Grove,” Melissa said to Vanessa, “we will feast and celebrate, the Mistress will want to meet Adam.”

      “We’ll want assurances that we can leave whenever we want,” I said, “We refuse to be anyone’s prisoners or captives anymore.”

      “Fear not manling,” the priestess said, her voice low and throaty, “amongst my sisters and the women of the Grove, you'll be given a place of honor, and the freedom to do as you please even if that includes leaving us. We would never steal choice from you.”

      “She’s right, sir,” Melissa said, her pale cheeks red with a deep blush as she couldn’t meet my eyes, “the Grove is a real refuge and would welcome you and all your… friends. There would be no end to the… appreciation you would receive there.”

      “It would be my honor to visit this home you’re building for yourselves,” I said, “and we would appreciate the safe place to lay our heads. We can't stay long, though; our mission is far too vital and important."

      “What mission is this?” The older woman asked.

      “The friend I mentioned earlier,” Vanessa said, "she was close to creating a vaccine for the virus but ran out of viable samples from surviving males. Adam here could hold the key to completing her research.”

      “Ahh,” the priestess said with a knowing smile, “and that research is vitally important to you and your two friends, now more than ever.”

      “What do you mean?” Loren asked, her doe-like eyes sharp with interest upon the tiny adorable priestess.

      “Do you not know?” The girl asked, tilting her head in that odd way of hers. "We have test kits from the fertility clinic and can confirm back at the Grove, but I smell no moon flow from these three women," she pointed to Nadia, Vanessa, and Becky, "and that usually means pregnancy, unless they’ve undergone ‘the change’.”

      I felt rocked by the news. It had been a possibility up until now, but for some reason, I hadn't processed it. I looked at Vanessa feeling elation bubble up within and saw its mirror in her. Then Nadia was grabbing me in a big hug, along with Becky and Vanessa. Tears burned in my eyes, and I found the women as well all crying and joining in with the hug. I was crushed by their love and terrified by the prospect of babies running around and feeling blessed at the same time.

      I picked up my head and saw that Allison and Loren had joined the giant hug, even Melissa bawling her eyes out as she grinned in joy. I looked around the camp and saw the other women staring and watching varying levels of amazement and joy on their faces. I waved them over, laughing as each dashed to us, adding to join us.

      Vanessa took Loren’s perfect face in her hands and kissed her soundly.

      “You’re a genius!” She said, causing the pretty blonde to blush.

      I saw Loren's face fill with surprised joy at the compliment. The girl thought so poorly of her own intelligence, but time and time again, she proved herself wrong and was the only one never to see it.

      We packed up the camp and began hiking upriver towards the Grove. As we went, I quizzed Melissa about her time in the community. The woman was a talker, and her story poured out of her. She had been a police officer in the bay area when the world had slowly begun to go mad. She had lost all of her male relatives to the virus and many of the females as well, it had left her bereft. She heard rumors of a place of safety and succor to the north. She was living in a mansion with several of her friends, and most of them had decided to go in search of the community to the north.

      They'd driven a couple hours up the 101 North and then hiked out into the woods. That night when they were camping, a group of women dropped off the usual basket of muffins and food, and the next day, they were led into the Grove.

      They had watchers throughout the forests, watching to see who came into their domain. A relay network of short-wave radios was used to communicate between the scouts and Grove. Every day new groups of women, mostly refugees from the chaos down south, made their way up into the coastal forests.

      We hiked for an hour, and the women got to a fire road, one of those narrow dirt tracks that crisscross the forests. I was super excited to see six four-wheelers sitting there, not just because it meant an end to our tough hike.

      The older woman in charge of the group was named Rose. She was kind but no-nonsense as she directed the women and me to a four-wheeler. I meant to sit behind Melissa, having found a connection with the kind bubbly woman, but the priestess drew me to the last quad and told me to drive as she slid behind, clutching me with her slender arms.

      We rode in silence for about an hour, up and down the mountain trails. When we crested a ridgeline, and a large basin filled with massive redwood trees opened up before us, I felt the girl behind me stir.

      “We’ve made it to the Grove manling,” she said at me back, “Your presence will cause quite the stir amongst our women.”

      “I’m used to that,” I said, “you mentioned a fertility clinic, what was that about?”

      “Our Mistress had the great idea to try and use samples in a fertility clinic to impregnate some of our women. But unfortunately, the power was out at the clinic for weeks before we arrived, and all the samples were destroyed."

      “What if you had fresh samples?” I asked, my mind working.

      “Then we would have a couple hundred women clamoring to try,” the girl giggled against my back her small hand sliding down to my crotch and stroking my cock outside my pants, “but only if they can’t get impregnated the fun way.”

      “It’s something to look into,” I said.

      “We will bring it up with Danh. She's a pharmacist, and the closest thing we have to a doctor in the Grove."
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      I drove down into the Grove and was stunned by what I found. The women here had been hard at work, building a self-sustaining community. On the north end were vast fields of crops, with a couple dozen women in short dresses moving about planting and tending to them. A large river cut through the east side of the valley, offering freshwater and irrigation for the crops.

      Once beneath the cool canopy of trees, I found a town of tents, both large and small. Interspersed throughout were cooking fires with women tending to meals. There was even a sizeable outdoor showering area where big bags of warm water rained down gentle water. There were a couple of women bathing as we drove by, and they stared in wonder at me, not bothering to hide their naked bodies in their shock at seeing a man.

      Our group drew stares from all over as we drove deeper into the Grove. Curious about the new group joining them when women noticed me on the last quad most stood silently and stared, too stunned for a reaction. Others voiced exclamations of surprise, loud prayers, or even tears when they saw me.

      I’d never been in an ancient redwood grove before, or at least not one as magical as this one was. Everywhere I looked, it felt like I was in some elven paradise. Green moss covered the ground, along with lush ferns. The magnificent redwoods cast their cool shadows over everything and filled the air with the gentle rustling of their branches. The space between trees was ample, giving the impression that we were in a cathedral filled with thick columns.

      The tents grew denser as we got to the eastern edge of the Grove, and then we rolled to a stop near a large clearing. The smell of pot smoke drifted through the whole Grove, and I saw trailing lines of smoke as several groups passed around joints. The edges of the clearing were covered in brightly colored wildflowers, and the ground was thick with lush green grasses. A massive fire pit sat in the center surrounded by benches arrayed around it.

      A small group of women waiting near the river’s edge, and I was reminded of the Queen and her councilors as I looked them over. At their center was a tall woman with thick platinum blonde hair. Her blue eyes found mine, and I saw such a depth of intelligence and passion within them that I felt a stirring within. Her wide smile revealed a set of perfect white teeth, and I saw her body was incredibly well proportioned with massive breasts, a narrow waist, and full hips. The women around her were a mixture of races. Most were older with greying or even white hair.

      “Greetings,” said the tall blonde woman as we drew close, “I am Mistress Hillary, and you are all welcome to our Grove.”

      “Thank you, ma’am,” I said, “We can’t tell you how grateful we are for the warm greeting.”

      “A man…” she breathed her voice full of wonder, and a tittering came from the women around her. “The goddess has blessed us indeed to bring a man into our midst.”

      I was entranced by the tall woman’s bright blue eyes as we stared at one another. I grew so flustered that Vanessa made the introductions. I’d seen many beautiful women over the past couple weeks, but nothing had prepared me for the Mistress of the Grove, Hillary.

      Hillary introduced her council to us. Each woman was from a different field and a master of her craft. There were engineers, plumbers, nurses, just about every major profession you could think of was represented. The women were one and all confident and powerful, and I saw few signs that the madness we had seen in so many other women was evident here.

      "It's only been two months," Hillary said, motioning around at the Grove, “and we’re not self-sufficient yet, but we plan to be within the year. Please, everyone, take a seat we would love to hear about the outer world and your travels.”

      She led us over to the benches while women brought cups of tea for us. The woman who handed me my cup was a beautiful young Asian woman who nearly tripped because she was so busy staring at me. When I thanked her for the tea, her eyes grew wide, and she started breathing heavily. I thought she was going to jump me right there, but another of the servers led her away, whispering in her ears as they both continued to stare.

      I sat sipping the tea and tried not to feel nervous as the clearing filled with more and more women, all of them ogling me with interest, whispering to one another, cheeks rosy. I caught several of the women slipping hands down into their pants, or under skirts and masturbating. I was stunned when I noticed, but none of the other women seemed to react as if it was strange.

      Vanessa and I told our story, leaving very little out. We explained where we had come from and all that had happened to us on the way. Loren told them about her theories of the Species Imperative and how it was changing all of us. Also, about her suspicion that the desires changed once you were impregnated. When she revealed that she thought three of our women were pregnant, there was a loud commotion from all around the clearing, and it took a while for it to die down.

      "If this is true," Hillary said, her voice stunned, "then it's vital you accomplish your mission, Vanessa… and we can have hope again for humanity’s survival. Oh, praise the Goddess!”

      “Praise the Goddess!” Cries came from all round in response to her words.

      “We attempted artificial insemination,” said a pretty older Asian woman. She was shaking her head as she pushed the glasses up her nose, "we haven't been able to find unspoiled sperm samples, however, and even if we did, the chances of the baby carrying the genetic markers to resist the virus would be slim.”

      “I’d be happy to provide samples,” I said, “if you think it’s a real option.”

      From the reactions I saw around the gathering of women, I realized they had been hoping this would be the case. The Asian woman grinned suddenly very animated as she began to speak rapidly.

      "I could have the clinic powered up and running in a day. We could begin the procedure for all who are willing within the week."

      “I’ll volunteer!” A woman shouted from the gathering, raising her hand excitedly.

      “Me too!” Said another with breathless excitement.

      “Hanh get on it,” Hillary said, “but first see if we have any more of the test kits in with your supplies, we should find out for certain if Loren’s theory is correct.”

      “It is.” Said the priestess in her haunting voice.

      “Yes, well,” Hillary said, obviously a little uncomfortable with the girl’s odd manners, “best to be certain. Melissa gather in all the sisters of the Grove we will have a Moot tonight and then a celebration after to welcome our guests.”

      “Mistress,” said one of the councilors beside her, a pretty woman who looked remarkably similar to her mistress in face and body but shorter and with auburn hair, “If the Master… if Adam so wishes, is it possible to be… impregnated the natural way?”

      “We are all free people here, Sarah," Mistress Hillary said chidingly, “Adam is free to take whomever he desires to his bed, or not if that's what he chooses. I hope the sisters of the Grove will show restraint and compassion for this man and all he's been through already."

      "Yes, Mistress," Sarah said in agreement, her eyes burning bright with desire as they ran up and down my body.

      “Let me say this now, for all to hear,” I said, "I've given this a lot of thought as we traveled the past couple days, and now with the prospect of artificial insemination, I’ve come to a realization.” I felt a moment of anxiety when I realized hundreds of eyes were now focused on me with an intensity, I’d never felt from so large a crowd.

      “This new world requires changes to our old system of morals,” my cheeks grew hot as I realized what a lecherous man my words might make me seem to all these women I’d just met, but I went on regardless.

      “You women are suffering, and it's within my power to heal it, at least in some small part. For that reason, I offer my… services… to any who wish.”

      There was a great clamor of excitement from the assembled women, and it took Hillary a minute or two to quiet them back down.

      “That is very generous of you, Adam," she said, bowing low to me, “if you would be so kind as to allow us to arrange things, we will ensure all who wish it, will be given the opportunity.”
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      She broke up the meeting then, sending runners out to gathering those who hadn’t made it to the clearing. The women who had come with me were each surrounded by a small group that peppered them with questions. My ears burned when I overheard a few of them. They were quite frank in trying to learn what pleased me.

      I found myself alone, most of the women either too shy or too intimidated to approach, and I wandered over to the river. The Grove was a peaceful place, and I closed my eyes, letting the warm sunlight and the sounds of nature calm me down. I didn’t realize until then just how much anxiety I’d been holding in. There were so many women here, and in the back of my head, I'd worried things would go poorly again.

      I felt a presence at my side and looked over to find Hillary standing next to me with two of her councilors behind her.

      “That was very generous offer you made,” she said, her cheeks coloring slightly as she looked out to the river, “I fear these women will keep you too exhausted to do much else for the foreseeable future.”

      "Hopefully, Hanh has the Artificial Insemination Clinic up and running before they kill me," I said with a grin.

      “Vanessa has to leave to find her friend,” Hillary said, “but we think you and your other companions should stay here, where you’ll be safe.”

      “If I stay here for too long and word gets out, the Confederacy could come up here with tanks and planes," I said, "I wouldn’t want that to happen to this place.”

      “Please give it some thought," she said, reaching out and resting one warm hand on my arm, "Here you would have food, shelter and safety and the freedom to do as you please. We would give you a place of honor as… our Master.”

      There was an invitation in her words, and I turned to her, looking her full in the face. The woman was breathtakingly beautiful. Probably in her late thirties with a body that made my mouth go dry when I glanced down at it. She smiled shyly when she saw the desire in my eyes, and she glanced to her left and right.

      The two beautiful women with her stepped up the three of them linking arms, large breasts pressed against one another, and they turned as one and began walking towards a small grotto on the shore of the river.

      “Go with them, manling,” I was startled by the priestess who was suddenly there at my side, “Cleanse our leaders and prove your words to the women of the Grove.”

      I glanced at Vanessa and saw her answering grin and nod. Then I followed after the three women. Most of those still in the clearing watched us go with mixed looks of envy, excitement, and curiosity.

      I stepped into the grotto and found the three women talking quietly, small smiles on their faces that brightened when they saw me step in.

      The sexual tension was thick in the air. For perhaps the first time, I felt totally confident and certain as I stepped up to the three women. Hillary was gorgeous in her platinum blondeness, and beside her was another blonde, dainty and delicate. The third woman had massive breasts, even more significant than Hillary, and chestnut-colored hair that hung long down her back, slender hips, and a tiny little ass. Hillary’s eyes went wide as I stepped close enough to smell the floral scent of her hair. I inhaled deeply and smiled, looking down into her gorgeous eyes.

      I drew her into my embrace, and her gasp of surprise as our lips met, melted into a moan of pleasure. Her lips were thick and soft against mine, and my hands felt up the side of her perfect body, as my other hand reached out and pulled the other beautiful blonde counselor close to my side.

      The women were shy at first, this having been their first group experience. Only the brunette showed any real skills when it came to sex, and I learned quickly that she was happy to help me teach her friends how to work my cock properly. The tiny blonde came fast and hard, and I pumped cum deep into her womb. She passed out and didn’t come around for long minutes.

      The brunette I took more time with, taking her doggystyle as she screamed in pleasure, her kinky mind spitting out all sorts of nasty dirty-talk as we fucked. The little blonde licked and teased Hillary as I filled the brunette’s womb with cum, leaving her a shuddering convulsing mess.

      Hillary pressed me down, her happy mouth sucking my dick clean and back to stiffness, before she climbed onto my hips, pulling me into her waiting depths. I was lost in her massive breasts and delicate kissing lips. I had been with so many lately but could count on one hand the times I had been affected on a soul level by the relations. Vanessa certainly, Loren and the Queen as well, and now with Hillary. My hands slid up and down her back, tears in her eyes as she moaned and laughed in joy, her hips slapping down into mine.

      “The moment I saw you… I knew," she whispered in my ears, "… oh god, I'm cumming again… ngh! I knew I would love you… cum in me… please…. Oh god… cumming… again!”

      I couldn’t hold back, and her sucking depths milked a massive load out of my cock, but she wasn’t done. I felt her whole body go stiff, but she clung to consciousness. I couldn't get enough of the woman, and the hunger to breed was intense in me. Growling, I rolled her over and spread her legs out wide. Watching in pleasure as my cock sawed in and out of her blonde pussy.

      Hillary writhed under me, her head rolling back and forth, eyes rolled back up into her skull, so the whites showed. Her lips an ‘O’ of pleasure as she moaned incoherently. I held her hips and drove into her with powerful thrusts, watching her massive firm breasts sway back and forth. I was nearing my orgasm when I felt hands on me, and then little firm breasts pressed into my back.

      “This will get her with child,” the priestess whispered behind me, “shoot… Now!”

      Her little hands encircled my stomach playing along with my abs as I felt my balls tighten, and I flooded Mistress Hillary's womb with a massive blast of cum. The gorgeous woman relaxed beneath me, succumbing to pleasure and passing out.

      My mind was heady with desire and wild passion. Just as it had been in the church with the Cult of the Old God, and on the island with the Queendom of Gaia, the sexual frenzy built upon itself. My cock was rock hard as I leaned back, pulled by the priestess to a standing position. Then a hot mouth was on my cock, and I looked down to see Hillary’s sister. The auburn-haired woman was nude, her body nearly identical to that of her older sister.

      Looking up, I saw Vanessa and Loren ushering in a group of friends into the grotto. Four women who all held hands, whispering to one in breathless excitement. They paused when they saw the two groggy women just coming out of their cum-coma and their Mistress, passed out with a giant smile on her face. All of them grinned wide when they saw the woman on her knees, worshipping my cock and began flinging clothes aside as they hurried to join in.

      Looking back, I saw the priestess slipping back into the dense ferns. The only thing the young woman wore except for a pair of tiny white panties, was a mischievous smile. She winked and blew me a kiss before disappearing from sight. Then my attention was brought back to the group, now pressing themselves against me. Vanessa joined in with them, and soon we were lost to the rest of the world.

      After the group Vanessa brought, Nadia came with a group of three friends. Then it was Loren with a pack of young beauties. On and on the day went. In the evening, I rested, bathing in the river and eating a big meal, surrounded by chattering women I just bedded.

      That evening the fire was built up, and guitars and drums were brought out. Women chanted, while others sang both old songs and new ones. Food was cooked and shared all around the gathering. Those who had been cured of the madness were more relaxed, while those who had yet to partake spoke excitedly about what was to come.

      My harem was in charge of who entered the grotto and when the only ones they couldn't seem to keep a handle on were the priestess who slipped in and out on a whim and Mistress Hillary who managed to join in with three different groups throughout that first night.

      Finally, I could do no more. Completely drained, I stumbled away to find a place to rest. Tomorrow I would endure the same sublime torture, and, in a day or two, Vanessa and Nadia would head down to discover what they could about her friend. For this night, at least, I could rest, knowing we were all safe.

      Small delicate hands guided me to a waiting pallet. I felt them gently cleanse my skin and then pull a soft blanket over me. Soft lips pressed to my cheek and whispered to me.

      “Rest now, my Master and let the Goddess replenish your strength, tomorrow your great work begins again, and it will get harder… but trust that the Goddess will see you properly rewarded. Sleep now, our great master, sleep.” Just as I fell into black slumber, I felt the tiny form of the priestess cuddle up to my side.
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      The first sounds that came to my waking ears were the sweet songs of morning birds. The warmth of the morning sun soothed my aching muscles, and the trickling water of the nearby river reminded me where I was.

      I peeled my eyes open to find I lay on a bed of moss and leaves, covered by a thick wool blanket. Beside me slept the slender, nubile form of the strange priestess, cuddled up close to my side, her soft snores causing me to smile in affection.

      When I turned my head, I found someone had set a large mug of steaming tea on a rock nearby. I climbed free of the blanket and stretched and picked up the cup. The grotto was just as I remembered from the evening before. When I looked back at the small pallet I’d slept on, I found the priestess wide awake, her eerie white eyes staring at me with a burning intensity I found unsettling.

      “Morning,” I said, then I offered her the cup after I’d taken a sip of the steaming floral liquid, “Want a sip?”

      “That is a special tea,” she said, her haunting voice causing my heart to race and the hairs at the base of my neck to stand up, “Specially prepared to empower you for your day's duties and exertions. Be sure to drink it all.”

      “Ok,” I said, an awkward silence hung between us after that. Or at least it felt awkward to me, but from the steady stare the girl gave me, she didn’t notice.

      “Who is this goddess you keep mentioning?” I asked, curious, and needing something to break the silence.

      “She is the earth and the stars,” the girl stood, her thin white dress plastered to her nubile body, drawing my hungry stare down her hips to the small ‘v’ between her legs. “She began to speak to me… the moment you awoke.” At my startled look, she grinned and nodded, “I dreamed with you master. I walked dark places as their drugs flooded your veins, and their prodding needles tested your blood and body.

      “I woke in this brave new world the moment you did and knew my purpose as you claimed your first bride, that darkly dangerous woman whom you brought with you. She frightens me… the things she’s capable of doing on your behalf, and on behalf of her child… but we will need that strength in the times to come.”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked, trying to keep up with her.

      “I don’t know,” she said, and for one terrible second, I saw her face twist in frustration, “I don’t, I’m sorry. Things pop into my mind, thoughts, and feelings, images from places, and times that I’ve never been… Maybe I’m crazy… Perhaps there is no goddess, and this is all just another way for us to survive… I can’t be certain… but I have faith… faith in you and the world you can help us build.

      “Your Queen from the southern island misses you so much she’s set sail with ten of her finest,” the change in topic threw me for a second and pulled me back into the moment, “Five you have bred and five you have not. She comes with a representative of some Cult from the mainland… a kindred sister. But perhaps not… perhaps I’m just mad and my dreams simply that… a dream. But if they survive their trip north and make it to the Grove, you’ll find your first measure of faith in the goddess and I await that day with… hunger.”

      “You’re her priestess, then?” I asked, ignoring the desire in the girls eyes for the moment. I’d never been a man of faith, and the thought of believing in their goddess still seemed a little silly to me.

      “One of them,” the girl said, cocking her head slightly, “but we aren’t her priestesses, don’t you see that?”

      “Then, whose are you?” I asked with a chuckle.

      “Yours.”

      The simple word stunned me, and I stared at her, waiting for her to smile or grin in humor, but her hot stare on grew in intensity as she watched the word sink home for me. I shook my head angrily and was about to protest, but the girl stood smoothly and placed a delicate hand over my mouth. Her gentle fingers just grazing my lips, sending shivers of sensation along my skin.

      “My faith is mine, not yours,” she said, her voice still haunting but more gentle than I’d heard it thus far, “and it requires nothing of you except that you be you… Oh, my lovely Adam,” she ran her fingers down my cheek gently, “Much has been asked of you, and much more will be in the months and years ahead… but nothing worthwhile is gained easy, and nothing good comes cheap.”

      “How old are you?” I asked, a little awed and intimidated by her knowing attitude and wisdom.

      “This is my nineteenth summer,” she said, a faint blush entering her cheeks as she stood up and pulled away from me, twisting her hair up into a messy bun, “Do you imagine age is a number with meaning anymore? A woman is either ready and willing to be bred, or she’s not.”

      “It matters,” I said firmly, knowing what the girl was getting at, but unable to contemplate the thought, “Tell me you understand that it still matters.”

      “Oh, Adam,” she said with a fond smile as she turned and grinned at me before slipping into the forest like the little nymph she was, “I understand… but not all of the women here will. Mistress Hillary will warn them of your… morals. But you need to understand they are a hold-over of the old world. Now get bathed and ready… Your dark angel brings the first offerings soon.”

      With that, the girl disappeared into the forest, and I was left alone in the grotto, my mind twisted by her words. I bathed and let the cool river waters soothe my worries. Climbing free, up the stone steps someone had set into the bank. Just as Vanessa stepped into the grotto with a small group of women.

      My friend brought a tray of food with her, grilled meats and vegetables, as well as a few boiled eggs and a pile of rock salt. She set the tray down on a wooden stump and came over to fold me in a warm hug.

      “Morning,” she said with a warm smile as she gazed up into my eyes, “I wanted to see you before Nadia, and I leave. How are you?”

      “I’m good,” I said, sitting down on a log and pulling her down beside me, “but I’m going to miss you.”

      “I’ll miss you too,” she said, motioning for the other women to take seats around the tray of food, “But you know I have to go. If there’s any chance that Trish is still alive and working on a vaccine, then I have to find her.”

      “You stay safe,” I said my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close, “and make sure you two stock up before you leave.”

      “Nadia is already on it,” Vanessa said with a smile, “Speaking of stocking up, I need a fresh sample from you before we leave.”

      Her hand cupped my balls, and I heard a mummer of excitement startup from the women seated around the grotto. Vanessa crooked her finger and summoned over one particularly ripe and beautiful Latina woman. Her friends gripped the woman’s hands excitedly before she came over, her dark cheeks blushing a faint red.

      “This is Carmen, and she was a nurse before the virus struck,” Vanessa kissed my neck, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine as Carmen sank to her knees before me, “She’s going to ensure that the sample is… extracted properly.”

      The beautiful young woman reached into a pouch in her dress and drew out a small single use alcohol wipe, a large clean glass vial, and rubber gloves. Working quickly and business like she pulled on the gloves. Then she ripped open the package and pulled out the fresh alcohol wipe, swabbing the head of my cock clean with careful, practiced motions. She sucked in a sharp breath of excitement as her glove covered fingers handled my hot cock and stared up at me in desire when it began to harden beneath her ministrations.

      “While she does that,” Vanessa purred, “Her girlfriends will help ensure a proper volume is obtained. They wanted to put on a demonstration for you of how the women in the Grove have been… getting by, before your arrival. Ladies,” she announced, causing a stir amongst the seven young beauties lounging around the grotto, “You may begin.”
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      Her words ignited the fires of desire in the six women. They threw off their light dresses, and the bounty of sexy young flesh had my cock throbbing all the harder. Two didn’t bother to move, merely spreading their slender young legs wide and letting delicate fingers trail down to bald pussies and soft breasts, teasing and touching. The two young women stared at me as they masturbated, their eyes drinking in every inch of my cock, body, and face as their friend knelt and stroked me off.

      The other four paired off. The women were all familiar with one another, and their kisses and touches showed me just how much so. Two slipped into a sixty-nine, their mouths working one another with gentle wet sounds. While the other two cuddled close, their kisses passionate and beautiful as their hands slipped between one another’s legs. They cupped each other’s breasts, tweaking nipples and massaging the sensitive flesh. They began to writhe in passion when fingernails dragged down hairlines, and their hips writhed together in wild passion.

      All the while, Carmen stroked my cock with long slow strokes, not rushing the experience and building up pressure in my balls. I watched the two young women masturbating, each had powerful orgasms and then crawled into one another’s arms, kissing and cuddling and watching my cock throb with hungry stares.

      Vanessa’s kisses were the only thing that could break my attention on the scene before me, and when they did, I lost all sense of the wider world. There have been few women who can stir my soul with but a touch, but this badass beauty was one of them. My cock throbbed, and my balls tightened as her tongue danced with mine, and I felt my first orgasm of the day building in me.

      “Quick,” Carmen said, her voice breathless and eyes staring at the winking slit of my dick, “Ellie put on gloves and get the vial… the Master is about to bless us with his seed… quick girl, I can feel him throbbing…”

      Her eyes flickered up to mine, and she bit her lip, and I could tell the scent of my musk was driving her crazy. Her knees were pressed tightly together, and her arms trembled as she continued to stroke me, her movements now slow and steady.

      One of the young women who had been masturbating, scrambled to help. Pulling on a pair of gloves from her dress, she unstopped the glass vial and moved beside her friend. Her eyes wide with desire and excitement as she stared at my cock.

      The young woman was just in time, for I could hold my orgasm back no longer, and with a  grunt of pleasure, I felt my dick throb and then spew forth a torrent of pearlescent cum. Vanessa sighed in contentment and reached down to massage the sensitive spot beneath my balls as the nurse milked my cock into the vial.

      “Quick,” breathed Carmen, her face straining with tension, “get it… out of here… please!”

      Curiously the girl who held the vial also had a look of intense strain on her face, and her nostrils were flared wide as she inhaled the aroma of my cum. Drool pooled in her open mouth and nearly spilled out into the vial as she drew it closer and closer to her entranced face. Luckily Vanessa had the presence of mind to snatch it from the girl's grasp and twist on the top. She gave me a quick kiss and then pulled back, walking from the grotto.

      “Thanks!” The beautiful brunette said, “That’s all I needed ladies; he’s all yours.”

      She threw me a wink and blew a final kiss as I was swarmed over by six women driven mad by lust and my manly musk. The ache of loss I felt as Vanessa departed me for the first time since I’d woken into this insane world, faded quickly as my attention was diverted to the beauties pressing themselves to me.

      Carmen was almost frantic as she shoved my still hard cock into her wet, dark slit. She cried in surprised pleasure as her first orgasm crashed through her. The sight of the Latina beauty throwing off her dress, large dark breasts swinging free was lost as young Ellie pressed her blonde slit to my mouth.

      I felt wet pussies press against my shins, grinding on me as women made out behind Carmen. Two other women were kissing my hands and sucking on my fingers and pushing them into their wet pussies, guiding me to finger them.

      All thought faded as the haze of lust and desire descended on my mind once more. I barely registered Carmen passing out as I flooded her womb with my seed. The Latina beauty was pulled aside, and another woman took her place.

      The tall redhead who sighed out in grateful relief as my cock dug into her pussy looked just like a teacher of mine. She rode me hard, her pussy spasming and clutching at my cock as she cried out. Her friends watched her with envy and joy as she got off hard. I felt an odd sense of deja-vu as the woman who looked just like one of my teachers, I’d had a crush on came with a shuddering scream on my dick. Cumming inside her was wild, and I let the fantasy carry me away as I gripped the older woman’s hips with strong hands and hammered into her hard before filling her womb with cum.

      Five more women I bedded, claiming them right there on the grotto floor one after another. I left the group of friends in a groggy pile as they slowly gathered their wits about themselves while I ate the food Vanessa had brought. My cock was thickening as I watched the beautiful naked women touching one another.

      I stood intent on climbing back into the pile of bodies, but at that moment, Allison came into the grotto with another group of three women. My attention focused on the four of them. Each froze for a heartbeat, stunned by the burning intensity of my gaze.

      The last I saw of Carmen that morning was a final wistful stare as she and the other six picked up their dresses and slipped out of the grotto. That was not the last I would see of the busty Latina that day, nor many of the other women in that first group. Carmen would slip in with another group later in the day. Either because of chaos, confusion, or perhaps corruption, many women found the opportunity to return to the grotto. Having a second or even third encounter with me.

      I’d like to say I recognized all that returned, but there were just too many. Three days of wild orgies and mad-cap marathons of sex took place in that grotto. Broken up by light meals, many baths with and without partners, and a few exhausted naps.

      When I was in high school, I spent a year working in a pizza place. Everyone told me that if I ate pizza every day, I would get sick of it eventually. I ate pizza every day, often twice or three times a day, when I worked there, and I never grew sick of it.

      The same is true for sex.

      I never grew sick of it, not once during those wild few days and nights. I definitely grew tired, exhausted even. But my body always found a way to push through the pain and fatigue. The species imperative is a powerful fuel.

      There were a few encounters and partners that stood out to me. None more so than on that second evening when Mistress Hillary, her auburn-haired sister Sarah and their best friend from childhood, Evelyn came to feed me and offer me a reprieve from the thirsty hordes who waited outside in the Grove.

      Or at least it was supposed to be a time of relaxation. Around the tall blonde goddess of Mistress Hillary, I was unable to restrain myself, and the women didn’t seem the least bit inclined to force me to. Quite the opposite, in fact.

      The women brought a large bowl of fresh strawberries, still dripping from being cleaned and topped. Another container held a large pile of freshly whipped cream. My mouth salivated at the foods, but before we could eat, we first had to bathe.

      “Come, Adam,” Hillary said, drawing me to my feet and over to the shallow pools of the grotto, “What could be more refreshing than a bath?”

      Her thick lips lifted in a devilish grin as she released my hand and reaching up, unhooked the tie of her loose white dress. The garment pooled at her feet, and her magnificent body was revealed to me in all its glory. The perfection of her stole my breath, and then Sarah stopped and dropped her own dress to the ground.

      My mouth grew dry when I saw the women’s twin shapes, one smaller and a touch daintier and younger by several years. Both women watched me with the same little knowing smile. All too aware of the effect they had on me.
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      I was shaken from my dream-like state by warm hands on my shoulders, pressing me forward. Hillary and Sarah reached out, and each took one of my hands, pulling me into the cold waters. The waters sent a chill into my flesh, as they always did. But this time, the chill faded as the three women crowded in close, warming me and the waters that gently swirled around us.

      Smooth legs tangled with mine as we floated gently, and I couldn’t help the steel that filled my manhood as I felt the soft busty women’s bodies press in close.

      “You have more than impressed the women of the Grove, young master Adam,” Sarah said, her thick lips and tongue almost caressing my name and I felt soft, warm fingers wrap around my cock, simply holding it, “More than impressed, indeed your prowess, skill and… sensuality has caused quite a stir amongst the sisters.”

      “It’s true,” Hillary said, her massive breasts pressing into my side as she pulled my arm around her waist, “I fear that crazy little girl has more and more believing you’re some messiah come to save us all.”

      “I’m just a man,” I said, uncomfortable by this news, “changed by this new world and priorities and blessed beyond my dreams. But just a man.”

      “A rare man,” Evelyn said, her hands working the bar of soap she’d brought into a lather, “God, the Goddess, fate… whatever the reason, we could’ve been in a far worse situation if you’d been any other man.”

      “Vanessa, Nadia, and Loren have been speaking of you,” Hillary said, her thighs slipping up my leg to press her sex against my hip. Her fingers dancing along my stomach muscles to join Sarah’s in gripping my cock, “You’ve shown uncommon wisdom over the last few days, and we Sisters of the Grove would be remiss if we didn’t take advantage of that… Mmmmm, you’re most impressive in… other ways, too.”

      “Easy sister,” Sarah said, her fingers interlocking with her sisters as they slowly slid up and down the shaft of my dick underwater, “we have many hours yet in which to… rejuvenate our new lord.”

      “Lord?” I asked, shaking my head, “This is America.”

      “There is no America, there is no patriarchy, there are no more constructs that can bind us… except for the ones we chose,” Hillary said, releasing my cock suddenly and taking the soap bar from Evelyn and working it in her two hands.

      “I’m afraid, Adam,” she said, her eyes dancing with amusement but voice solemn. “That titles aren’t things one chooses for one’s self but are granted by others… God’s Gift… King of Gaia… Lord of the Grove… you’ve been gathering them to you. I will not allow my Sisters to become slaves in thrall to any man, no matter how good or glorious his lovemaking is… but there are those here who would worship you, Adam.”

      “That’s ridiculous,” I said, scoffing, but in my mind were memories of a crazy night in a church and the madwoman who’d drugged me.

      “No,” Evelyn said, her voice holding a hint of heat as she slipped her fingers into my scalp, massaging the hairline with her soapy fingers, “It’s not ridiculous for women to find comfort in a hero during times like these.”

      “You must accept the title, Lord of the Grove,” Hillary said, her thick lips brushing my ear as she passed the bar of soap to her sister, “It gives all the women something to believe in, something to hold onto when fear or worry threatens to drag them under.”

      “I don’t like it,” I said, wanting to argue with them, but much too relaxed and content to do so at the moment.

      “I think we can change your mind,” Sarah said with a wide grin, as she and her sister drew me to my feet.

      Her soapy hands roamed my torso, and her sisters did the same, and I felt two hard nipples graze the flesh of my back as Evelyn stood behind me. I stood there like a Lord in truth as the women washed me with their soft hands.

      They moved around me, pressing their soft rounded bodies into mine and giggling when they touched or teased one another. In moments I was washing the soap off as the three of them dragged me out of the water and up to towel off.

      Our desire could not be contained, and we fell into a pile together. The three of them took their time teasing and touching my whole body, relaxing and exciting at the same time. I took Hillary first, loving her tight soft pussy as it gripped my cock in shivering orgasms. Her massive breasts were swaying beneath me as I pounded into her, slender legs curling around my waist to pull into her deeper and deeper.

      While I made love to the mistress of the grove, her little sister and friend embraced in a wild sapphic display that turned both Hillary and me on. Once I had flooded the woman’s womb with my seed, I stood, and the two lovers crawled over to suck Hillary’s cum from my cock. Trading the head back and forth between their lips.

      Evelyn mounted me as Hillary and her sister held one another and watched us. Sarah teased her shaven slit, eyes filled with envy and desire as her friend rode my cock to several shuddering orgasms. When Evelyn could take no more, I pressed Sarah down atop her sister, pulling her hips back to meet my thrust as I drove my cock deep into her.

      Hillary stared up at me with bright, loving eyes as she watched the pleasure build on my face. She mouthed words of encouragement as her sister came with a screaming orgasm on my cock. Then I was throbbing, and gentle fingers dragged their nails down my balls and up to tease the shaft of my cock as it hammered Sarah. Looking down, I saw Evelyn staring at our frothing sexes with a broad smile on her thick lips.

      I collapsed onto the pile of soft blankets on a bed of moss, and Hillary slid up into my side, the warm afternoon sun lulling us to sleep. Sarah and Evelyn lay on my other side, the two women embracing and falling into slumber as well.

      Hillary woke me with a kiss, her soft lips drawing me out of odd dreams and her bright eyes trapping mine once they opened. I stared up at the gorgeous blonde woman and was reminded once more of the strange reality I found myself in.

      “We slept for three hours,” she said, “Some angry Sisters are waiting out there for a turn with our new lord of the Grove.”

      “Let them wait,” I said with a grin as I rolled atop her.

      We kissed, and I felt her hands sliding up my back until finally, she pressed me back, her hands on my shoulders.

      “There will be time for that later… you have a duty to these women,” her serious expression crumped as my cock throbbed against her wet lips, “Oh my lord… maybe… maybe just a moment.”

      She sighed in pleasure as her legs parted, and my cock found its home once more. Her cries of joy must have alerted the women waiting. For, in moments, I felt a half dozen hands upon us and naked nubile bodies pressing close.

      “Look at them,” one young woman breathed close by as Hillary and I coupled in perfect rhythm, “They’re so gorgeous together.”

      “You should have seen him with his dark queen,” said a familiar voice, “Now there was a beauty to cause envy.”

      Soft little fingers turned my face, and Loren’s gorgeous grin stole my breath. Then the girl was kissing Hillary, her small pink tongue darting into the sexy MILF’s mouth, the sight causing me to explode in orgasm, flooding her womb with another healthy measure of seed.

      In moments I was being pressed back and down by a dozen co-eds that Loren had brought with her. My lust was a raging inferno once again, and I was ready for another long night of breeding.

      Through that night and the next, the orgy raged, and when the final group of women left, I collapsed to the group, sore, exhausted, and feeling like a sponge that had been wrung dry. My mind was fuzzy, and I barely registered Allison and Loren drawing the soft blankets over me as blackness stole me under.
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      When I woke, it was early morning and sunlight filtering down through the canopy of trees overhead. I stood and felt an aching pain in my hips and legs, evidence of the marathon I’d endured the past few days.

      Melissa sat on guard at the edge of the grotto, but the woman dozed, her chin on her chest and curly red hair hanging down to cover her face. Pulling on my pants and shirt, it felt odd to be wearing clothes for the first time in days. I stepped around Melissa and was careful not to disturb her slumber.

      I found the Grove just coming to life. Women were climbing out of tents or sleeping bags and putting pots of water to boil or stirring the coals of their cookfires. I saw a small group of women strip off their loose white dresses and climb into the river to bathe themselves. My eyes roamed the bounty of naked flesh, and I felt my body respond to the sight.

      There were large parts of the encampment that I hadn’t had a chance to see yet. So I took my time wandering around. Whispered conversations sprang up around me, but I did my best to ignore them. Most of the women seemed too intimidated or shy to come and speak with me, but a few did. One kind older woman even brought me a cup of coffee in a large mug and a muffin to munch on.

      “Thank you,” I said with a warm smile, causing the woman to turn a deep shade of red, “These muffins are all so good. Tell me, how do they get baked out here in the woods?”

      “My lord hasn’t seen the Foundation yet?” She asked me, “It’s just on the other side of that hill, beneath another grove of redwoods. I can take you there if you want.”

      When I nodded, she flashed a wide grin and started off, chattering as she went.

      “When the first women found this place, it was a dilapidated mess, but we stripped the wood away and found a large cement foundation with electrical hookups. A few of the engineers got solar panels up, and the Foundation was connected. Now we’re able to run ovens, stoves and lots of other things there.”

      We topped the rise, and I saw a small basin, and at the bottom of it was looked to have been the foundation for a large building. A roof and two short walls were all that were left to house and protect a battery of ovens and stoves. It was almost hard to make out the appliances because of the small army of women bustling about prepping, cooking, and baking.

      There was another group of women who were washing sheets and dresses in large pots of boiling soapy water. Others wrang clothing dry and hung it up on lines strung up between trees.

      “Morning, my Lord!” Shouted a large woman in a pristine white apron and chef's coat. She bustled over, beaming a grin from ear to ear.

      “It’s a fine operation you have going here,” I said, nodding as I took it all in.

      “We are blessed to have many cooks, chefs, and bakers here in the Grove,” the head chef said, “You’d never believe the feasts we can cook up here. Can I get you something to eat? Perhaps some eggs and potatoes?”

      “No,” I said, shaking my head, “Thank you, but I’m afraid I have a mission that I need to get started on.”

      “The fertility clinic,” the chef said, nodding, her face a grave mask, “May the goddess protect you. Will you be returning to the Grove once you're done?”

      “I will,” and I couldn’t help the blush that stole over my cheeks when the women gave a great sigh of relief, their eyes flickering to my crotch and back up, alighting in desire.

      I left the chef and the other woman there, wandering in a wide arc through the entire Grove. As with earlier, most were too shy to do more than stare and whisper as I passed, but a few were brave enough to approach and offer some greeting. A pretty woman and her daughter even brought me another mug of steaming coffee that I accepted gratefully.

      “My lord is too kind,” The woman said when I thanked her for the coffee, “If my lord has a few moments… there is something we would love to show you… in our tent.”

      I looked from the woman to her beautiful daughter and felt my cock throb at the thought. The two of them stared at me with twin looks of desire, and I saw the girl bite her bottom lip as she slipped an arm around her mother's waist. The heated promise in both of their eyes made it hard for me to turn them down, but just then I spotted Hanh walked out of a tent.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, “but I don’t have the time right now.”

      “If you ever change your mind, my lord,” the girl said in a sweet voice, “we can promise you won’t be disappointed.”

      I hurried away from the beautiful pair before I could change my mind. Taking a mental note of where their tent lay and promising myself that once I returned and found some free time, I would indulge in the wicked sin they offered.

      Hanh stopped when I called out to her. She flashed me a bright smile and waved me over to her tent. Slipping inside, she came out with a leather satchel stuffed with a laptop and paperwork.

      “Excellent!” She said, tossing the pack on her back, “Just the person I was hoping to see this morning. Are you finished with your… duties?”

      “I am,” I said, ignoring the fire that heated my cheeks, “Vanessa and Nadia are gone then?”

      “They are,” Hanh said, nodding, “But Mistress Hillary has assigned Melissa and a few others as guards. The group is ready to go whenever you are. I have everything I need packed in this bag. It should take two days to get there and another two to set things up.”

      “We should bring a couple of women who want to test out the insemination,” I said, “but not so many we can’t move quickly.”

      “We thought of that,” Hanh said, her long legs taking us back to the center of the Grove, “There will be three subjects, and Loren, the young woman you brought with you, will be coming along.”

      “How many… has anyone reported any strange feelings over the past couple of days?”

      “You mean, do any show the signs your friend Loren suggested?” Hanh nodded, “Dozens of women have reported no longer feeling such a sharp edge to their desires. There is a group heading back from the nearest town now, with tests.”

      My stomach churned at the thought of having impregnated a dozen women. I tried to ignore the spike of pleasure the idea caused me, feeling guilty for how much I’d enjoyed breeding all those women.

      We got to the center of the grotto and found Mistress Hillary conversing with a few of her councilors. The woman beamed when I walked up, and I felt butterflies dancing in my stomach at the sight of her.

      “Good, you and Hanh have found each other,” she motioned over to the edge of the clearing where several packs were sitting, “You’ve been packed, and there are seven four-wheelers fueled and waiting. The weather is starting to threaten a turn for the worse. I suggest you all head out as soon as possible.”

      “Thank you, Hillary,” I said, “for everything. I can’t tell you how much it means to me that we found a warm greeting here.”

      “Get that facility up and running, and that’s all the thanks I need,” Hillary said, her eyes flashed with intense emotion, but she smothered it, “Travel safe Lord of the Grove and return to your people.”

      “I will,” I said with a grateful nod.

      As I walked away, finding it difficult to part company with the gorgeous blonde, several of her councilors stared after me with a burning intensity that I found unsettling. It seemed that the religious fervor had only increased over the past couple of days I’d spent in the grotto.

      When the group assembled at the four-wheelers, there were twelve in total, including myself. Melissa was there along with three other women, all heavily armed with rifles, shotguns, and more ammunition than I thought necessary. The redhead tossed me a wink when I walked up and motioned to the middle of the convoy.

      There Morgan the Priestess of the Goddess stood with a gentle smile on her face and her milky white eyes staring at me unerringly. I walked over and recognized several of the women from the previous day's activities, including a pair of Asian twins that it turned out were both pharmacists and would be accompanying us because of their lab experience.

      “Art thou prepared for our great undertaking?” Morgan asked me in her eerie voice.

      “As prepared as I’ll ever be,” I said, strapping my backpack down to the rack on the back of the quad.

      “You will be tested in the days ahead,” the girl said, “you will find faith and wisdom both, in the trial that awaits.”

      I tried to ignore the girl's strange words, but her eyes with their burning intensity made it hard. Finally, Melissa marched over and handed me a rifle.

      “There shouldn’t be any trouble where we’re headed, but just to be safe,” The redhead said as she pulled out a small walky-talky and handed it over, “In case we get separated, make for the coast and then head north. Don’t worry, Lord,” she said with a bright smile, “we’ll have you there and back before you know it.”

      Turning on her heel, she marched back down the line of quads, checking that things were correctly secured. The women all looked excited and nervous; all that is except for the guards who just looked bored and ready to be moving.

      With a sweep of her arm, Melissa led us from the Grove and down south along the winding fire roads. As we left the Grove, most of the women came to see us off, waving to friends and family. Many called to me, wishing me well and promising a special meal, a massage, or even a new set of clothing from one kind woman when I returned.

      Everywhere I looked, I saw the tension of fear tight around their eyes, they worried I wouldn’t return, or something might go wrong. Many of them thought this was the last time they would ever see a man, and a few even wept.

      The last group we passed were two dozen young women who had been working in a field. Becky stood at their back, shading her gorgeous blue eyes with a hand as she waved. I waved back and saw her rest a gentle hand above her stomach, and I felt a lump in my throat. Her smile was beatific, and as I kept staring after them, Loren caught my eye in the quad behind me.

      Somehow, I had missed the gorgeous young blonde slipping in with the group, but she flashed me a bright smile now—her perfect white teeth gleaming beneath the dirt and grime she’d rubbed into her face. I found myself in a suddenly good mood and realized it was because there she was coming along. The gorgeous little Instagram model had worked her way into my heart.

      I climbed into the driver seat, and Morgan slipped behind me. Her thin arms wrapped around my waist, although I knew she didn’t need to hold on, and her nubile body pressed to my back. The girl was warm, far warmer than I felt she should be, like she was feverish. But there was nothing wrong with her when I looked back curiously. The odd priestess just stared back with her haunting milk-white eyes, and I turned back, starting the quad.

      With a shake of my head for odd little girls, I started up my four-wheeler and followed after the others down the trail. Our pace was steady if slow, as we wound our way up and down low hills and through the dense woods. The fire road was well maintained, and we only had to stop once to drag a branch out of our way that had fallen across the path.
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      The dense redwoods thinned out, opening up to brown grass-covered hills and colorful trees as autumn showed its first hints. A few miles out of the forest, we hit a two-lane highway, and then we started to make good time. Idyllic little valleys filled vineyards and fruit trees surrounded.

      No one had come to harvest all the grapes this year, and the air stank with the sickly sweet smell of rotting fruit. It seemed as though the birds had multiplied a thousand fold in just a few months. They swarmed around the vineyards, gorging themselves on the purple and green fruit.

      The sun began to sink beneath the western horizon, and Melissa pulled off the highway and led us down a small country lane. We drove through large wrought iron gates and found ourselves in a storybook setting. Fields of bright green grass led up to gardens bursting with color.

      There was a winery pressed up against the mountainside surrounded by tall redwoods and spreading ancient oaks. There was a large cavern extending back into the mountain, and it looked to be filled with oak casks. Dominating our field of view, though when we first rode up the paved driveway, was a large manor house.

      Melissa parked her quad near the house and cut off the engine. The rest of us followed suit. I could tell this was a frequent stopping place from the familiar way Melissa and the other guards moved about the area. The other women and I stared around us in awe.

      The gardens were overgrown, and weeds were beginning to peek their heads out of the pristine dark brown soil, but they were still magnificent. I couldn’t help but stare as I dismounted and helped Morgan down behind me.

      “We’ll stay here the night,” Melissa said, “The clinic is another thirty miles down Highway 101. If we leave at first light, we should get there early enough to have a full day of work still.”

      “What is this place?” Loren asked, walking over and clutching her bag to her chest. Her big blue eyes stared around in awe at the beauty.

      “Pretty incredible, isn’t it?” Melissa said, glancing around, “Mistress Hillary knew about this place. Apparently, it was some billionaire’s private winery, liked to take friends and guests up here to wine and dine them. The wine is shit, though, but don’t worry, we brought some good stuff for dinner tonight. I think Emily was planning on cooking us a feast.”

      One of the women, unloading her quad, flashed a bright grin, and held up a large box of packaged food. She and a few other women were carrying stuff up into the large house. I went to move off and help, but Melissa stopped me with a light hand on my elbow.

      “We should work out the… logistics of this,” the rounded little redhead glanced around at the group of women and then back at me, “Just to make sure everything is fair.”

      Several women nodded at that, the older and heavier. I even saw a couple shoot envious and anger tinged looks at tiny Loren and the little Asian twins.

      “No,” I said, the sharpness in my voice surprising them all. Melissa’s eyes flared with shock and then jealousy when they darted over to take in the gorgeous form of Loren.

      “Very well, my Lord,” The woman said, a tinge of hurt entering her voice when she said the title, “Take whomever you wish to your bed this evening. The rest of us will keep guard.”

      I’d come a long way in a short amount of time, but nothing had made me more aware of just how much change had taken place inside me than right then. A couple of months ago, even a couple of weeks ago, I wouldn’t have known what to do in this situation, and my flailing attempts to fix things would have only caused more problems and jealousies.

      Now though, I found myself shaking my head, a frown of disapproval finding its way onto my lips. I said nothing as I looked from Loren to Melissa and then at each of the other women. In each, I saw a pure and individual beauty, separate from their physical forms but not divorced from it entirely.

      I held each woman’s gaze until they knew the truth of my feelings. When my eyes finally got back to Melissa, all was silent and still, except the light breeze tugging at the treetops.

      “We all sleep together in one room,” my words broke the subtle tension that had built up, “Go get it set up.”

      “Of course, my Lord,” Melissa said, and remarkably she stood at attention and saluted before turning on her heel and marching up the steps to open up the house.

      Whispered conversations sprang up, and I felt eyes on me, but I ignored them. Instead, I took my bag and headed over to the small garage with the broad array of solar panels and antenna on its roof.

      I’d already pushed the women and their issues out of my mind, hoping they would work it out amongst themselves, but not really caring. Before me was something I’d been dreaming about for weeks, and as I pried open the door, I prayed there was still power being generated by the solar panels.

      The door was unlocked when I entered, and inside I found a sophisticated private security system with a bank of monitors and several computer terminals. The monitors were black, but the lights turned on and off. I found the breakers. Flipping a few that had been popped over, I was rewarded by the sound of computers whirring to life and the monitors flickering on.

      I pulled my laptop out of my bag and plugged it in to charge. The thing had been dead for a day, and I felt anxiety fade that I hadn’t even registered. I had to wait a few minutes before I could boot it up, but once I did, I was able to access my log-in scripts. Connecting the systems with ethernet, I was able to hack into the main drive and access their network.

      It took longer than I would have liked to get the ports and nodes to communicate correctly. Several women came to check on me, one even setting a steaming cup of tea on a desk nearby. But I was lost in the work before me. As usual, my brain got fully engaged with the problems before me as I knocked down one after another.

      Finally, I had access to a broader network and was reading reams of data that scrolled down the screens. Most were encrypted, and after a bit of investigation, I learned that the local Air Force base was responsible for the bulk of the communications happening on still existing networks.

      I tried to overlay a map on the triangulated locations of their bases, but the work was too imprecise. I set it aside to be worked on later and instead tried to learn all I could from the non-encrypted communications.

      The picture they began to paint was a terrifying one. The bay area had devolved into a chaotic collection of factions from Vietnamese Drug Dealers, to Mexican Gangs, to the Hipster Knitting Circle. Digging through backlogs, it appeared that the disparate groups had found an uneasy truce with one another and had repelled several attempts by the Air Force to establish control over the remaining infrastructure that still functioned in some cities.

      Finding the cities too hard and dangerous to infiltrate the Air Force had instead spread north and east. Stretching from Mt. Shasta in the north to the Sierra passes in the west, and even out into the deserts of Reno. For the most part, conflict had been avoided. A few passes from an F-14 silencing most opposition.

      All of that had changed over the past couple of days. Information was not clear, but some terrible threat had rolled up from the south, smashing anything in its way that showed even the faintest hint of resistance. Some reports said they were cannibals, clothed in scalps, and the skins of their enemies. Others claimed they were crazy women, driven mad by lust and need.

      The peninsula had been routed, and even now, fires raged across Berkley and Oakland. I was reading reports from the Air Force about missing scouts, when my connection was suddenly terminated.

      When I tried to log back in and was unable to, I discovered that I’d been put under a DDOS attack by someone. Cursing, I disconnected my laptop and scoured it to make sure there was no malware or viruses on it from whomever had discovered my intrusion on the network. I found a keylogger and several other viruses that had been put on my rig. I felt stupid for leaving myself vulnerable like that.

      There had been little to no security for a reason. They’d wanted someone to come barreling through their network as I had, so they could peer into my system just as I had into theirs. I sat there for a long moment and thought through the problem. Finally, I stood, stuffing my laptop in my backpack and turned off all the systems.

      I stepped into the large manor house and found the living room and dining room had been transformed into a massive communal bedroom. There were piled of pillows and blankets as well as mattresses dragged out of the rooms. A warm fire burned in the large fireplace, and several women sat around playing cards and chatting as a few more fluttered around the kitchen, putting the finishing touches on the meals.

      Melissa saw my expression when I stepped in, and she picked up her gun, face hard.

      “What is it?” She asked, causing the rest of the women to hush and look at me with a mixture of concern and curiosity.

      “We have a problem,” I said and then proceeded to tell them all that I had learned before getting booted out of the network.

      “That’s valuable information,” Melissa said, “But who cares if they kicked you out of the network?”

      “If they could shut down his IP address,” said one of the Asian twins, “then they know our location or at least an approximation.”

      “Exactly,” I said, “and I won’t be able to use my laptop to snoop around the networks anymore. I’ll need to get another rig. More importantly, though, there is someone out there with the resources and ability to control the information and communications in the region, and that’s incredibly powerful.”

      “We should leave,” Melissa said, “Pack up and take off, find some other place to sleep.”

      “I’ll get started!” Loren said, and a few other women began to start packing, but I raised my hand, drawing their attention, silence settling over the room once more.

      “They didn’t learn anything about our mission,” I said, my words quiet but hard. I saw several women look at me with new eyes as I went on, my confidence and commanding tone doing more to turn many of them on than anything else had, “and that’s the most important thing. Better for us to get a goodnight's sleep and push on early than waste half the night packing up and moving a few miles away. No, we stay here. If they send people after us, we’ll deal with it then.”

      “What if it’s the Air Force, and they just bomb us out?” One of the guards asked.

      “They can’t know precisely where we are,” I said, and the Asian twin nodded, backing me up, “The best they have is an approximation, and if a plane does fly overhead we’re better off inside under a roof, than riding around in the dark.”

      “You’re right,” Melissa said, she pointed to two of the guards, “We’ll set a watch though. I’ll feel a lot more secure if there are eyes on the skyline.”

      “Good,” I said, “Now I’m starving, what's for dinner?”

      The women began to bustle in the kitchen, and a few minutes later, they came out with platters of flapjacks, crispy bacon and bowls of hot oatmeal along with fresh berries and cream. I was surprised at the breakfast spread, but it was hot and filling and hit the spot just right. We sat around and ate, quietly talking with one another. I sat next to Melissa and pressed her for information about where exactly we were headed in between flirting with the redhead and causing her to blush.

      As the meal ended, the tension in the house grew minute by minute. I could read the desire building in the women around me. I knew what they all hoped for. It was plain to see in all of their faces, especially little Loren, who sat on my other side and stroked my thigh.

      “We should get some sleep,” I said loud enough for all to hear, seeing sadness and disappointment register on their faces, “We have a big day tomorrow, and I want to make sure we get there as early as possible.”

      “It’s better if you’re… backed up tomorrow anyway,” Hanh said, flashing a smile to hide her disappointment, “Speaking of which, I’ll need a couple of volunteers to handle collecting Adam’s… sample. Miko, Yui, and I will be too busy for the first couple of hours.”

      The Vietnamese doctor looked around and smiled in amusement when every hand went up, the women all eager to be of service. She looked to me with a raised eyebrow, and I sighed quietly. I’d been hoping to avoid this, but I knew eventually I would have to.

      “Let Loren pick,” Melissa said, “She’s known you the longest. If you start picking favorites, it will just breed more jealousies and bitterness.”

      The larger woman glanced down, a look of sadness clouding her features. Loren bent over and rested her hand on the other woman's, looking up at her with a warm smile.

      “All will be well,” the tiny model said, and the honest kindness on her beautiful face drew tears to Melissa’s eyes when she glanced up, smiling shyly, “Hanh will need multiple samples, to be safe and there are some things I wanted to look into if there’s a spare lab.”

      I was grateful to have the evening of rest, for sleep had dragging my eyelids down for the past hour. As the women spoke with one another and paired off, planning what they would look for and loot in the town, I rolled into a blanket near the fire and felt sleep drag me down immediately.

      Haunting dreams plagued my sleep, and I woke several times. The last time I awoke, I found the tiny priestess cuddled up close, the little spoon to my big. Her warmth and the cinnamon spice smell of her hair were comforting, and after that, I was able to sleep the rest of the night.
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      When I woke up, the room was still dark, with the first faint hint of morning light staining the horizon. My morning wood pressed painfully against my pants, and my balls ached with the need to relieve them. It was harder than I ever remember it being not to relieve myself or roll atop one of the dozen women scattered around me. Our mission was too critical though, and so I climbed free of Morgan’s entangling limbs and stretched.

      It wasn’t until I stood outside in the cold air and shivered that my intense desire began to fade. The guardswoman who sat in a chair outside gave me a nod of greeting, her bright green eyes traveling up my body as she bit her bottom lip and gave a deep sigh before turning back to her lookout duties.

      I felt a surge of lust course through me, and my hands trembled as my mind filled with images of bending the woman over right there and ravaging her body. My hands shook with desire, and the woman looked over curiously when I took a small step towards her. With a herculean effort, I turned away and walked down to the quads.

      As I stood there, hands stuffed in my pockets, breath misting the morning air before me, I had to take deep, slow breaths in order for the mania and wild lust to calm down. I felt out of control, liable to do anything to relieve the hardness still tenting my pants.

      I realized with a start that this was the first time I’d gone a full twenty-four hours without orgasming since I’d woken up. My balls felt full and swollen like I had the worst case of blue balls that ever existed.

      The species imperative had changed or was changing me just as dramatically as it had the women. I struggled to sublimate the great need and finally got mastery over myself a few minutes later. It was like being an addict. My body craved the touch of others and its release so badly.

      The women woke and packed quickly, and we munched on granola bars for breakfast as we loaded up the four-wheelers. We were back on the narrow road leading to the highway just as the sun began to crest the horizon.

      We were just about to get onto the onramp when Melissa held up a fist halting us. We all heard the sound then and looked up in the sky to see two dark objects approaching fast. Twin fighter jets screamed over us, their jet engines filling the air with a cacophony of sound. We watched the two fighters bank and turned, scouting the area.

      Without waiting for them to leave, Melissa kicked her quad into motion, and we took off down the highway. The jets passed over us several times, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up each time they did, wondering if rockets or weapons fire might rain down on us at any moment. Melissa seemed unconcerned, but I saw her shoulders relax when the planes flew back east.

      The sprawl of civilization began about an hour later. Small towns were cropping up along the highway that grew larger and larger the further south we went. I began to grow concerned when we hit a bigger city and I saw several thin lines of smoke rising into the air. We even passed a pair of women pushing shopping carts loaded down with canned foods.

      Morgan’s thin arms tightened around me when she saw the haunted looks on the women's faces, and I heard her mutter a prayer against my back. When we caught glimpses of the town through the barrier surrounding the highway, it looked grim and dangerous. There was wreckage everywhere from the winding down of society and its eventual collapse. Store fronts had been broken into, and there were large sections of town that had burnt down.

      Just past the city was a small little college town that looked in far better shape. Hanh pointed when we drew near an exit on the northern edge of town, and Melissa pulled to a stop at the top of the exit ramp.

      “Keep your heads on a swivel,” she said, her face a grim mask, “Anyone could be hiding in these buildings. We get to the clinic, get our work done, and get out of here.”

      With a final look to make sure we all understood the danger, she gave a firm nod and motioned for Hanh to lead the way. The tall Asian took us on a winding course through the small town until we arrived in a small medical office park.

      The world man had built was beginning to edge toward the wilderness, far faster than I might have guessed. Weeds were peeking out of cracks in the pavement. The shrubs were overgrown and stretching far out onto pathways and sidewalks. The place looked abandoned, except someone had broken into the small pharmacy and ransacked it, leaving pill bottles and shattered glass strew everywhere.

      Hanh led us around behind one of the long buildings, and we parked our quads. My cock ached as I felt the priestess shift against me. The girl's slender form, for perhaps the hundredth time since we’d left, sparked my lust, my dick on the verge of exploding at any moment. Then she hopped off, her little white dress swirling around her slender hips. She flashed me an impish smile and winked, her pale eyes making the sight slightly terrifying.

      Hanh unlocked the doors with a set of keys, and Melissa and one of the other guards went in to make sure it was empty and safe. We all piled in minutes later and locked the doors behind up. The power was still functioning in this section of town, and we feared how long that might keep up.

      Hanh took charge, ordering Miko and Yui to turn on and prep different systems. She led Loren over to a locked door and came out with several items and a box of plastic gloves and alcohol wipes. My dick throbbed when I saw the small blonde model approach.

      “There are patients’ rooms down that hall,” Hanh pointed, “Get me a sample as quickly as possible, then I can begin the cleaning process.”

      “How many do you need?” Loren asked.

      “Five should be enough,” Hanh flashed me a wink, “but better make it six just to be certain.”

      “Melissa,” the tiny blonde model took two of the younger women and steered them into a lab, “I have something to test in here, can you handle the extraction?”

      “Ummm, sure!” The redhead said, surprised and elated to be given a chance. The jealousy that had clouded her features since the night before faded somewhat, and she flashed Loren a bright smile of gratitude.

      I wanted to ask Loren what it was she was testing, but Melissa had already rattled off a shortlist of names, and both she and the named women were herding me down the hallway to the patients’ rooms and offices.
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      A minute later, I found myself standing in a dimly lit room. There was a couch, two comfortable chairs, and the doctor’s desk. Melissa had wanted to use a patient’s room, but it had proven too small for me, her, and the three older MILF’s she brought along.

      Small warm hands were pulling my clothing free as I felt my cock throb almost painfully again. I looked around at the women and saw an interesting group. Melissa was by far the youngest, somewhere in her early thirties or late twenties. Her bright blue eyes almost desperate as she pulled my raging boner out of my pants.

      “Oh, my,” Melissa breathed as she ran her hand lightly down the shaft of my cock, “You’re so hard… it feels like hot steel in my hands.”

      Around her were three women, each had a touch of grey in their hair, and each more stunningly beautiful than the last.

      “Careful, Mija,” said a dark-haired Latina with striking dark eyes and massive cleavage as she drew Melissa’s hand away, “Our Lord is about to explode at any moment. Let us prep the patient for the procedure.”

      She flashed me a wicked grin as she and another MILF sank to their knees before me. The other woman took Melissa and drew her back to the couch. The hot redhead stared back at my dick with longing, but that quickly faded when the woman began to undress her.

      “We three were nurses before,” said the second MILF who knelt at my feet, a stunningly beautiful blonde with big fake tits and perfectly styled hair, “So just relax and let us handle everything.”

      “I can smell his musk…” breathed the Latina beauty. Her wet lips parted, and a vacant hazy expression fell over her face for a second. She shook the expression away and then ripped open an alcohol wipe, taking out a strange condom from a wrapper. “We have to hurry, Sylvia. I don’t know how long I can stay sane around him.”

      “I know,” the blonde MILF said, licking her lips and pressing her thighs together tightly. Her eyes slowly widened when a big bead of clear precum gathered on the tip of my cock, “I can’t wait… either.”

      The Latina had been about to clean my dick when the blonde leaned forward and flicked her tongue out across the sensitive tip. My toes curled, and I very nearly came right there, my mind was hazy with thoughts of lust, and I felt almost like a caged tiger. It was taking all my will power not to blast a load all over the two women’s faces. The eager looks on their faces didn’t make it any easier to hold off.

      Finally, Sylvia shook herself and pressed her friend aside, before the women could do anything else. She wrapped her hand around my cock and squeezed tight, pinching off the nerve at the base of my cock. I felt myself get under some control as she quickly cleaned me then rolled the odd condom over my cock.

      “Oh god,” Melissa moaned when she glanced back at me.

      The redhead was bent over the couch, the third MILF having stripped her pants down. The gorgeous auburn-haired beauty whipped her head back over her shoulder and looked back at me with an eager grin. She pressed her cheek to Melissa’s lower back and slid her hand up between the woman’s thick thighs and began to tease her pussy, fingers working into the wet lips.

      “Cum, my Lord,” Sylvia breathed as she wrapped a hand around the base of my dick.

      “Yes,” hissed the blonde MILF, “give us that potent seed you beautiful boy.”

      The blonde slid one hand up my stomach and chest, nails dragging lightly on the skin as her other hand joined her friends in stroking my cock. Once her hand joined in the ministration, the orgasm crashed through me. I only managed to last a few seconds under their care, and then my dick was throbbing and flooding the odd condom with copious amounts of cum.

      The orgasm was so powerful that I felt lightheaded, and my knees grew weak. The blonde whipped off the condom and stood, hurrying from the office with it. Her large breasts swaying and her wide hips swishing side to side, causing my cock to throb once more.

      Looking down, I saw my cock was still rock hard, and my balls ached. Sylvia looked up at me with wide eyes and bit her bottom lip. She moved with jerky motions as she wiped my dick clean again and struggled to rip free another one of the odd condoms with an extra-large reservoir.

      “My Lord is still hard,” she breathed, licking her lips as she rolled the rubber over the angry red head of my dick, “I can feel how swollen your balls are.”

      The woman wrapped gentle fingers around my sack and tugged on it lightly, causing me to moan in pleasure, then I felt her hot wet mouth engulf the head of my cock. I couldn’t feel everything through the thick condom, but she sucked hard, and her lips were tight, drawing another moan from me.

      “Sylvia,” said the auburn-haired woman a note of admonishment in her tone, her eyes fever bright and fingers sawing in and out of Melissa’s pink pussy, “let the girl take the next one.”

      “Yes,” said the Latina beauty, pulling her thick lips off my cock with a shuddering breath, “of course.”

      Sylvia stood and licked her lips, drawing me forward to Melissa, who was looking back at me and biting her bottom lip in nervous anticipation. I’d bred the woman two days before and found myself looking forward to her tight confines.

      “I’ve always had a thing for young men,” Sylvia said, her throaty voice sending shivers down my back as she guided my cock into Melissa’s tight folds, “and you’re such a sexy boy… yes, Adam… god, you look so gorgeous, fucking that tiny pussy!”

      “Fuck, yes!” Melissa cried as my cock sank into her.

      I gripped her wide hips and felt the shivering walls of her pussy clamp down on my cock.

      “YEAHHH!!!!!”

      The redhead screamed out, shocking me, and the other two MILF’s with the force of her orgasm. Shaking, she leaned back and reached up to take my head and draw my lips to hers. One of my hands slid up from her full white hip to palm one of her big soft tits. Massaging the tender flesh and pulling on her hard nipple, eliciting more moans of pleasure into my mouth.

      I humped her wide ass with a frenzy. My balls still ached, and I could feel the orgasm coming hard and fast. Then I felt Melissa trembling in orgasm once more as the auburn-haired MILF teased her clit. Then my own hit me hard when Sylvia’s gentle fingers began playing with my balls.

      “Oh, fuck!” I moaned and felt my dick throb as pleasure raced down my spine to my fingers and toes.

      “I can feel it… bulging… cumming… again!” Melissa cried out in pleasure as she clutched me against her.

      Then she collapsed to the couch, eyes rolling back into her skull, the pleasure too much for her. It was only due to Sylvia’s quick hands that the precious semen was saved. Melissa’s tight pussy almost ripped the condom off me, spilling the cum. Sylvia managed to slide the prophylactic off my dick and then leaped to her feet, a bright smile on her face as she hurried from the office.

      I staggered back to the desk. My dick was finally wilting slightly, and my thoughts were clearing. Just as I was beginning to realize just how horny I had been and how much it had been affecting my thinking, the auburn-haired woman stood and slowly walked over to me. Her breathing came slow and ragged, and I saw a wildness in her eyes.

      The woman looked around and saw that we were alone, save for the unconscious Melissa, who lay slumped on the couch. Her eyes returned to me, and she watched my face as she whipped the loose white dress over her head and dropped it to the floor.

      My breath caught when I beheld her magnificent, mature body. Her breasts were large and had the perfect amount of sag to them. Her nipples were large, pink, and hard. Between her legs was a narrow ‘V’ of light fur.

      “I was so mad with lust the other afternoon…” she breathed, obviously referring to our time together in the grove. I had vague memories of the woman riding me to a screaming orgasm as a young woman kissed me with wild passion.

      “I didn’t realize…” she ran a gentle hand down my cheek, causing me to shiver, “How young you are. You’re the same age as my son would have been.”

      Sadness flitted across her face, only to be replaced with wonder and a shyness that I found endearing. She grew embarrassed for one second, one of her hands rising to cover the slight softness in her stomach, but I gripped her wrist, stopping her.

      I felt confident and in control as I brought her hand to my cock. Her soft fingers flexed on the firm flesh, and she sighed out in pleasure.

      “You’re the same age as most of my mom’s friends,” I said with a grin, releasing her hand as she stroked me slowly and reaching up to take a handful of one massive breast, “but so much hotter than any of them were.”

      “Yes,” the woman hissed, eyes wide and lips trembling, “I used to dream about those young sexy boys…and now I have one… all to myself.”

      Her hand reached around to grip the back of my head and pull me into a passionate kiss. I lost myself in the need and immediacy of the moment. Pulling the sexy MILF into my arms and turning to press her down onto the desk. With one arm, I swept the desk clean, and with the other lay the woman down. Her legs spread, and ankles hooked around my waist. She was sitting up and reaching down, pulling my cock into her wetness. Just as I was about to sink in, she looked around, eyes wide. Then pointed to the ground beside the couch.

      “Condom, get it!”

      I’d already forgotten the purpose of all of this, lust and desire driving the thoughts from my brain. Staggering and stumbling, I grabbed the condom up and saw that it was some special medical kind. Ripping open the seal, I rolled it on my cock and then moved back to the desk.

      The woman’s desperate hands pulled me to her, one hand on my cock, the other on my hips. We both sighed out in pleasure as my dick filled her tight confines.

      “Oh, yes,” she breathed out softly, biting her bottom lip and whimpering as my cock stretched her out, “It’s… god, it’s so much better than I remembered… than any man… mhmm… ohhh!”

      I pressed her back on the desk and picked up her legs, throwing them over my shoulders. The desk creaked alarmingly as I plowed her tight folds, but the sound couldn’t compete with the cries of pleasure the woman let out as she came on my cock. Her massive breasts swayed, and she raised her arms above her head, gripping the edge of the desk so she could meet my every thrust.

      Just as I had a good rhythm going, I felt a naked body pressed against my back, and soft hand reach around my waist. Turning my head, I found the beautiful blonde standing behind me with a grin on her face. She stepped around and kissed me deeply; her pink tongue darting into my mouth as I fucked her friend.

      It only took a few minutes of wild fucking for me to flood the condom with another load of cum. Melissa was up at that point, and she carted it off to the lab, while the blonde pressed me to the carpet. With shaky hands, she cleaned and coated my cock once more in the special condom, and then she was riding my cock.

      My hands took up large handfuls of her ass as she cried on in pleasure. She pressed her breasts to my face and fed me one of her large inverted nipples. Her soft pussy convulsed on my cock, and I was forced to hold the women up as I drove up into her with powerful thrusts, after her orgasm. The mindless sounds of her pleasure spurring me on.
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      I held out for far longer this time. My mind clearing as well, in the wake of so many releases in such a short time. Then Sylvia was there, her thick lips pressing to mine and then taking another of the blonde’s nipples. The two of us suckling the sexy MILF who rode me as I once more filled the vast reservoir of the medical condom.

      After a luxurious double blowjob from Sylvia and the auburn-haired MILF, who was named Veronica, I took the Latina beauty bent over and, on her knees, her friend spurring me on as I hammered her soft pussy. I loved the sight of her massive breasts swaying as I fucked her hard and fast. I filled the fifth condom, and Melissa was there to cart it off. She informed us that Hanh had already begun to inseminate one of the women she had taken as a control subject. I felt a wave of relief, and the women were giddy with excitement that our mission had already been successful.

      The lust was still in me, and the scent of our lovemaking had the women randy with desire as well. As Melissa brought the final sample to Hanh, Sylvia, Veronica, and Jennifer, the blonde beauty, pressed me down to the carpet.

      The three MILF’s took advantage of their time alone with me and gave in to the species imperative that drove them to breed and watch me breed. With Veronica between my legs, Sylvia to the left, and Jennifer to the right, the three older nurses licked and sucked my cock to steely hardness. When one wasn’t working my cock with her mouth and hand, the other two would kiss and explore one another.

      “Get up,” I commanded, standing and feeling my heavy cock bob before me, “and bend over the desk.”

      All three of them leaped to obey, and I once more thanked the stars for this amazing opportunity as I gazed at the three asses shaking before me, wet pussies eagerly awaiting my cock.

      Stepping up to Jennifer in the middle, I shoved my cock in her depths with a single powerful thrust, causing her to cry out. The other two women looked back at me with desire filled eyes, biting their bottom lips, resting on their elbows as I fingered their pussies. Alternating between the three of them was heavenly. I filled Veronica’s womb with a big load and managed to stay hard and keep fucking them until I flooded Jennifer’s tight slit.

      The two women were groggy and holding hands while Sylvia knelt before me, slowly worshipping my cock back to hardness, intent on getting a splash of seed in her womb as well.

      All four of us were shocked when we heard a loud explosion from somewhere outside. Sylvia let my wet cock slip from her lips as she looked at me, nervous and curious. The door to the office flew open, and Melissa leaned in, fear written on her features.

      “Get dressed. We have to leave quickly!”

      Then she dashed down the hallway. The four of us scrambled into our clothes as Hanh and the Asian twins came dashing down the hall, three women we had come with in hospital gowns trailing them.

      “What’s going on?” I asked as we met in the hall.

      At that moment, there was another loud explosion, closer this time, followed by the sound of heavy machine gunfire.

      “No idea,” Hanh said, shaking her head.

      I could practically smell the fear coming off the women. Looking around, I finally spotted Loren and the two young women she had taken with her coming out of the lab. The tiny blonde had a triumphant look on her face, and she flashed me a proud smile when our eyes met. She opened her mouth to shout something, but right at that moment, the door banged open, and Melissa shouted at us, the sound of a jet engine screaming overhead drowning out some of her words.

      “We have to go now!” The redhead’s face was stiff with tension and fear as she waved us outside to the quads, she and the two guards had already turned on.

      As we raced from the building, I spotted the two fighter planes race by overhead. As I craned my neck to track their path, I heard and saw their heavy machine guns fire as it flew down in an arc. First, I felt a wave of relief that it wasn’t firing at us, then my fear spiked again when I began to ponder what it was fighting.

      Melissa led our convoy out of the parking lot and down the street. The tiny priestess having slipped in behind me, seemingly from out of nowhere, just as I was about to take off. Her slender arms gripped me tightly as we raced through neighborhoods with the fighter planes darting around overhead.

      The planes made three passes, each managing to fire off rockets at their targets, causing massive explosions in the southern part of town. On the third pass, just as we were entering back onto the highway, there was a deeper boom, and a terrible tearing sound as the lead jet was blown out of the sky. Falling in a smoking heap of twisted steel.

      Melissa pulled to a stop at the top of the curving ramp, giving us a good view for miles in all directions. That’s when we saw the line of tanks and armored vehicles rumbling their way up the highway. Several columns of smoke trailed into the air behind them.

      Even as we spotted them, someone in the armored convoy saw us, and a signal went up. We watched a dozen motorcycles, and several Humvees dart forward, racing up the highway towards us.

      Above us, the lone jet banked, hitting its afterburner and racing away towards the eastern horizon to be replaced by two more flying towards us. I looked at Melissa and saw her face was green with fear. There was no way we could outrun all of them.

      “Priestess, Plan B,” the redhead barked out the command and pointed to Loren, Sylvia, and two other women quickly, “Go with them. Get the Lord back to the Grove safe. We’ll lead those fucking bitches on a wild goose chase!”

      “Wait,” I said, but the women were already moving. The priestess slithered around my waist like a monkey, and before I knew it had control of the quad. I was forced to grab onto her waist and hold tight as she threw the quad into gear.

      As Melissa took off north up the highway, Morgan drove us down into the town’s streets, hoping to lose our pursuers there. As we raced up the narrow streets, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of deja-vu. Once more, I was on the run from an army of women gone mad by the species imperative only this time there was no Vanessa and Nadia to help me fight my way free of the situation. I felt a creeping dread as the sun slowly sank to the horizon, and the tiny priestess led us on a winding path deeper into the heart of this strange town.
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      The little white-haired priestess tore through the small town’s narrow streets, the sounds of jet engines screaming past overhead. My heart hammered in my chest as I was thrown side to side on the back of the quad, forced to reach back and grip the steel bars on the back to hold myself down because the tiny priestess was far too light to hold me.

      “What’s Plan B?” I called against the wind but if the girl heard me she gave no sign, eyes intense as she wove us between abandoned cars, flicking off our headlights, darkness engulfed us and with a shock I realized the four quads Melissa had sent with us were no longer following. “Hey! Where are you taking us?!”

      Still, the girl gave no indication she’d heard me. We were in a narrow residential street; the houses packed in close together, their overgrown yards creeping across the sidewalks and into the street, creating bushes between dusty cars. Reaching over the slender priestess, I gripped the handlebars and pressed the brake slowing us down.

      “No one’s chasing us,” I growled, looking back, “we have to go back and find Loren and the others.”

      “You’ll only bring disaster on your smart little friend if you go to her now,” Morgan said, her haunting voice soft as she leaned back against me, her body oddly relaxed, “The next part won’t be easy, especially on you, but they have to see you, to experience the truth. Before they will realize they’ve been fed lies.”

      “Who?” I asked, confused and frightened, lost in a strange town with darkness surrounding us and the sounds of small weapons fire off in the distance. Overhead the jets still flew around, and somewhere in the darkness a helicopter’s blades thumped.

      “The last piece of our puzzle,” the priestess said with typical vagueness, “If they find you, they’ll eat you. They think that’s where you power lies. It’s madness, but… they’re mad. Come,” she said, slipped her diminutive hands beneath mine and taking over the controls again, “they’re waiting, and I need something from you before they take us.”

      “If they’re going to eat me and they’re waiting, why are we going to them?” I asked, “You’re fucking infuriating girl.”

      “I know,” she said flashing a charming smile up at me, her tiny, tight little butt rubbing against my crotch, causing me to shift uncomfortably as I began to respond, “The place is nearby… are you as excited as I am?”

      “About what?!” I nearly roared as she took us up into an expensive residential neighborhood.

      “To commune with the goddess.”

      The fervent faith shining on the girl’s face once again unsettled me and I worried she might be a madwoman. The neighborhood zipped past, and the town faded behind us, along with the sounds of the helicopter and gun fire. The road wound up into thick forested hills and I wondered just where in the hell this girl was taking us. Scenting the sea on the wind, I grew curious when the white-haired priestess pulled off the main road and through a twisted and bent set of steel gates.

      We drove up into a strange private property. I wanted to look around at the odd little bungalows, statues and lean-tos chaotically strewn around the hillside, but something at the top of the hills called to me. I leaned forward on the back of the quad; the priestess pressed firmly against my torso, her delicate little form conforming to my body, firm ass gently grinding into my cock.

      The grove of oak, redwood and maple parted as the hillside rose in smooth grass covered slopes to a rounded peak topped by a massive spreading oak tree. Ignoring signs and driving right over the walking paths, the priestess drove our quad right up to the edges of the great oak tree. There, hidden amongst her branches, out of our sight but not our minds was… something. Something vast and unknowable.

      Dismounting, I stared up, eyes trying to pierce the darkness of the dense canopy enshrouded by night. Though I convinced myself I saw something, there was nothing to give evidence to what I felt. Only a smell that filed the air. Like freshly turned earth and molding leaves mixed with fresh morning dew.

      “I said you would find faith and wisdom on this journey,” Morgan the Priestess of the Goddess said, her thin legs flashing as she walked up the last few feet of slope, gazing up at the spreading oak trees limbs, “Wisdom I can’t help with but your faith… we can do something about that.”

      “We?” I asked, following after the young woman and feeling an unnatural peace settling over me.

      “The goddess and I, silly,” the girl said, turning and flashing a bright smile back at me, “Do you recognize this place at all?”

      Drawing up short by her change in topic, I glanced down the hill’s slope and took in the ancient grove of trees and odd buildings with a frown.

      “No,” I said with a shake of my head, “am I supposed to?”

      “This,” the white-haired priestess said, spinning and waving her hands, indicting everything, “was once the heart of the Patriarchy.” I raised an eyebrow, but she grinned, nodded, “It’s true. The Bohemian Grove saw more men of power and influence over the last two centuries than any other piece of land upon this earth. Right here was where they made deals that broke our environment and ultimately unleashed the Man-Slayer Flu that brought us all here.”

      I frowned wanting to argue with her but who was I to say it wasn’t true? The girl certainly believed it, and the sense of terrible loss I felt all around me only confirmed it.

      “What is this?” I asked in a hushed voice, waving a hand about and indicating the tree and presence above us.

      The girl flashed me another wide grin and stood on her tiptoes like a ballerina, hands raising above her head in a languid stretch that pulled her white dress tightly against her slender body. Mouth going suddenly dry, I found my eyes were unable to part from the sublime curves of her young body. Feeling a wave of shame, I shook my head.

      “Stop that,” I said, anger pushing the shame away.

      “Stop what we both want?” The girl asked, her voice having lost some of its eerie quality and gaining a throaty, breathy quality that put heat in my veins, “I told you already, Adam, you’re going to have to shed those tired old morals if you’re to help the Goddess forge a better world. But if nineteen’s too young for you…” her eyes flashed in the darkness, gaining a pale luminescence that raised the hairs on the back of my neck and arms, “We both know that’s not the case… so help me sanctify this land in your name Adam.”

      “You’re speaking riddles,” I said, taking an involuntary step forward, the darkness beneath the tree parting as Morgan drew closer. The dress was still plastered to her body, large areola and nipples pressing against the thin material in a way that put steel in my manhood. Not to mention the way the dress pressed to her slender thighs, bending in where thighs met.

      I’d always thought the young woman cute, but her madness had made it impossible to see her in such a way. There was no madness in her eyes now, and the look she gave me was frank and appraising. The curves of her slender body weren’t youthful, and the more I looked, the more I could see the truth. Tiny wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and mouth were at odds with the innocent beauty.

      “She chose you Adam,” the priestess breathed, “She chose others too but they’ve failed or are failing… It’s a big world but we have to put this little corner to rights before we fix the rest. You see that right?” I didn’t know what she was talking about, but the breathless quality of her voice and the hypnotic sway to the young woman’s hips as she slowly approached sent a heat in my veins I’d grown used to feeling.

      “She is love, Adam. The Goddess is love. Love in all its forms and from your seed springs forth a new race… a better race…”

      The smell of freshly turned earth swelled in my nostrils and I looked over my shoulder with a quick glance, the feeling of another presence there was so strong. Something tickled my ankle, and I glanced down, shouting and hopping when I saw tall, thick green grasses growing all the way up to the base of the oak tree. They seemed to shoot up inches in the seconds I watched.

      “What the fuck?!” I shouted, but warm hands closed on mine and once more peace stole through me and I stopped backing away. Looking into Morgana’s strange silver eyes, I felt such an overwhelming desire to take her that I was laying the slender young woman back on the soft grasses before I’d even realized what I’d done.

      “I’m… sorry,” I breathed, but we both knew I wasn’t, the hands sliding up the girl’s slender thighs told the truth of my needs.

      “You feel… ohh! You feel an edge of their madness… their need… It’s finally happening… my Adam… my love!”

      I knew what she spoke of because it was increasingly hard to think straight, desires and lusts driving into my mind and corrupting the thoughts in strange ways. Anger and frustration met the girl’s giggling laughter as I finally drew the dress over her head.

      White hair floating around her head as if it was lighter than air, I finally beheld the angel in her true form. I don’t know how I could have missed the perfect slender body hidden beneath the thin dress, right before my eyes all this time. Swallowing hard, trying to moisten my dry tongue, I ran gentle hands down her silky-smooth skin, feeling a shiver pass through her body at the touch.

      “You’re so beautiful,” I breathed, the moon’s silver light reaching through the tree above to highlight firm nipples and her perfectly elongated naval.

      “I’m only half the beauty,” Morgan sighed, her lips curling as her fingers found the front of my pants, the buttons parting as if by magic, “half the love… Come my lord… my hero and husband… take me… Plow my fields with your seed and sanctify these grounds in her name… in your name… Ohhhh, you’re so hard for me… so hard it’s aching.”

      Her delicate little lips curled further as I groaned in need. Her tiny hand stroked down my cock, tightening around the base and drawing me forward. Thin legs parting, I realized I was naked as well, the cool evening breeze caressing my bare cheeks as the girls’ hands gripped my ass and pulled me between her legs.

      “Goddess!” The girl cried, her wet sex, tighter than any I’d felt as she drew me in, “Witness!”

      I felt her innocence part before my throbbing cock and then the madness stole my thoughts away once more and I became a rutting lustful beast. I was man made flesh. All need, desire and the strength to take it from the delicate little flower beneath me. She was innocence and desperate beauty, eager to sate and slake my burning needs.

      The grove beneath us writhed, roots twisting around the rickety structures, wood and steel snapping as branches shook in angry winds. The earth itself cried out in retribution to the damage done to her, real and imagined on behalf of my species. The wildness of testosterone flooded my system, and it was a struggle not to let the anger overcome my desire. Anger at a world gone mad, at the race of man for ignoring the destruction of this beautiful blue and green world.

      Lights buzzed around my head as I gripped the young woman’s slender body tight, my hips driving into her again and again to the sounds of our mingled cries of pleasure. The lights were fireflies; I realized with shock, something I’d only ever seen back east. As my balls tightened and I felt the orgasm sweeping through me, unable to hold it off, colorful flowers trembled all around us. Their pinks, yellows, purples and golds muted under the moonlight, but the scent of them nearly overwhelming.

      “Please… my Lord … Complete the bargain! Oh Goddess! I feel you!”

      The girl’s narrow sex clutched at my cock, the walls of her pussy milking me as the orgasm hit her hard. A burst of juices flooded my crotch as she gushed, then I was flooding her womb with my seed. Stars appearing before my vision as my toes curled, sensations of almost painful pleasure raced along every nerve.

      We held one another for long minutes, the grasses, flowers, and buzzing insects crowding in close but respectful of the moment Morgan and I shared. Laying on our sides, I couldn’t help staring into her pale eyes, feeling another shiver run down my spine at the knowing look in hers.

      What dreams has this strange young woman had? I thought, What prophesies lie within her head about my future?

      I almost opened my mouth to ask, and from the amused, knowing look on her face, the priestess knew what I wanted to ask. Instead of asking, I let the hand on her hips slip down and grip her firm little ass, pulling her close. The girl let out a giggle of delight as I rolled her beneath me, pressed her down into the earth as I slipped back into her.

      We made slow love under the spreading oak tree so many times I lost count. I should have been worried about Loren, Hahn, and the others, amongst so many other things, but stress and worry seemed so far away. We slept for an hour or two but woke with lust flooding our veins and were at it like jack rabbits once more. For hours we made love in every position conceivable, leaving no part of the other’s body free of touch, tongues or cum before passing out one last time.
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      I woke as if from the most amazing dream. Cradled in a cocoon of soft grasses, I sat up, yawning, and looked around in stupefaction. The gnarled old grove we’d ridden into the night before had been transformed overnight.

      The trees had all flourished, their branches spreading and laden with heavy fruit. Where bare ground had been the night before, nothing growing underneath the oak trees or well-trodden trails, now it was all covered in lush dark green grasses and wildflowers of every color imaginable. The smells and sights were staggering, and I rose to my feet on unsteady legs, not sure if I was still dreaming or not.

      Turning around, I staggered and nearly tripped on the long grasses twisted from me sleeping on them. The old spreading oak from the night before hadn’t been immune to the changes as well. Leaves once dark green and lovely were now a pale pink and soft, like cherry blossoms, but still shaped like oak leaves. The limbs were strong yet supple, bending with a grace rarely seen in the dense trees, and each was laden with fat black acorns.

      Walking forward, bare feet parting the thick, soft grasses, I reached up and plucked down one fat acorn. Seeing that it was unlike any acorn I’d ever seen before. The cup was flakey and so pale as to almost be white, giving off a sweet citrus smell. The nut was a deep black and dense.

      Mind in a fog, either from my wild night with the priestess and lack of sleep, or the odd mélange of perfumes reaching me from all the wildflowers. Not really thinking, I popped the acorn in my mouth and moaned in dreamy bliss as I chewed and swallowed the delicious bite. The flavors were an explosion in my mouth, especially the nut which tasted rich and creamy while the nut had a pastry like quality to it. (Is one of these nuts supposed to be a cup?)

      Turning to offer another to Morgan, I looked around the hillside in puzzlement. Slower than it should have, it dawned on me the young woman and the two quads were missing. I didn’t panic at first, in fact stress and worry still felt distant and difficult to imagine. Walking to the great oak tree’s trunk I rested a hand on the rough silvery surface and felt a great presence fill my mind, sharing with me a single overwhelming emotion.

      Love.

      Stepping back, I noticed my hand had left an impression on the trunk’s surface, a large smooth handprint surrounded by radiating fractal patterns. My puzzlement fading, I walked out from under the spreading limbs and looked up at the glittering spot high in the heavens. It was only then that the steady thwump, thwump, thwump of helicopter blades reached me.

      The peaceful lassitude faded, and I felt the edges of real panic as the four Blackhawk helicopters swept down from the clouds. Each had a door gunner with a massive machine gun swinging this way and that, filling me with terror every time one of those 50 caliber muzzles swept over me.

      There was nowhere for me to run. The grove offered nowhere to hide except beneath a tree, and those machine guns would make short work of the wood. Without the quad I couldn’t hope to escape before they caught me, so I stood, letting the peace of the great oak push back the feeling of betrayal and terror.

      Morgan abandoned me to this fate. I couldn’t deny the fact as two attack helicopters landed on the lower slopes of the hillside. The other two flying around us overhead on lookout and ready to cut down any they spotted.

      A tall woman with close cropped silver hair, and a uniform festooned with badges stepped off one of the Blackhawks with a familiar grace. Her cold hard eyes locked on mine and I saw them widen, dropping to take in my nakedness before hardening further. I thought she’d approach, but instead she barked an order and two squads hopped out of the helicopters.

      Ten women dressed in combat fatigues and loaded down with weapons and ammunition. Most had grenades dangling from their belts and a few were lugging around heavy machine guns. They fanned out with practiced and efficient movements, muzzles sweeping the hilltop as they advanced on me.

      I saw several give shocked starts when they first beheld my nakedness, but their discipline was iron hard. That is until they’d pushed passed the wild winds kicked up by the propeller blades and I saw the effects of the Goddesses’ Grove hit their senses.

      The first to be affected was a hatchet-faced woman with twisted teeth who’d come within a dozen feet of me. Her eyes grew suddenly wide and her limbs slack. I watched the rifle tumble from suddenly nerveless fingers as she gazed at me with a strange awe. As another woman drew near, her face gaining the same mixture of awe and love, the first fell to her knees, tears streaming down her cheeks.

      The report of a pistol barking followed by the explosion of blood from the hatched-faced woman’s shoulder sent a ripple of shock through the nine other soldiers, and with growls of anger they shook off the Grove’s effects as much as they could. I opened my mouth to speak as the women were preparing to rush me, but as soon as I did, I saw fear etch their faces and a small dark-skinned woman depressed the trigger in a pressurized gun and I felt something thump into my gut painfully.

      Looking down in shock, I plucked a syringe from my belly just as a sweeping lassitude stole through me. Knees striking the soft grasses, I fought to hold on to consciousness as rough hands grabbed me up, two women carrying me by elbows and knees as the world tilted wildly before my eyes. The grim face of the woman in charge loomed before my swiftly closing eyes, and I saw a speculative expression on her face before darkness swept my mind under.

      

      Awareness returned with agonizing slowness as I swam free of the drug induced stupor. The room I woke in was dimly lit, and the walls white. Tying to sit up, I felt straps holding down my torso, arms and legs. Chest tight with panic, I struggled to pull myself free to no avail.

      Gasping in a deep lungful of air, I looked around, panic changing into dread as I saw I lay in the center of a lab. One wall was filled with books, binders and folders of paperwork and research, while the other had three large tables pushed up against it. The tables covered in an impressive collection of lab equipment and glassware.

      I’d been stuck in a lab like this before. Poked and prodded by doctors and scientists when they’d discovered my resistance to the Man-Slayer Flu. That experience had been more or less voluntary. I’d hated being locked up to be poked and prodded, but I’d felt of service.

      Every day I’d hear reports of the mounting body counts and the struggle of governments to keep up with the burnings and disposal. Every day the doctors and scientists around me would change as more and more passed away. The females were all dealing with crippling emotional strain, or their own sicknesses, and eventually I’d woken one morning to find myself alone.

      This time I wasn’t here voluntarily, and I certainly wasn’t going to be left alone. Turning my head, I felt wires hanging from my skull and reaching towards a machine on a cart behind me. Colorful lights blinked, and a tracer raced across a screen, bouncing up and down as it registered my brain waves.

      The back wall was dominated by a large mirror, and I suspected there were observers on the other side. The front of the lab had two separate doors that were shut. Pulling at the arm straps again, I saw I couldn’t even get my hands to reach far enough over to tough my pants pockets. Glancing around one last time, I spotted my beat-up backpack sitting on a chair in the corner.

      The familiar sound of an airlock hissing came to me, and I watched the door swing inwards a moment later with growing trepidation. The figure that stepped in was familiar to me as well, if not the person, then their plastic yellow HazMat suit. The face peering out of the clear plastic facemask set into the air-tight suit was hidden beneath a second mask that covered everything but her bright green eyes and dark hair.

      A second woman stepped into the room and I felt my heart hammering as my eyes drank in the sight of her. I’d been surrounded by women for the past few weeks, many of them quite beautiful. Loren used to be an Instagram model and several others have been women of breathtaking beauty, but none had the raw animal magnetism this woman had.

      The woman wasn’t tall, but she held herself is thought she owned the room, or perhaps the whole building, head back and chin up. Her hair swept back from a smooth brow, hanging long and straight down her back. The blonde hair was thick and lustrous, lightly curled and bouncing with a vitality rarely seen in product drenched hair. Her face was exquisitely featured with a bold nose and big gorgeous eyes that felt like they peered directly into my soul.

      If her gorgeous face gave me pause, it was the perfection of her body, set into dramatic relief by the lacy black negligee. The first thing I noticed were her breasts, so large and round I thought they must be fake until I saw them sway and wobble naturally. Then it was the smooth perfection of her stomach, leading down to firm round hips and an ass so tight you could bounce a quarter off it without effort.

      Her small bra and panties were covered by a lacy black top and skirt that was more underwear than outfit, and I couldn’t help my body’s response to the woman’s incredible looks. The woman had clearly been the most beautiful creature in any room she’d ever been in and took my drooling stare as her due. The thing she hadn’t been ready for was being confronted by the power of my pheromones and I saw her confident grin slip, face softening and pupils dilating as she drew in a deep breath through her nose.

      “Hello Adam,” came a muffled voice from inside the HazMat suit, “I’m Dr. Fredrickson. How are you feeling this morning?”

      I kept my lips sealed as the woman in the suit stepped over to one of the table and picked up a metal tray. Taking up a terrifyingly long syringe and needle, she approached me slowly. The other woman still standing near the door, now shifting nervously from foot to foot.

      “What are you doing?” I asked as the suit wearing woman approached me with the needle.

      “Just taking some blood is all,” the rubberized plastic suit creaked as she bent, cold gloves rolling my arm so she could access the vein, “The doctor would like a reading if your hormones before the procedure and another one after.”

      “What procedure?” I asked, stomach sinking as I imagined what kinds of tortures they had in store for me.

      “I’ll let the doctor explain what she wants,” the woman said, then she whispered voice just reaching me through her, “Vanessa sends a message… stay strong.” I gave a start of surprise, but the woman was quick to hide it with a stab of the needle into my arm. “Toughen up Adam, it couldn’t have hurt that bad. Doctor, he’s all yours.”

      I stared after the woman as she turned with her blood-filled syringe back to the lab table. I watched her carefully pop the needle off and place the vial into a test tube. I would have continued to watch her, happy to ignore the gorgeous woman whose phenomenal figure threatened to drag my eyes to her at any moment like a lodestone. Just as I was failing, manhood throbbing as I turned back to the stunning blonde, the intercom clicked on with a brief static burst.

      “Welcome, Mr. Reynolds,” came a voice with a strong English accent, “to my laboratory. I trust your travels have been exciting?”

      “What the fuck’s going on?” I asked, eyes locking on the blonde woman’s pale green, noticing from the slight wrinkles at the corners she must be older than the mid-twenties she looked. As the voice spoke over the intercom in answer, those pale eyes burned with an inner fire, her lips curling into an eager grin.

      “You’re being held for your own safety in a secure facility, Mr. Reynolds,” the voice went on, “I am Dr. Ranja Khatri, a genetic researcher and immunologist for many years at the CDC. I assure you Mr. Reynolds you couldn’t be in better care. My colleague, Natalie, will perform a series of tests with you over the next hour. I trust you’ll bear with us as these could prove most efficacious in discovering the root cause.”

      “Tests?” I asked, swallowing hard then her last words sparked my curiosity, “Root cause of what?”

      “Of why you’re the only other cure we’ve found for the madness plaguing our race these past few months. Nurse you may begin when ready, the diagnostics have all been fully calibrated to young Adam.”

      “What other cure is there?” I asked, but the intercom clicked off and it was the gorgeous nurse who answered, her big round boobs swaying as she stepped closer to the table I was strapped to.

      “I think it’s the lust that drives us mad,” Natalie said. Even her voice was rich and gorgeous, sending shivers down my spine, “and so do most others. I don’t know when we started it, but the Femme Forces made it a part of unit discipline. Every morning, noon and night,” she licked her lips, eyelids heavy as she stepped up beside the table and leaned down, giving me a glorious sight between those hanging orbs of hers. “We masturbate… dreaming of the things we’re going to do to our man once we get him… How we’re going to be bred… how full it will feel.”

      The sound of wet fingers playing with a pussy reached my ears and I realized the woman was masturbating under the table, outside of my sight. I’d completely forgotten the HazMat suit woman as my blonde goddess’s eye lids fluttered in bliss, face slack as she pleasured herself and let her eyes wander down to my throbbing manhood. The grin that stole over her face nearly made me cum right there.

      “Do you think I’m beautiful?” The woman asked, eyes locked on the throbbing tip of my cock as she stood up straight, hand leaving her sex as she ran both up her body, caressing her perfect figure.

      “Yes,” I managed to say, leather straps straining as I unconsciously reached for her.

      “And you consent to me tasting this glorious cock of yours?” Her eyes flared when the illicit word passed between her lips and I laughed at her innocence.

      “Is that what you dreamed of?” I asked, surprising myself at the calmness of my own voice as I stared at one of the great beauties left alive. “Have you missed giving head?”

      “Yes!” This time it was her turn to give a strangled moan, knees trembling and hands, once so confident as they caressed her breasts, now trembled, one on the edge of the table the other creeping between her legs.

      “Then what’s stopping you?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.
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      The woman’s moan of desire sent a thrill through me, and I watched in awe as she ran a hand across the table and over my hip. Her slender fingers encircled my cock, and I drew in a sharp hiss of pleasure as her soft lips slipped over the fat head. My arms strained against the restraints as I struggled to touch the woman’s perfect curves as watching her bend beside me, sucking my cock was a special kind of torture.

      I was shocked at how poor her skills were, my cock losing a touch of hardness when I felt her fumbling motions. Natalie moaned, turning hot eyes on me and lowering her breasts until they grazed my arm. One grasping hand clutched the surprisingly firm flesh, and she grinned around my cock as it hardened. My balls throbbed as I caressed the perfect tit, fingers pulling at the lacy material until I could pinch her pink nipples, then the orgasm hit me.

      Moaning in happy delight, Natalie swallowed my seed as quickly as she could, fingers gathering up what she missed and pushing it into her thick lips. The restraints creaked as I once against tried to reach for her as the beautiful woman stood, one dainty finger pushing the last bit of my seed into her pursed lips.

      “Excellent work Nurse. If you’ll retire to the holding room, we can begin your processing,” the intercom clicked off and the nurse bent low, planting a lingering kiss on my lips and flashing me a delighted smile before turning to go.

      The HazMat wearing woman approached with another long needle and syringe. Cringing away from the big needle she bent low and as the door opened, Natalie departing, she whispered in my ear quietly once more just as the needle stabbed home.

      “Just endure these tortures for a few days,” the words tumbled over one another quickly, “The cure is almost complete!”

      Stepping back, the woman made way for the next woman to enter. This one was smaller than the last, with finely chiseled features and a powerful frame. She was almost as beautiful though, with stunning features and pert breasts and ass.

      “I hope you appreciate the trouble we’ve gone through to acquire you presentable test subjects, Mr. Reynolds,” came the accented voice over the intercom. “Now if you have any trouble achieving an erection so soon after your last release please inform Dr. Fredrickson and she will administer a specially prepared aphrodisiac. No need to be shy Mr. Reynolds, one way or another every one of our subjects must imbibe a dram straight from the source before we can begin the breeding.”

      “How many?” I asked, watching the beautiful little dark-skinned woman trembling and shivering, wetness dripping down her thighs as she inhaled my pheromones.

      “There are a hundred outside in the hanger,” the little woman said in a high pitched almost girlish voice, her purple negligee doing little to hide the firmness of her body or the hardness of her nipples, “well there were, ninety-eight now I suppose.”

      “A hundred…?” I asked, voice faint as the woman flashed an eager grin and bent low, sucking my cock deep down her throat, “Ohhh fuck… mmmhmm damn that’s… ohhh… good.”

      The woman had an incredibly talented mouth and worked her hands into the blowjob. Smearing the slick saliva from the back of her throat all over the long shaft of my cock as she stroked it in light fingers, teasing it.

      “Good baby,” the woman purred in her high voice, “you lay there and enjoy this… I’ll make sure you never forget Jean Washington.”

      Her dark brown eyes flared as she took me deep, throat cupping the head of my cock as she nursed on it, tongue reaching out to slither around my balls. I wanted to drop my head and let my eyes roll back in my skull, but I couldn’t stop watching the incredible sight of her worshipping my rock hard dick.

      Jean slipped a small hand between her legs, the gap between her thighs making it plain to me her fingers were hard at work driving in and out of her pussy and in seconds she was cuming hard. The sight was so hot I rewarded her with a large heaping mouthful of my cum she swallowed with moans of pleasure, licking every last bit and sucking me back into her throat despite my protests and not releasing me until the doctor came back on the loudspeaker to send her off.

      “Let me know if you need the aphrodisiac injection,” came the muffled voice from inside the HaxMat suit as the woman once more drew a vial of blood.

      Then a beautiful college age redhead stepped into the room. The girl had pale skin covered in freckles and blushed prettily when she saw me strapped to the table naked. Sparing a shy glance for the doctor whose suit covered back was to her, the girl hurried over to my side.

      When she did, I was given the treat of watching her massive hanging breasts sway and bounce. The things nearly hung below her naval and were so big it looked like she might tip over, even with her little belly, wide hips and big round ass. It was like seeing a cartoon character in the flesh and the coed only added to the image when she let out a ditzy giggle and staring dreamily at my cock wrapped her hand and lips around it without even meeting my eyes.

      “Jesus!” I hissed, the young woman’s massive breasts pressing against my arm and side as she bent over, the heat almost as pleasant as her warm mouth.

      Like my first visitor, this girl was a poor cock-sucker. In fact, from her rough teeth and harsh gags as she tried to shove my cock far too deep, too quickly, I sensed she was a novice and probably a virgin.

      “Slower,” I ordered, my voice gentle but firm, “explore it with your tongue… ahh yes like that… mmmhmm that feels good.”

      “Does it?” the girl asked, her bright blue eyes glancing up to meet mien shyly, “Tell me what you want… what you like.”

      So I did.

      In short commands, I coached the girl into earning her first mouthful of cum, warning her before I flooded her mouth. Her eyes shone in delighted pleasure as she moved back until just the tip was within her lips, tongue teasing the slit as she sucked hard. Her moan set another throb of pleasure through my cock and I watched her swallow hard.

      “Mhmm… it tastes sweet,” the girl said in surprise, “mom said it would be gross and salty.”

      “Thank you, Private Higgins,” came the Doctor’s voice over the loudspeaker, “You can send Mrs. Higgins in now.”

      The girl saw the look pass over my face and her grin widened, pink tongue snaking out to lick her lips.

      “She’s going to be pleasantly surprised,” raising her eyebrows, lips pressed together in a delighted smile the girl slipped out of the room.

      “Be strong, my Lord ,” whispered the doctor as she drew my blood once more.

      Then the door was closing, and a fourth woman entered. This woman was the oldest so far, with a few faint touches of grey in her hair but no less a stunning beauty than the others. She wore a large golden cross between her massive pale breasts, and the lacy garments she wore were almost conservative compared to the other three. Covering most of her torso but leaving the tops of her mammoth breasts exposed.

      “Sarah took seven minutes,” the woman breathed as she stepped up to the table, one hand reached out and caressing my body, before snaking down to gather my soft cock, “Have you taken the aphrodisiac?”

      I shook my head, heart beating harder as I noticed the resemblance to her daughter in the nose and eyes, not to mention the stunning curves of her body.

      “Mmmm good,” she purred, “Momma wants to know she’s still got it.”

      I opened my mouth, not sure what I was going to say, but she didn’t give me the chance. Bending low and filling my right hand with one of her breasts; the woman’s eyes never left mine as her puffy lips slipped over my cock and down, tongue snaking around the underside as she took more and more of me until her nose nestled against skin and my whole body melted into the table.

      “Hhmmmm,” her low hum, more a purr than anything else, sent shivers of pleasure up and down my spine and then she really got to work.

      Rising and falling with elegant motions, her puffy lips caressing every sensitive part of my glands, she sucked harder than most and I felt my balls throbbing in the moment. I held out as long as I could, but in the end the woman’s consummate skill won her a massive mouthful of cum.

      Like the first woman, it was so big she couldn’t swallow it all and had to lick and kiss up much from my stomach and balls, taking her time. Finally, the doctor came over the intercom again and the mother left, another taking her place. Once more blood was drawn and I began to worry just how much I could afford to lose. These women seemed intent on draining my body of all its fluids.

      The fifth woman was a delicate little Japanese lady who spoke in a thick accent and was shy around my cock. It took her long minutes to work up the courage to take me in her hands, but once she’d gotten a sample of my pre-cum a fire was lit in her and I saw the wild side, she struggled to bury down deep. One hand jerking me hard, she sucked for all her life as the other hand stuffed four fingers between her tiny thighs; the wet sounds, more than her fiery mouth, coaxing a load of cum from my balls.

      The next woman was a wickedly beautiful Latina with soft breasts and thick red lips. She had me hard in a minute and was swallowing a big load soon after. Again, and again they came, my body responding to each, though my flesh began to tire, growing sore and stinging.

      Though I asked for a break, the doctors gave me none, offering a cold glass of water as the only respite I had from the endless stream of women. Those who came in were all beautiful and increasingly eager, some even desperate to make their few minutes with me count. The species imperative worked its will upon me too, my manhood never flagging accept in the wake of a particularly powerful and copious orgasm.

      I couldn’t say how long the torture of pleasure unending lasted but at some point, I couldn’t keep my eyes open and the HazMat wearing doctor injected me with a drug that put me under. When I woke the scene repeated itself again, the only change being my flesh had had a chance to heal and my balls to refill with potency.

      Every woman brought into the lab was young enough to bear children. Black, brown, Hispanic, Asian and everything in between were ushered through in between withdrawals of my blood. I lay there locked in place, the restraint an added torture, as the women sucked, slurped, licked and stroked my cock until they could swallow at least a solid spurt of my seed.

      I suspected what was coming next but blessedly was allowed another drug induced rest before they transferred me to another room.
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      When I woke the third time, I found myself free of the restraints and able to free to move around a small apartment. It was an odd, windowless space, still with the large mirror dominating the wall opposite the doorway. The furniture was new and comfortable, a couch, footrest, and several chairs. All of which were covered in far too many pillows and floral patterns of pastel colors.

      The bed I’d woken up on was larger than a king size mattress and thicker, shoved into the corner and set right on top of a box spring it looked out of place. Especially with the piles of soft comforters set all around the base as if someone was expecting to have a slumber party. I was about to walk over and knock on the door when the intercom buzzed with the familiar static hiss.

      “Mr. Reynolds, how are you feeling this afternoon?”

      “A bit lost,” I muttered, “and hungry.”

      In truth, I wasn’t that hungry, but my stomach felt empty, like I’d been surviving off an IV for a couple days.

      “I will have a meal brought in for you. Is there anything else you require?”

      “Yea,” I said, turning to loot at the large mirror and frowning, “Could you tell me what’s going to happen next?”

      “You’re an invaluable resource, Mr. Reynolds,” Dr. Khatri said, in her cultured British accent, “and the ultimate expression of that value is in promotion of offspring. We tried inseminating women with your seed after surgical extraction but after a dozen failed attempts the consensus amongst the few scientists, we have left was to replicate the experience of the one example we have.”

      “Who?” I asked, heart seizing to learn they’d taken one of my women, but the doctor went on as if she hadn’t heard me.

      “The Colonel has her own ideas about men and whether you should be trusted to remain free of your restraints. I’ve managed to convince her that you can be trusted to cooperate, with the understanding that if you don’t we’ll be forced to put you under and perform drug induced erections.” There really wasn’t a choice, and the woman knew it, “Take heart Mr. Reynolds, think of it as a dream come true.”

      “Instead of forced labor?”

      I mumbled it under my breath, heart already picking up its pace in anticipation of the day to come, flooding blood into my nether regions. Cracking my neck side to side, I drew in a deep breath and wondered how long Vanessa and Nadia planned to take before we could escape this odd hell.

      Five minutes later I was sitting on one of the chairs, letting my mind wander, when the door buzzed and swung inwards. Three women pushed a rickety metal cart in with four trays of food on it. The food looked like upscale cafeteria fare with fried chicken, mashed potatoes, greens and a platter heaped with fresh biscuits.

      My eyes turned round as saucers when I saw the food, and my stomach rumbled. Fried chicken was one of my favorites, and I didn’t realize how much I’d missed it. Stealing a glance through the shutting door, I saw a long airlock outside and another two doors at the far end. One of which looked similar to one of the airlock doors outside of the last lab.

      Filing the information away, I turned a wide smile on the three women who’d brought the food in. I recognized them vaguely from earlier in the first test day, but couldn’t have placed them for the life of me. There’d just been too many over the past, however many days it had been.

      “Have a seat, Adam,” a stunning older blonde said, patting the spot on the couch next to her, “wouldn’t want you getting an upset stomach from standing and eating.”

      “We know the situation is strange,” said a second almond skinned woman with darkly angled eyes, “but this is the safest place for you, it really is.”

      “Yea, we heard about the wild and uncivilized women who the Femme Forces rescued you from,” the third woman, a delicate young brunette with pale skin and large brown eyes said, “It sounds like you’ve had an awful experience.”

      “It wasn’t that bad,” I said, sitting down, “In fact it was pretty wonderful sometimes. I’ve met some amazing women.”

      “Oh?” Asked the almond skinned woman with a hint of heat in her tone. One hand just happened to fall on her thighs, pulling her thin red skirt higher and flashing me white panties, “And just what did these ‘amazing women’ do to make you feel wonderful?”

      “Not that,” I said with a smile, taking a tray of food the blonde handed me, “There is an island down south were the women have created a Utopian feminine community,” the women perked up at this, eyes shining with interest as I went on, “The woman they all acknowledge as their queen is… she’s the wisest and kindest ruler I think this world’s ever seen. And under the redwoods they’re building something similar. Hundreds of women, all working towards a common purpose.” Looking around at the disbelieving faces I asked, “What are the Femme Forces? How is life here for you?”

      “The Forces were gathered by Colonel Cosgrove,” the dark-haired woman said, “You don’t even want to know what it was like here before they too charge,” she gave a shudder of revulsion and fear, “Looting, riots, murders… it was bad.”

      “From mountains to coast you couldn’t find a safe place to lay your head or another woman you could trust,” the blonde woman put in.

      “She’s right,” the dark-haired woman went on, nodding along with her friend in agreement, “They found the Costco warehouses first, the lonely women, and put together a distribution center. After they had the Air Force Base fed and calmed down the Colonel took over and she’s been gathering more and more here ever since.”

      “Where’s here?” I asked, casually but the women’s lips pressed together and they all shook their heads.

      “I’m sorry Adam,” the blonde said, moving beside me on the couch and pulling away my half-eaten tray of food, “but we’re under strict orders not to give you too much information about the base.”

      “I’m your prisoner then,” I said, and saw the struggle on the women’s faces when confronted with the truth.

      “Don’t think of it like that,” the almond-skinned woman said, thick wide lips parting in an eager smile, “You have a roof over your head, three meals a day, a warm bed and running water to bathe in,” the thought of taking a hot shower almost broke me down right there, “You couldn’t ask for anything more in this crazy broken world… Not to mention we’re all going to make sure you have what every man craves.”

      “Have you ever had three best friends kissing you and sucking your cock together?” Purred the brunette as she slipped off her chair and onto her knees between my legs, hands running up the inside of my thighs.

      “Yes,” I admitted simply, smiling internally when the three gave pause, glancing around a touch unsure.

      “But were they as beautiful as Sarah, Jenny or me?” Purred the blonde in one hear, her breath hot on the sensitive skin of my neck. I opened my mouth to answer honestly but the woman placed a finger across my lips, eyes dancing as she saw my answer plain. “Mhmm my, my, you’ve had quite the experience out in the wilderness, haven’t you?”

      “Like I said,” I smiled, hands slipping down the blonde women and Sarah, the almond skinned beauty, “I’ve met a lot of wonderful women and been blessed with incredible experiences. Sometime I’ll tell you about the Cult of the Old Testament. I think you three would like one of their ceremonies.”

      “Oh?” Asked the darker haired woman, breath heaving as she drew the scrubs down my legs, sighing in pleasure as my cock appeared.

      “It was very earthy,” I said, a small smile playing across my lips as I ran my fingers through the blonde’s soft curls. The woman gave a delicate little gasp of pleasure as I drew her face to mine, out lips connecting softly, tongues touching delicately.

      A hot mouth engulfed my cock, and I turned to kiss the almond skinned woman, feeling my blonde beauty shedding her top. The three of them moved almost as one, never letting me have a moment of respite. When two were sucking me together, their tongues and lips working as one to get me steely hard, the third would make out with me, or feed me her breasts to suck on and play with.

      The pale skinned brunette was the first to ride me, her pussy narrow but short, only able to take half my cock before she shuddered in orgasm and I felt her cervix bumping against the head of my dick. Arms around the other pair I alternated making out with, or having my face filled with breasts by them while the slender dark-haired woman coaxed the first load from my cock. Her friends watched in awe as she shuddered and shook, my cum stunning her as it does so many others. Then they were all over me, their lusts redoubled.

      The blonde I took bent over the armrest of the couch, her friends in a sixty-nine before us. The almond skinned woman moaned in delirious pleasure as her friend fingered and licked her. The brunette’s hips rolled up; thighs pressed together as she sought to have my seed quicken within her womb.

      The blonde’s big breasts bounced, and her soft sex shuddered around my cock in orgasm, but it was the pleasure on her face as she watched the women licking, touching and fingering one another that set me off. I was rewarded with a shuddering scream from the beauty as I shot thick spurts of cum deep within her. Letting her down gently, her body shaking as the (my) cum took root. I stepped over to the other two and pressed my cock between their happy lips.

      All three were kneeling before me, coaxing me into stiffness once more so I could take the almond skinned woman in a luxuriously slow missionary fuck on the bed. Her friends pressed in close, kissing her and me as their hands explored our bodies. I was surrounded by soft feminine flesh and should have felt like I was in heaven, but a part of me couldn’t relax. The same part that felt trapped, couldn’t allow myself to fully open up to these women.

      When all three had been pumped full of my cum, they left, taking their trays with them and leaving me the rest of my meal to finish. In the room's corner was a tiny shower I used to clean up. Once I was showered and full, there was another click and the doors swung inwards, revealing a pair of half Korean sisters.

      The women were in their mid-thirties, brilliant and in the old world very accomplished. Here they were garbage collectors on the base, but for this one day, they were allowed to remember what it had been like to be beautiful women again. I was shocked at how wild and free the pair were, losing myself in the wicked fantasy. My HazMat wearing doctor would come in after the sisters were both bred, to withdraw another dram of blood and whisper encouraging words to me, but for those few hours I tried to forget about the sexual prison I was being held in.

      After the sisters I met four friends, young women who’d known one another before the virus struck. At one-point emotions got the better of two women as they were reminded of lost husbands, but after we wept together, they made up for the sadness with one of the most enthusiastic double-blow jobs I’d ever received. The pair and their friends were desperate to see I had a good time, even going so far as to offer me their virgin asses if I so desired.

      The desperation grew cloying, but I had to ignore it, because whenever I commented on it, the women just got worse. It was this way with all of them, in wave after wave. When I tried to nap, they sent in a set of twins that shocked me awake and wouldn’t let me crash until hours and hours later after I’d bred more women than I could count.

      Shaking in exhaustion and more chafed and sore than I ever remember being, I curled up in the beds thick comforters and silently prayed Vanessa and Nadia would rescue me soon from this hell. As the lights shut off, I realized this was the only time the observers wouldn’t be able to see me through the one-way mirror, but it was the exhaust vent sliding open that piqued my interest.

      Tearing off a strip of cloth I rolled it into a small ball and hopping to my feet stuffed it behind the vent’s slits, preventing it from closing. Laying back down quickly, I pulled the comforters over me and passed out in a dry spot on the bed. I was too exhausted to be nervous, and I found myself falling into endless dreams of soft round flesh and needy, hungry openings demanding my endless attention.
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      I woke to the heavenly sensation of hot, wet tongues slathering my stiff cock, but instead of glancing down to see who’d snuck in to pleasure me while I slept, I glanced up at the vent. Without making it obvious I double checked the vent was still propped open and felt a rush of relief to see the steel angled outwards. The steel edges of the vent were tipped in rubber, ensuring the air in my room was trapped in here unless they opened it.

      “Oh damn,” I moaned, picking my head up and rubbing sleep from my eyes as I stared at the gorgeous older and younger women straddling my legs. I recognized the two and grinned back, moaning as the older one sucked me deep, the young woman’s fingers teasing my balls as she watched my face twist in pleasure with avid interest.

      “What could be better than this?” The young woman breathed, pushing the tussled locks of her mother clear so I could see the thick lips encircling my cock, “The Colonel says you can wake like this whenever you want… doesn’t that sound nice?”

      “Mhmhmm,” I nodded, unable to speak as the older woman hummed, my toes curling as I nearly came down her throat.

      “Good,” the younger woman breathed, kissing my thigh, “Now put a baby in my mom and me, Adam… please baby.”

      I couldn’t ignore their wishes, not if I’d wanted to. The species imperative drove me to mad lust just as it had the pair and five minutes later the mother rode my big cock, her massive breasts swaying delightfully above me as her daughter lapped at my balls, coaxing a big load from me. I took the daughter bend over, ass up and face pressed into the sheets. The older woman twitched in bliss beside us, finally waking and rolling over to tease my balls and shaft as I stroked in and out of her daughter.

      After the pair, breakfast was brought by another three friends and I was put to work before the meal had even finished. The women were too wild to let me finish, and too sexy and needy for me to insist. After the three, the HazMat suite wearing doctor came in again to draw blood and I sensed agitation in her movements that grew stronger the more she was around me. Finally, she fled the room and another pair of women were ushered in. Struggling to find some pleasure, I offered the women a smile, taking them without preamble to the bed where I stripped them naked.

      The sex had all become perfunctory and boring. Even the incredible beauty and wicked pairings they offered up didn’t drag me out of the doldrums. As the hours dragged on and my partners climbed into the dozens, I knew this loveless, never ending sex would kill me, eventually. Stripped of the ability to find pleasure in either touch or beauty and trapped in this room without sights or sounds of the world, I’d go mad, and soon.

      Shutting off the shower, I drew in a tired breath and turned to see the next bit of work I had to do. When I saw who stepped in I felt cold shock run down my spine and straightened up immediately. Pushing back my exhaustion and reaching for some excitement, I found it a struggle.

      Stepping into the room were two women in white lab coats. One with dark skin the color of mahogany, wearing heavy framed glasses, while the other was a towering woman with wide hips and a plain face. The flashes of shame and embarrassment in both women’s expressions were quickly suppressed as they glanced at one another. With a final quick glance out into the airlock, the pair stepped into the room, breath deepening as the dark-skinned woman closed the door softly.

      “Hello Mr. Reynolds,” the Indian woman said, her posh accent alerting me that this was Dr. Khatri, the woman who’d been directing everything, “Dr. Fredrickson and I wanted to check in on you.”

      The woman’s pupils were dilated wide and her chest rose and fell beneath the thick sweater she wore beneath her coat, and I could tell the second woman, Dr. Fredrickson was similarly affected. I’d noticed the day before that the vent was on the same wall as the one-way mirror, and I was praying there might now be some mingling of the air currents. The obvious responses from the two women before me proved my trick had worked.

      A plan began to form when I looked over the Indian doctor’s shoulder and saw the slightly fearful expression of the other woman, realizing she was Vanessa’s collaborator. Eyes passing from hers to the shorter woman, I let a smile play across my lips; the lie coming to them easily. I’d been in enough tense situations and slept with so many women it felt like I’d been preparing for just this situation.

      “We both know you’ve come for more than that doctor,” I said, no longer surprised at the quiet confidence in my voice. “Are the cameras on? Or have you shut them off?”

      “They’re off,” whispered the woman in the rear and I recognized her voice, confirming my guess, “but the outer doors are locked, and guards will come shooting if we scream.”

      “But you’re not going to scream,” I said, stepping close to the trembling Indian doctor and reaching up to run a hand through her thick black hair, “are you?”

      “We…” Dr. Katri trailed off, and she swallowed hard, before trying again, “We must know for ourselves… the protocols haven’t worked for days, not since…”

      “Then you know what to do,” I said my fingers gripping the woman’s hair and guiding her to her knees, leveling my gaze on the tall conspirator I let more steel enter my voice and saw her fear of discovery disappear and lust flood her expression, “both of you.”

      Not ten minutes before, I’d had three twenty-year-old CoEd’s sucking my cock clean with expert skill. Now two late forties intellectuals fumbled in their attempts to match the younger woman’s enthusiasm and grace. I sensed the delicate ego’s both women had. Where once I might have run rough-shod over them, knowing pleasure and my attention to detail in the lovemaking would cover my ignorance of their feelings, now I took great care.

      Moaning in pleasure even when teeth scraped across the sensitive flesh of my cock, I encouraged with smiles and whispered words of praise as Dr. Katri struggled to fit the head into her mouth. The woman was clearly the senior scientist and doctor and from the furious fingers undoing her belt and slacks, she was determined to feel my cock inside her first. But my plan called for something else.

      Instead of letting Ranja carry things in their natural progression, I pulled my cock out of her mouth and pushed it against Dr. Fredrickson’s thick lips. The woman let out a deep moan from the back of her throat and took me deeper than the other doctor had, her lips puckering and tongue teasing. Her movements were slow and awkward, and I pulled my cock out, stepping back and let my eyes run over their white-coated bodies.

      “Undress each other,” I said, reaching down and slowly stroking myself as the women stood slowly, looking at one another in trepidation.

      I watched the Indian woman lick her lips as Dr. Fredrickson reached up to her own coat with trembling fingers.

      “Each other,” I reminded, causing a shiver to pass through the tall woman, “and you’ll want to impress me Dr. Fredrickson because whoever impresses me the most will get this first load inside them.”

      “Yes, sir,” the woman said, and I saw almost blind devotion sweep through her expression as her wide mouth stretched into a worshipful smile.

      “Gwen,” Dr. Khatri said, licking her lips and swallowing hard, “maybe we can-.”

      “No,” whispered the other woman, stepping close and reaching up to run gentle fingers down her friend cheek, “This is all or nothing… you said you needed to experience what we’ve been putting those women through in service to our science… well?”

      The dark-skinned woman looked with beseeching eyes on her friend then over to me, gaze falling to take in my throbbing cock as my hand slowly fisted it and she nodded quickly. Licking her lips, she turned back to Gwen,hh but before she could speak the tall doctor had bent down and surprised her with a soft kiss.

      Pulling back slightly, the women shared gentle smiles as their hands pulled one another close. With slow, awkward movements that grew in confidence as they went, the women began pushing each other’s coats off. Gwen took the initiative, fingers sure as they plucked buttons on the other woman’s cardigan. Ranja got into it after a minute, and once she saw my cock hardening when her body came into view.

      “You’re turned on?” The older woman asked in shock as she pulled the tall woman’s white shirt off, revealing massive heavy breasts trapped in a thick bra and a soft midsection.

      “Of course,” I said, letting my desire and passion burn in my eyes.

      When the shy woman saw that she gave herself over to the pleasure of the experience, even suckling on one of Dr. Fredrickson’s pale inverted nipples. I timed my entry into their little sapphic session to coincide with when Dr. Khatri lost sense of time and her surroundings. The woman cried out in shocked elation when she saw my cock slide into her friend's pussy above her. The pair had been sixty-nining, each inexpertly licking and touching one another’s pussy as I jacked off above them.

      The wide ass of Gwen rolled before me as I drove into her soft pussy with long strokes. My orgasm was on the cusp of hitting me so I timed flooding the woman with a small blast of my seed then filling Ranja’s mouth with the second. Instantly flipping around, I drove into the stunned woman’s pussy, fucking my cock hard and sending her into screaming bouts of rolling orgasms.

      I’d learned from Loren’s observations that a mouth full of cum, followed up right after with a deep load inside them, affected women the most our first-time making love. Timing everything as best I could, Gwen was just coming around and Dr. Khatri still in a state of mindless euphoria when I flooded the pretty Indian woman’s womb, pumping it as deeply as I could.

      Staggering to my feet, I pointed at the glassy eyes conspirator and spoke in a sharp but quiet tone.

      “Where’s Vanessa?” The woman struggled to make sense of my question, but answered immediately.

      “They captured her and the Russian woman. The Colonel has them locked in the brig, but you won’t be able to get there from here. It’s on the other side of the hanger and surrounded by guards.”

      “Keep an eye on her,” I ordered as I moved to the pile of clothes and dug around for the set of key’s I’d heard, “Call out if she wakes and if she’s just groggy, lick her pussy so she doesn’t fully come out of it.”

      “Where are you going?” The tall doctor called after me, but I’d already thrown open the airlock door, and was hurrying down the short corridor to the familiar door.

      Praying I wasn’t wrong, I tested three keys before I found one that worked. Throwing open the door, I raced into the lab, shuddering when I saw the cold hard table still equipped with its straps. Gasping in relief, I snatched up my backpack from the corner and hurried back, shutting and locking the door behind me.

      I was halfway back down the hall, the tall doctor staring down after me with growing panic as the Indian doctor stirred awake, when I spotted a series of water pipes and catch vessels just outside the room’s door. Motioning quickly, I ordered Gwen to put her tongue to work, rewarded with a groggy moan of pleasure from Ranja.

      Digging in my backpack, I pulled out a beat-up old pill bottle I’d stolen what felt like years ago. I didn’t even know what I wanted to use the drugs for, just that it seemed a waste to leave them behind. Hoping I wasn’t being an idiot by pouring them out, I flipped the pressure valves on the catch basin and after muscling open the lid poured the contents of the big yellow bottle in.

      Throwing the backpack under the bed, I just managed to slip the keys back into the pants I’d taken them from when Dr. Khatri’s lustful eyes looked around for me. Grinning, the woman took my relief for desire and purred hungrily as she reached for my manhood. I stuffed it into her mouth and slid a hand over the wet sex of her friend, flashing Gwen a wink and almost laughing at the fear tinged relief still tightening her features.

      We lost ourselves in lust after that, and I was so exhausted I could barely stand by the time they picked up their clothes and gingerly left the room. The change to both women’s thinking was profound, and I suspected if I’d been left to it, I could have convinced Dr. Katri, like Dr. Fredrickson was convinced, to help me escape.

      In the end, escaping was as simple as walking out the front doors.
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      I woke to the normal routine of two women energetically devouring my cock with their mouths. Their slender beauty marked them as models, but it was their droopy eyes and sluggish movements that interested me. Rising to my feet, the pair were unable to follow, too lost in their world of drug induced pleasure as the powerful dose of pure MDMA rolled through them.

      The door was ajar and stepping out I saw the door to the airlock was cocked inward, the handle of a chair precariously holding it open. Moving quickly, I pulled my backpack out from under the bed, hearing the intercom click on as I ran from the room. Ignoring the slurred speech of Dr. Khatri as she ordered me to go back and breed the two models.

      Peering out of the air locks door, I saw a large changing room with lockers and benches. In one corner Dr. Fredrickson sat, legs spread as she pressed the face of a guard woman into her furry pussy. Her eyes locked onto mine and she nodded to the other door, a look of drug addled pleasure marring her features as the tongue worked on her with passion.

      Snatching a pair of green scrubs from two boxes near the door, I pulled on the green pants as I peered out, shocked to see I was in the corner of a large aircraft hanger. A pile of newly built buildings made up a complex around and above me, while the rest of the space was taken up by military vehicles of all kinds.

      A pulsing electronic beat played over the hangers’ loudspeakers, and there were pockets of laughter and movement all around in the darkness. Fires and lights cast lurid shadows all around the hanger, and the echoing laughter and voices added to the disorienting feeling.

      Keeping to the shadows, I scouted the way across the large indoor space. There were perhaps four dozen women between me and the opposite corner of the building. Most sat around small fires, leaning against one another and speaking softly, their movements sluggish. Others danced with each other or stumbled around with extremely dilated pupils and the need to touch everything they came across.

      MDMA isn’t a powerful drug, but I knew the dose I’d put in their water supply was lab grade and of the highest quality. I hadn’t thought the drugs would become more powerful over time, but from the reactions I was seeing, most women were nearly overdosed with the drug. The biggest problem most had was an inability to keep their balance as well as narrow tunnel vision.

      Wishing none of them noticed the shirtless man, wearing a backpack hurrying through their midst I walked with quick strides around the edge of the building, keeping to the darker spots wherever I could. At one point a woman staggered out of the darkness beneath a Humvee, her shirt twisted, and bra gone, the woman’s breasts swung free and her lipstick was smeared.

      Grinning at me blearily, she froze in place, eyes locked on my torso. Standing out in the open without a care in the world or an ounce of shame, the woman slipped two hands between her legs, face growing intense as she began rubbing her pussy and staring at me. Hurrying away, the woman’s eyes followed me, her slack smile growing weaker as she came with a shuddering scream. The sounds drew others to her and soon I was forgotten as the pile of licking, kissing bodies grew.

      Spotting a small cinderblock building in the corner of the hanger, I saw a pair of women laying outside the doors. One lay atop the other running gentle fingers down the others face and exposed breasts. The woman on her back shuddered in bliss, face euphoric as she experienced the soft touch while in the clutches of the drug.

      After a quick search, I saw the front door was the only way in or out of the brick building. The pair on the ground had weapons close at hand and their expressions were dreamy but not stupid with overdose as many of the others were. Crouching down I racked my brain and spotting a drone parked near the large closed double doors, I got an idea.

      Pulling the laptop out of my backpack, I hunted around the large unmanned vehicle until I found an access panel. Someone had pried the panel open, and I was able to connect my laptop to the systems onboard computer. It took ten long minutes for me to figure out there was no way I could access the controls like I’d hoped, but I could connect to ancillary functions including the onboard camera flashes and the signaling LED’s.

      Revising my plan quickly, I coded up a simple program that would loop through a few simple commands. The drone’s computers ran with a myriad of scripts and thanking the Goddess, the connection signal turned green and it was able to read mine as well. Pushing a memory drive into the port, I set the system to copy the information on active networks I’d gathered over the past few weeks.

      With a silent thank you to the beat-up laptop, I hit play on the script and dashed away into the shadows. There was an electronic click, as the systems batteries were engaged then every LED on the ship blinked on, then off, on for two seconds then off. The lights flickered in a pulsing beat, the blue, green, red, white and yellow lights strobing across walls and the ceiling.

      The reaction was immediate as ‘ooh’s’ and ‘ahh’s’ erupted around the room. Women shuffling closer on unstable legs from all over the hanger. It took a couple minutes for the guard to notice, but they too stumbled over, breasts swinging free and jaws slack as they watched the light show play out.

      I hurried over to the cinderblock building and tried the door, breathing a sigh of relief when the handle turned. Inside, I found a small office with a steel desk in one corner. The place was barren except for a tray in the corner that had held meals for the prisoners. Muffled moans reached my ears, and I hurried down the short hallway. Four doors were closed and locked, but they had small square viewing windows that looked into the tiny cinderblock cells.

      The first I peeked into was empty, but the next was occupied. The first woman was a small woman with a thin face, pale skin and black hair. Her features were finely sculpted, and her nose was dainty and turned up at the tip, giving her a much younger appearance than the few grey hairs indicated. The woman lay on her back, hands caressing her entire body above her orange jumpsuit, deeply affected by the drugs.

      Moving to the last cell, my heart seized when I saw the black-haired woman sitting against the wall. Sharp eyes turned to look when my shadow passed over the window, and I released a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding when I saw she wasn’t drug addled like the others. Vanessa saw my face and leaped to her feet.

      “Adam?” She asked in shock, “How? We’re supposed to break you out in two days!”

      “I saw a chance and took it,” I said, cursing when I found the door locked.

      “There is a button beside the desk down the hall,” Vanessa said, “Do you have a plan? Or are we just winging it?”

      “Winging it,” I said, loving the flash of white teeth as Vanessa grinned back, “Where’s Nadia?”

      “The next cell over,” she said, nodding to the door I’d yet to check behind me, “but she drank the drug laced waters. I don’t know what they planned for us, but we better move quick.”

      “That was me,” I said, with a wink, “but you’re right, we have to hurry.”

      Turning, I ran back into the room and found the button. Clicking it, I hear a loud buzz come from the short hall and a door thrown open as Vanessa hurried out. I felt her solid weight hit me and my arms were around her waist, drawing in a deep breath to take in her scent as we held one another close.

      “I missed you so much,” she said, sniffling gently as she slowly released her death grip on me, dark eyes smiling as the gorgeous woman looked up at me, “Don’t ever leave me for so long again.”

      “You left me,” I reminded her with an easy smile, drawing her into a warm kiss. A sound outside reminded me where we were and I released the beautiful woman, “We better get going.”

      “We need to do two things first,” Vanessa said, face growing determined, “and I need you to help with one of them. Adam, Trish was able to finish the cure once I brought her your sample, but the Colonel and her Femme Forces stole the research and all her data. We can’t leave without it or letting the world know what she’s discovered.”

      Nadia and Trish were both out of it from the drugs and almost impossible to control. Especially Nadia, who was stronger than any two women. I watched the pair, trying my hardest to keep their pawing hands off me while Vanessa stole a Humvee, driving it right up to the front doors of the makeshift jail.

      Stuffing the doctor and spy into the backseat and locking them into their seatbelts, Vanessa drove while I hunkered down in the passenger seat. One or two voices raised in challenge as we drove out the wide double doors into the night, but soon all went back to the music, lights and their happy conversations.

      “Where are we?” I asked, peering into the darkness as Vanessa turned up the side of the hanger, speeding up and keying her high beams. Rectangles of orange light cut through the darkness from windows in other buildings as I looked all around.

      “Former Air Force base in the Central Valley,” Vanessa said, voice tense as she concentrated on not hitting anything in the dark, “Colonel took the place over right at the start, built out her empire piece by piece.” The tires of our Humvee skidded as she cut a sharp corner and then another soon after and I realized we were heading in a circle around the hanger, catching my look she grinned, “No one will be expecting us at the backdoor after we just escaped from the front.”

      “This is madness,” I said, as Vanessa cut a sharp turn around a large barracks building that seemed aglow with activity.

      Stomping on the brakes, the beautiful former NSA agent threw me a wink and popped open the door.

      “You see that little building there with the antenna and dishes all over its roof?” She pointed to a small building lit by the barracks and I nodded, “It has their communications systems, get on whatever networks you can and be ready to upload data. I’ll be there in a minute.”

      I opened my mouth to ask where she was going, but she already turned and was striding towards a small back door on the hangar. Even in prisoner orange and barefoot, the woman looked dangerous as she stalked forward. Grateful I wasn’t in her path, I hopped out of the Humvee, double checking the stoned women were still locked in the backseat, and raced across to the small building.

      Merry laughter and familiar voices reached my ears, and I spotted movement in several of the windows of the barracks. Looking from its proximity to the hangar, I realized what this large building must hold. Rushing into the communications room, I found a complicated array of systems.

      Some blessed soul had written the login information on a sticky note and placed it on a monitor, and once I was in it was a simple thing to access their intranet and what remained of the worldwide network. Plugging in the memory drive I’d just uploaded, I accessed all the other networks I knew. Fingers flying, I wrote out a simple note and created a drop box account in my name, setting everything up so all Vanessa had to do was copy over her data and hit send.

      Expecting gun fire to erupt at any moment, I stared out the small shack’s windows at the hangar for long minutes before the door finally flew open and Vanessa shouldered her way out with a large steel briefcase. Behind her tottered the tall doctor, the woman’s face sweaty and pale and jaws clenched as she fought against the drug’s effects.

      “It’s all set up,” I said, pointing at the computer when Vanessa and Dr. Fredrickson got there, “All you need to do is upload your data to the server I set up and hit enter, everything is automated. I need to do something real fast!”

      “Be quick,” Vanessa said with a grim nod, “we’re leaving in ten minutes. That drug is wearing off for some of them.”
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      Throwing open the barracks, I found what I’d been expecting. Private Higgins and two more women that I recognized from the ‘testing’ they had forced me to endure sat on metal folding chairs sipping tea and chatting with one another in the small brick building foyer. The sight of me stunned them, and I saw mingled fear and excitement edge into their beautiful features.

      “I’m escaping,” I said, “and we’re taking the cure the Colonel held secret. If you want to come with me, and I pray for the sake of the babies quickening in your wombs that you will, them gather all who want to and be out front in five minutes.”

      The three women were frozen in shock, struggling to process everything until I barked at them again, breaking the spell.

      “Gather your sisters before I leave without you. You,” I pointed at Higgins, “come with me.” Turning to the others, I shouted, “Go!”

      The harsh command lit a fire under their asses, and all three leaped to their feet. Two heading into the barracks in a different direction, voices calling out ahead of them as they did.

      “The Lord has come for us! Gather out front!”

      “Our Lord is here! Come on, let’s go ladies!”

      The dark night held terrors of its own as I ran across the wide expanse of an open motor pool. The large buses were where we’d passed them and thankfully the keys were inside. Higgins and I took a few long minutes figuring out how to work the damn things, the huge steering wheels and drive trains having a trick to them. Lights off, we pulled the busses out front of the barracks and the waiting throng outside.

      “You’re not high?” I asked one as I hopped out, doing a quick head count.

      “Is that what’s wrong with the soldiers?” One woman asked, “We thought it must be their food or water, that’s bad.”

      “We’re on a special diet the docs put us on,” another said, “electrolytes and lots of fresh greens. Where are we going?”

      “Yea what’s going on?” Called another voice, quickly followed by a chorus of others.

      I began to think I’d made a big mistake when machine gun fire cut through the night, muzzle flash erupting from nearby and setting Vanessa in relief. The gunfire quieted the gaggle of frightened women, but it was the three bodies tumbling to the ground that froze them in place. Tossing me a handgun, Vanessa scanned the crown with a sour grimace and shook her head.

      “You’re always rescuing women, aren’t you?” her grimace turned into a grin as she looked at me. Then we were both ducking when gunfire sounded from the hanger’s back door. The surrounding women screamed and nearly trampled me as we a group followed me onto the bus.

      “Get on!” Vanessa and I were screaming, Higgins starting up her bus.

      The beautiful Latina walked calmly to her Humvee, sighting on the two soldiers running towards her and dropping both with controlled bursts of fire. The hundred sets of eyes watching her from the buses couldn’t help but be impressed at the woman’s composure and skill. Two figures slumped in the backseat, Vanessa hopped in her Humvee and took off, me and Higgins following right on her tail as the base erupted in sirens all around us.

      I had no idea where we were going, but thankfully the woman leading us did. Women were stumbling out of barracks and buildings all around us, flood lights coming on. It was a shock to see so many in one place, easily a couple thousand on the small base. However, with the disorientation of night compounded by the drug that had affected some more than others, we drove through the front gates and out of the gate without another shot being fired at us.

      The creeping dread of being captured never left as we wound our way through the large town and onto the wide freeway. The women behind me slept or spoke to one another in quiet whispers, unsure of what would happen to them but thankfully not frightened. I took the time behind the wheel to think about all I’d learned over the last few weeks. I’d been subjected to the wills of others for far too long.

      That last imprisonment had left a deep wound in my soul, and I knew I’d rather die than be held against my will again. When dawn broke over the horizon behind us Vanessa pulled over at a small station to try and fill the vehicles. We kept the women on the busses just in case we had to leave quickly, but took a few minutes to plan our next steps.

      “We should head to the Grove of the Goddess,” Vanessa said as she checked the passed-out Nadia and Trish’s vitals, “They have the best protection from the jets and drones beneath their redwoods.”

      “No,” I said, drawing in a deep breath and shaking my head, “We have to go somewhere else.”

      “Where?” She asked.

      “It sounds crazy,” I said, shaking my head, “but it’s almost like I can feel her… waiting for me.”

      “Who?” Vanessa asked, reaching out to hold my hand.

      “Morgan, the little priestess.” My cheeks heated, but I felt a stirring of something within that pulled me west, towards the girl.

      “Lead the way,” she said, and her simple trust in me filled my heart with love for this brilliant and capable woman.

      Fueled up and ready to head out, we piled back into our vehicles and headed back onto the freeway. We’d left the town proper and were climbing into a set of rolling hills, the freeway six to seven lanes wide and affording us plenty of room even with the tree branches and brush that had blown onto the pavement.

      We’d climbed a mile or two, before the sound of the gunships reached my ears. With the sun reflecting off the side mirrors I hadn’t seen the helicopters lift off from the other side of town and now they bore down on our convoy with terrifying speed. Weapon systems on each wing could destroy a tank ten times over and we didn’t have anything more powerful than a rifle to defend ourselves.

      Praying they wouldn’t fire on the trucks, not know who was an unarmed civilian and who wasn’t I saw the bus’s radio flash red. We hadn’t been able to bypass the radio’s security so this could only be one of the pilots hailing us. Sharing a glance with the three women stuffed into the front seat, I reached over and flicked on the speakers.

      “Nine-One-Zero-Four repeat can you confirm the truth. We are on your six, weapons hot, with orders to fire.” the voice was cool and no-nonsense and I could hear the heavy chopper blades in the background, “Can you confirm the cure and a pregnant woman are onboard, bus Nine-One-Zero-Four repeat, can you confirm the truth. We’re on your six, weapons hot, with orders to fire… come on man… it’s fucking civil war back on base. Can you confirm!”

      “Yes!” I shouted, leaning down to key the intercom’s button, “I can fucking confirm! We have the cure and at least a dozen pregnant women on board,” a loud buzz from behind me quieted quickly when a woman stood and waved her hands down.

      “You have the cure?” The woman’s voice had lost a bit of its control and I heard her shush another nearby, “Truly there’s hope for us?”

      “There is,” I said, relieved despite the intensity of the situation, “Our Land will have a cure, fertility clinic, food, water, safety and the peace children need to build a better future.”

      All sounds had ceased behind me and on the other end of the speaker, only buses, engine and the roar of the chopper’s blades as they approached.

      “Your Colonel locked up the doctor who discovered the cure. I’m not saying she or those who follower her are evil… only that they’re misguided.”

      “Sir,” the woman’s voice was raw with emotion as she sniffed back tears, “you’re carrying hope with you. You keep those women safe, or so help me I’ll hunt you down and beat your skinny little ass into the ground.”

      “Yes… ma-!” I ducked as the Blackhawk buzzed right over our bus, passing less than a dozen feet above us before banking hard to the right.

      I slowed down, craning my neck, along with all the women in the bus and watched the Blackhawk turn, the second following her as they flew back to the base. I left the radio on but heard nothing. A minute later a third helicopter rose from the former air force base and we were witness to it exploding a few seconds later as a rocket came screaming in from our new allies.

      Civil war, the woman had said, and I couldn’t argue with her as explosions reached our ears. Having no desire to stick around and see who won the bloody mess, we put pedal to the metal and rolled through the hills, putting the madness behind us. The vineyards of wine country were overgrown with unpicked grapes; attracting swarms of birds that feasted on them. It was an oddly eerie drive through the early morning hours as we wound our way down narrow back country roads.

      When we hit a small town on the far end of a long stretch of vineyards, I recognized several landmarks and giving the horn a solid honk, took off in the lead, feeling my heart swell as I approached the dark green rolling hills. A hint of sea air reached me, and I breathed it in deep, feeling as I was coming home for the first time in my life.

      Pulling to a stop outside the pillars, I pulled open the bus’s double doors and stepped out. Breathing deep of the richly earthy air, I felt the earth’s presence closely here. Vanessa and Nadia stepped out of the humvee with the slender doctor. I offered the woman a nod of respect and a smile, grinning when her blush deepened, and she twisted one ankle fetchingly.

      From the glance she and Vanessa shared, the girlfriends had plans for me. They would have to wait because the gaggle of voices reaching me from deep within the grove of trees quieted as I continued forward. Motioning for Vanessa to come with me, the women all fell in behind, the hundred streaming off the buses following.

      First dozens, then hundreds of women appeared, all in simple dresses either white or brightly colored. I spotted a few faces I recognized and waved back to the eagerly grinning women. In shock, I spotted Arrow and her mother from the Island down south, and a small clutch of women dressed in the odd habits of the Cult. Several sets of fervent eyes found mine, and I had the feeling of déjà vu and faint memories of the drug fueled orgy.

      The crowd parted as I strode through the trees, making way for us to reach the great oak in the center of the Grove. Before we reached it, a blonde head came bobbing through the crowd as a young woman pushed her way through and with a cry of joy Loren threw herself into my arms. The slender little model almost crushed me, she held me so tight and I couldn’t help the tears of joy that flowed down my face when I saw Hanh, Melissa and the others who I’d worried hadn’t made it out of that little town alive.

      My brilliant little model fell in beside Nadia, Vanessa, and the rest. I would have taken a moment to catch up with the teen, but four figures stood behind a hastily constructed wooden chair. A throne I realized as whispered conversations died down and the women let me climb the lush green hillside alone. Each step took me deeper into the rich earthy aroma and comforting presence of the earth mother.

      The worries and stresses fell away, as did the traumas that had built up over the past few weeks. It was no panacea, but I definitely felt more relaxed and at peace with myself and the world than at any point since the virus had stuck the world and changed my life forever.

      “Greetings Great King,” called out Queen Lysenia of Gaia, her warm tones warming my heart but her words troubling me. “We prayed you’d return to us.”

      “Every moment I prayed,” said Mistress Hillary, hands clasped beneath her massive bosom, pale eyes soft as they traced the lines of my face.

      “Listen, sisters!” Cried the tiny Priestess as she stepped out from the shadows beneath the oak tree, raising her hands and letting the short white dress show off delicious inches of her slender legs, “The truth of our new Lord’s spirit will be revealed, your faith awakened as his has been by your arrival in this place!”

      Her pale eyes locked on mine and from the little smile tugging at the corner of her lips, I knew she’d somehow already deduced what I was going to say. The odd young woman was a mystery, but her charisma and power over the hundreds or possibly thousands gathered around the hillside was obvious.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let my eyes linger on Lysenia from the Queendom of Gaia. Her wisdom and strength were obvious even now. Standing beside her was Hillary from the Grove of the Goddess, twin in beauty and wisdom but with a softness that comforted instead of bred absolute confidence as Lysenia’s did. Shorter and plumper, with eyes alighting on me with a fervency matched by many in the crowd, was the priestess from the Cult of the Old Book. Like the goddess’s priestess, she had a charisma and strength that drew women to her.

      Turning from the three, I looked out at the crowd pressing close, the glory of renewed greenery surrounding them. Hopeful and shining faces fell when the women in front noticed my expression, but I didn’t hesitate as I spoke, and my words came out with quiet strength.

      “You do not need a king,” I’d raised my voice so they could all hear, but kept the tone firm, “Remember the world we had? Are we in a rush to return to it? I’ll be a counselor, a citizen. My vote should count as much as any woman’s… but no more.”

      Raising one hand, I pointed at the three women standing behind me with fallen expressions, “You’ve chosen wise leaders. Why repeat the mistakes of the old world? We have historians. We have lawyers. Forge a better government. One that honors the earth as well as each other… If those in power wish to heed my council so be it, if they see wisdom in a different path, all the better…” I could feel an unease from the group and raised one hand, letting my smile widen.

      “This is our home,” the words seemed to release a great tension within me and many others. A few even sagged like dolls with their strings cut. “No more running. No more hiding. We build our community here and if any come to tear it down, I’ll be the first to stand and fight for you!” A ragged cheer met my words, but I went on, “But they won’t come with weapons, I promise. They will come with empty bellies and dirty faces. They will come for the love and laughter we share. They will see our light shining brightly into heaven and shall flock here from all over the world. Each of you is a Queen, each will be mother to a new world.”

      That words dropped within the crowd like a heavyweight and they shifted, murmurs of awe growing as the women parted, making way for women who walked forward. A half dozen at first came with hands cradling bellies, eyes shining with love and joy as they stared at me. Vanessa was one of them, as was Loren, each holding a piece of my heart. More women joined the six and soon a large group had come to stand at the base of the hill. All holding the hope of a new world within their wombs.

      Morgan the Priestess was at my side, pale eyes shining and white hair wafting in that ethereal breeze as always as she lifted her face to the heavens and sang in an angelic voice.

      “All praise to her who gives us life;

      All love to him who gives us light;

      We sing for her and love for him

      So dawn may rise, and all begin.”

      “What’s going on?” I asked, but hands pressed me back onto soft green grasses. Giggles and throaty laughter erupted as the soon to be mothers pounced upon me.

      Gasps of awe reached my ears as Vanessa straddled my hips, her dark eyes alive with desire as she pulled a blushing Trish before her, the woman’s pale blonde sex weeping as it slowly swallowed my girth. I couldn’t see, surrounded and swallowed by dozens of eager naked women, but I was told later that as our orgy progressed beneath the noon sun, thousands of flowers bloomed, the air thick with their pollens and pungent aromas.

      For the first time in weeks, I felt at home and at peace. The world was still in chaos and the times ahead would be a struggle, but we’d found a measure of peace and order, hard won and precious. Together we could keep and grow it, I had no doubt.

      As Trish’s moans rose, Lysenia knelt at one side, dress falling and Hillary on the other, her massive breasts swinging free as well. Offering up a prayer to the goddess, I thanked whatever heavens had let me survive thus far. Reaching out with trembling hands I caressed two pairs of perfect breasts as Loren bent low, perfectly sculpted lips grinning as she pressed a kiss to my lips.
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      The Femme Forces battled for three days before all sides agreed to throw down their weapons. Word of our budding nation reached the women and in ones and twos.  They slunk away, hiking through mountains and vineyards to reach our coastal paradise. Brooding soldiers and bloody-minded marines one and all found a home in the world we were building.

      That’s not to say there weren’t conflicts, for there were plenty. However, the council set up by Hillary and Lysenia, dealt with all disputes in a fair and judicious manner. There was work for all to do and each found a task and the place that suited them.

      News came from the mid-west and east coast. Grim tales of the great plains emptying except for roving bands of mad women sweeping up canned goods and gasoline wherever they passed through. Word from the east-coast was even worse.

      It turned out I wasn’t the only male in North America to survive. A second man had lived but was quickly locked away somewhere in Virginia. A cabal of military leaders had been slaughtered, and a tyrant now ruled the entire seaboard. The man was her greatest treasure, and a prize offered; it was rumored to those who provided her good service.

      The Grove Council, as our leadership came to be known, debated sending aid but decided it was too great a risk. News died down and for months we worried about what had happened until word came out of a great battle and the detonation of bombs. The tremendous loss of life had claimed the poor man as well as fracturing their fragile culture.

      Over the next two years, hundreds of women flocked to our lands. Refugees from the eastern wars and hard women who’d forged their own peace out of the frozen forests. Even a cruise ship cruised into the San Francisco bay, loaded down with two hundred women from several Asian countries. Word of Hanh’s breeding program had spread, and women were making pilgrimages from all over the world in search of the hope it provided.

      I’d refused the mantle of king and gained an even greater respect from the women of this world. Though I’d eschewed the title I was treated better than any monarch in the history. If I’d wished to laze about and sample beautiful women and stuff myself with pies, cakes and pastries, there would have been none to argue against it. I couldn’t have lived such a sad and empty life and found plenty of work setting up network systems and teaching any who would learn what I knew.

      It became a challenge to carve out time to work, and I had to give up on my fantasies of alone time. Whenever I tried to escape into the woods or coast for an hour or two by myself, I was joined by the inevitable pair or group. Their company was a fair trade for the joy I received on a daily basis from all the friends and lovers I’d made.

      The hard work of building a community took most everyone’s time, but we paused and had a grand celebration on the day Vanessa gave birth. We named it Birth Day and celebrated every year with a weeklong party. That year emotions soared as women took turns caring for the babe. Hopes were high as we carved a future out of the ruins of the past world. The work will go on, and I’m sure there will be many challenges ahead, but I’m hopeful.

      We’ve found a home, peace and couldn’t have asked for better start to this new chapter in our lives.

      
        
        THE END
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      Driving home from school to start summer break, I couldn’t help reflecting on how spectacularly I’d failed to thrive in my first year away from home.

      Going to a small technical school and studying software engineering hadn’t exactly helped my prospects with women. The only cute girl in any of my classes was dating the T.A. two months into the year.

      I’d made a couple of good friends, but we sat in our dorm room playing video games most Friday and Saturday nights.

      The one spring break kegger I found myself at was broken up by the cops before I could close the deal on a sorority sister. And when I approached her the next week outside of a class, the girl clearly didn’t want to be seen with a nerdy engineering student and had pretended not to know me. The frown of derision and look of disgust in the girl’s face had sent me fleeing back to my dorm room, never to emerge again except for classes, labs or to use my meal card to buy stale cafeteria pizza.

      Yeah, it had been a rough year.

      Freeway 75 led straight home to the Palisade Estates in the wealthy suburbs of Miami, and every mile that took me closer I grew more and more apprehensive. The estate and the grounds would be there, but our house would be deserted, as far as I knew. It was going to be weird to have the place all to myself. Ever since the ‘fight’ just after my graduation, my dad had been traveling throughout Europe and Asia on business for his investment firm.

      My stepmom Erika spent the first three months after the blowout buried in her room, alternating between binging on ice cream and junk food, or crying. Nothing could console her, except her girlfriends. In fact, just the sight of me would often incur her wrath, and I would be on the receiving end of angry outbursts over the smallest things.

      Long story short, I spent the first part of last summer avoiding her, hiding in my room or going out with friends. In mid-August her girlfriends arranged a cruise for her and that was the last I saw of her before heading off to school.

      Dad never did come home, though he would call every couple of months to make sure I hadn’t failed or dropped out. I never heard from Erika, and figured she might even have moved out, so it was a shock when I pulled down the long, curving driveway to find her familiar Escalade parked outside the three-car garage. My dad’s BMW sat inside with the cover on, and it was sporting a new ornament.

      Slamming the door shut on my Camry, I couldn’t help but laugh when I saw Dad’s prized possession, a seventeenth-century long sword, stabbed through the rear window. Then my stomach grew queasy as I climbed the steps to the front doors and remembered the last few encounters with Erika.

      We’d said some terrible things to one another, both hurt over my father’s betrayal and desertion and without anyone else to take it out on. I’d thought a lot about what to say to her if I ever saw her again, but had never come up with anything good. I reached the top of the landing and the door flew inwards just as I was reaching out to turn the knob. Erika stood there, bottom lip trembling.

      No words were said as we stared into one another’s eyes. I stood there, shocked at having forgotten just how gorgeous my stepmother is and with my eyes unable to leave the breathtaking curves of her body. Her own expression registered a mix of love and shame as she threw her arms around my shoulders, drawing me into a big hug.

      “I’m so glad you came home for the summer. I’ve missed you, Evan.”

      “I missed you too,” I said, all too aware of the woman’s thick bra and massive breasts pressed against my chest.

      “I’ll let you go unpack,” Erika said, releasing me and wiping a tear from her eye, careful not to ruin her exquisite makeup. “Stella and the girls will be here in an hour or so for drinks. The pool’s been cleaned, if you want to go for a swim.”

      “Thanks, Mom,” I said, heading down the hall only to stagger when Erika threw her arms around my chest and hugged me tight again.

      “I’m so glad you’re back,” she said again. Her perfume filled my head, and then she released me with a wink as she headed to the kitchen. “The asshole left his wine collection, so you’re going to have to help me finish it this summer!”

      I laughed as I headed up to my room. Tossing down my bags, I flopped down on my bed and contemplated taking a nap. The image of Erika in her tight top and yoga pants rose up in my mind’s eye, and I found myself rolling onto my back and pulling out my phone.

      Three years before, we’d gone to on a Caribbean cruise. My dad and stepmom had planned to renew their vows, but it had ended in a terrible fight. I’d spent the entire trip sneaking pictures of Erika in her red string bikini. The woman had been a car model in her youth, and the combination of Latina and British heritage combined to create a spectacular unicorn.

      Erika is only an inch or two shorter than my six feet, with legs that go on for days and a thick round ass that has caused me to drive into parked cars when she’s out walking the dog. With all that, the woman shouldn’t have been blessed with anything else, but God had smiled on her. Her breasts are her greatest feature, besides her stunning face, and I’d spent years in high school obsessing over them.

      The phone’s screen wasn’t big enough for me, so I grabbed my tablet and called up my favorite picture of my stepmom, bent over and grabbing a drink from the sand. She happened to be looking up at me when I snapped the photo, grinning, while her massive breasts hung down, their inner slopes touching.

      I was all lotioned up and deep into my fantasy of watching my cock slide between Erika's full lips when the door flew open.

      “I put a towel out by the—oh god, I’m so sorry!”

      Erika stood there with one hand on the doorknob, her eyes locked upon my hard-on as it rose from my crotch, while I lay frozen like a deer trapped in headlights, hand mid-stroke. The second stretched out, and I saw her swallow hard, and thought I heard a sound come from the back of her throat, but then she turned and fled down the hall, slamming the door behind her as she called back to me again.

      “I’m so sorry!”

      More embarrassed than I could ever remember being in my life, I stuffed my cock away and slinked into the shower. All I could think about as I washed off was the look of shock and awe on Erika’s face when she stared at me in all my glory. The one time I’d fooled around with a girl last summer, she’d flinched when her hand fell onto my impressive hard-on, and her hand never strayed beneath my waistband again.

      I couldn’t get the image of Erika's massive breasts out of my mind as I stroked off in the shower. The thing that really set me off was picturing my stepmom’s gorgeous face gazing up at me as I coated it in my cum.

      Drying off, I pulled on a pair of swim trunks and pushed down my shame. Trying to ignore what had happened earlier, I walked downstairs and through the kitchen. Erika never looked up from her iPad, but I noticed her face flush a deep shade of red when she noticed I was shirtless.

      The Florida summer was in full swing, as was the humidity, making the day unbearable outside, unless you had a cool pool to hop into. Finding the towel laid out for me, I set down my phone and dove in, relishing in the feel of the water on my skin. Putting the unpleasantness from earlier out of my head, I swam around and thought about what I’d do for the rest of the weekend.

      I needed to find a part-time job, one that paid enough for me to be able to get the ingredients I wanted to cook. There was a Master Class course I was going through and I wanted to make each of the dishes the chef demonstrated, but the meat alone would cost me hundreds of dollars. I also had to save up for next year, because it was impossible to find a part-time job in the small college town.

      “Welcome back, Evan!” My stepmom’s friend Julia called as she opened the sliding glass door.

      The woman’s fingers glittered with diamonds, and more of them studded the chunky tennis bracelet on her wrist. I gave her a wave and thanked god she couldn’t see how my eyes never left the swell of her over-inflated bosom.

      “Thanks,” I said, “are you still working at the doctor’s office?”

      “Ha! No, Dr. Nguyen said I’d spent enough on surgeries I didn’t need to be his secretary in order to get the discount anymore. Got my lips done last month, what do you think?”

      “They look great,” I said, though I couldn’t quite make them out from where I clung to the edge of the pool.

      Julia threw me a wink, then turned to head back in. She made sure her loose skirt swung wide, giving me a chance to see her tanned thighs

      Julia, like many wealthy women in my neighborhood, frequented Dr. Nguyen and the other world-class plastic surgeons that earned a fortune practicing in Florida. In a town filled with superstar athletes, porn stars and billionaires, no price was too steep for perfection. Long gone were the days of bad 80s and 90s boob jobs with nipples that stick out in different directions, or lips that looked like they’d been stuck in a vacuum pipe for an hour. It was impossible to tell most of the time what work a woman had done, unless her body looked disproportional. I had to admit, a few of my mom’s friends fell into that category.

      My stepmom had never had any work done herself, but then again, she was a rare specimen. Her beauty was second to none, and unlike most of her friends who were nothing more than trophy wives, Erika had a brain as well. She had built a successful business marketing high-end sports cars and shipping them all over the world. She made more than most of the men in our neighborhood, although not my father. He had always made sure to remind her of that.
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      The sound of laughter and clinking glasses alerted me that more of Erika’s friends had arrived. This sort of get-together was a normal occurrence in the house. Erika loved to host small gatherings of her friends or coworkers, serving fine wines and assorted cheese and charcuterie, and gossiping about anything and everything. When I was in high school, I’d often sit nearby and listen in as I studied, letting their banter wash over me.

      Climbing out of the pool, I grabbed my towel and threw it on a lounger. I put on my sunglasses and lay down, letting the baking sun dry me off and put a bit of color back on my skin. The heat was easing muscles still sore from my last water polo game, and I had almost drifted off to sleep when the kitchen window was pulled open and I heard Julia’s voice again.

      “Were you reading all his emails when he was in Tokyo, too?”

      “Yes,” huffed Stella. “I knew he wasn’t going there for work like he said. The idiot didn’t even take his work laptop with him! But it wasn’t the emails that got him in trouble,” Stella sniffled, the sounds clear as they drifted out through the open window. The clinking of glasses and quiet sounds of commiseration told me the gals were well into their conversation and probably the wine too.

      “What was it?” Renata asked.

      The powerful CEO and attorney spoke in her usual brusque, no-nonsense tone. I could almost see the frown on her small yet sensual mouth.

      “He left his iPad behind and was still logged in to the messenger app. Notifications started popping up not ten minutes after he left.” Stella broke down in tears. I felt guilty listening in like this, but the only other option was to walk back through the group and head up to my room, so I chose to stay, flipping over to sun my back as the woman’s tears subsided. Then she gulped. “Have any of you heard of Compensated Dating?”

      “No,” my stepmom said, at the same time another voice said, “Yes.”

      After a pause the fourth voice, Zoe, my stepmom’s best friend from college, spoke with a hint of reluctance.

      “When I was a girl…you understand this is not to leave this circle, yes?” The others must have nodded because after a pause, Zoe went on. “I went to Japan for a three-month exchange program…Jesus, I don’t know how you get me to admit this stuff to you.”

      “Stop stalling,” Renata barked a laugh. “You wouldn’t have brought it up if you didn’t want to tell us. Spill it, girl.”

      “It was the 90s, you know. Things were different back then. I made a group of friends that were the popular girls in school. They weren’t as wild as we were back in the day, in most ways…but in others, they were a lot crazier. One of those was…they had this thing where an older guy would take them on a date. Not even sexual. Sometimes just a coffee date, to have someone to talk to. They’d get paid in meals, clothing, jewelry…and for the girls who did…more…cash.”

      “Wait,” Julia said. “You’re saying this still goes on there? Your husband was doing this, Stella? With high school girls in Japan?”

      “Yes,” Stella sobbed, “the idiot spent tens of thousands on them in a week. The cheating asshole!”

      “Total asshole,” Renata agreed.

      “So what are you going to do to get back at him?” Julia asked. “Or are you finally divorcing the bastard?”

      “I need hard proof or else I get nothing. Fucking pre-nup,” Stella said.

      “Then you should get back at him. Hook up with one of his friends, or better yet get your own young stud to enjoy.”

      “Don’t think I haven’t thought about it,” Stella said, glass hitting the table after a large sip, “but I wouldn’t know where to look. The internet?”

      “Ooh, don’t do that,” my stepmom said. “Who knows what kind of scammers or dangerous criminals you’d find on there.”

      “Let me think,” Julia said. “Hmm…yes…I have someone in mind that might work out perfectly for you.”

      “Do tell!” Zoe laughed. “Hell, if you really do know someone, sign me up too. It’s been years since I’ve been on a date.”

      “Now things are getting interesting,” Renata said, “what about you, Erika? Are you interested, too?”

      “Me? Oh, no I couldn’t,” my stepmom said, and I sighed in relief.

      “Don’t lie, Erika,” Zoe teased. “Just last week you were saying how horny you’ve been. That new vibrator you ordered show up yet?”

      The ladies cackled at that, laughing all the harder at something else that I missed.

      “It depends on the young man,” I heard my stepmom say, and felt a thrill shoot down to the center of my belly. “But…perhaps.”

      “And I know Renata is in,” Julia said. “It’s settled then. What should we call our little group of wicked ladies?”

      “Do we need a name?” Zoe asked. “Isn’t it weird enough that we might all be dating the same guy?”

      “Of course we need a name,” Stella said. “How about…the Wicked Women’s Knitting Circle?”

      “Too much of a mouthful,” Renata said, and I missed the next comment that brought another round of roaring laughter. “How about: The Dating Club?”

      “I like that,” Erika said. “Simple.”

      “Done,” Julia said. “Now Zoe can tell us all about where she got her micro-blading done. I’ve been trying to schedule a touch up for months and can’t get an appointment anywhere!”

      “There’s this amazing Vietnamese lady I found on Instagram. Do you want me to see if she’s got an opening?”

      I only half-listened in on the rest of their conversation in between rounds of flipping over and dips in the pool to cool off. Two hours later the ladies were winding up their afternoon, and I’d had more than enough sun. Grabbing my towel, I headed in while everyone was busy cleaning up and tried to slip upstairs before anyone noticed me.

      No such luck. Julia stepped out of the downstairs bathroom just as I was about to ascend the stairs and when her bright blue eyes landed on me an oddly predatory smile stretched across her lips.

      “Is that your copy of The French Laundry Cookbook I saw sitting on the counter?” She asked, catching me off guard with the question about cooking.

      “Used to be. I left it with Mom because I got the revised edition.”

      “Brilliant,” she said. “You know, I’ve been trying to make his salmon tartare for weeks now, but it just never comes out right. Have you ever made it?”

      “Once,” I said. “You have to be careful with the sesame oil, a little goes a long way.”

      “That’s exactly my problem!” Hooking her arm through mine, she steered me up the stairs towards my room after throwing a glance over her shoulder. “I’m throwing a dinner party in a week for a few friends from school and I wanted to do it as an appetizer, along with a few other things that frankly I have no idea how to make. You’ve always been the best cook of anyone I know, better than Stella, even. I was wondering if you might come by tomorrow evening and help me make a few things. I’d pay you for your trouble, of course! Think of it as a catering gig.”

      “That would be amazing,” I enthused. “Should I bring my knives over, or anything special?”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Julia said with a wink. As we stopped outside my room, the blonde peeked around my head, eyes darting around the large room and I saw a secretive little smile work its way onto her lips. “You just bring that cookbook and yourself…I’ll have everything planned.”

      Her eyes grew heated. But I was already turning into my room and grabbing another cookbook.

      “Do you want me to bring, this one too? There are a few dishes in here I think would be great for dinner parties. Family style things.”

      “Sure,” Julia said, eyes registering amusement as she moved away. “Bring whatever you like. 6pm sharp, and wear something nice. That blue suit that’s hanging up, perhaps.”

      Frowning, I glanced at the three-piece suit my dad had bought for my college entrance interviews, but the woman was already gone, flitting down the stairs. I hopped in the shower and spent the rest of the afternoon reading through cookbooks, then logging in to my favorite game for an hour. When I finally wandered downstairs to make dinner, I found Erika sitting in the kitchen, having just come in from the pool.

      She wore her red string bikini with a sheer, white robe over it that did little to hide the hour-glass curves of her body. She was about to open a bag of chips, but I snatched them out of her hands.

      “You don’t want to spoil dinner, I’m cooking.”

      “Oooo, exciting! What are you going to make?” she asked.

      “I don’t know yet, let me see what’s in the fridge.”

      “There’s nothing,” My stepmom said with a disgusted snort. “The last thing I cooked was mac and cheese two months ago.”

      “Looks like I’ll be going to the store then, you coming?” I asked.

      “I’d love to.” I eyed her up and down pointedly and she glanced down, blushing when she realized what she was wearing. “Give me a minute to change, wouldn’t want to give the bag boy an eyeful.”

      “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind,” I quipped, but Erika shook her head and frowned as she went to her room.

      “Maybe ten years ago,” I heard her mutter before she shut herself away.

      It only took a few minutes, and she was ready to go in a pair of blue jeans and a tight white shirt. When she stepped out of her room and I saw the outline of her large areolas through the thin shirt, I felt my crotch stirring, but Erika pulled a woolen wrap about her shoulders before joining me at my car.

      “Let’s take mine,” she said, tossing me the keys, “and you can drive, since I’m buying.”

      “Deal,” I said, happy to get the chance to drive the Escalade.

      “How is school?” she asked when we were rolling down the road. “I know you’re getting good grades or else the asshole wouldn’t still be paying for your classes. Any girls or sports?”

      “No girls,” I said with a sigh. “It’s a great school for engineering, but not one of the first choices for a lot of girls. I did make the school’s water polo team, though. We’re in a tiny division, so the games don’t really matter, but it’s still fun to get back in the pool.”

      “You were always so good at water polo,” Erika said, “and I used to love coming to watch your matches. Will you be on the team next year?”

      “Yea, unless classes get really hard, but I don’t expect that to be the case.”

      “Email me your schedule, then. I’d love to drive up and see you play.”

      “I will,” I said, feeling butterflies take off within my belly. “I’d like that.”

      “I hear you’re going to be heading over to Julia’s tomorrow?” Her tone grew tight and she stared out the window, unable to look at me.

      “Yea, she wants help to prep and cook for a dinner party. She offered to pay me. Is that wrong?”

      “No, not at all,” Erika said, turning and offering me a warm smile. “I just want you to understand that you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to…cooking wise, I mean.”

      “Don’t worry, I don’t plan on baking anything.”

      “I think this could be good for you,” Erika said, an odd thoughtfulness creeping into her tone as she looked at me. “Good for both of you.”

      “The tuna tartare will be, but I’m thinking of doing these chili-lime drumsticks that should be delicious but will have enough calories to feed an elephant.”

      “Sounds fantastic,” Erika said, her laughter far too loud for my silly joke. I found myself trying to puzzle out what I’d missed in our conversation.
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      At the local organic market we picked out meat, vegetables and fruit for the week, and I replenished the spice collection while Erika was perusing the cheese section.

      “Do you need wine?” I asked as we walked through the bakery, but Erika shook her head.

      “Remember? There’s a whole cellar of the asshole’s good stuff waiting for us back at the house.”

      “Ha! I just remember dad yelling at you not to drink any of his ‘special vintages’.”

      “Your dad doesn’t know how to enjoy life. What’s the purpose of owning fine wines if you never drink them?”

      “Excuse me.” An older woman, with platinum blonde hair and too-pretty features that hinted at expensive plastic surgery, interrupted us with a wave of her hand. “I apologize for barging in but I just have to ask, where did you get this? It’s gorgeous!”

      “Thank you,” Erika smiled, running a hand down the wrap over her top. “We sell them at my boutique.”

      “You own a store?” The woman asked, looking impressed. “Which one is it?”

      “Amò, it’s in the shopping center down on Geary.”

      “I know that place! Oh, well, now I’ll have to go in.” The older woman’s eyes fell upon me and ran approvingly up and down my form.

      “Come by the store tomorrow and I’ll have the girls set a wrap aside for you, half off. Tell them you met me yesterday. The name’s Erika.”

      “Why, thank you,” the woman beamed, “I certainly will recommend your place in the future.” When the woman’s smile moved back to me, her eyes flashed again with a predatory gleam.

      “Are you always stopped like that?” I asked.

      “In this neighborhood, yes,” Erika said with a laugh. “My days of being recognized by gearheads and magazine fans are long gone. And you, you’re going to have to get used to things like that.” She elbowed me and cast her eyes to the woman pushing her cart around a corner back the way we’d come.

      I couldn’t drag my eyes away from the woman’s wide behind as it swung from side to side and felt my cheeks warm when she caught me staring. Erika laughed too, causing me to cringe, but her eyes held a flirty amusement I’d never seen directed at me before as she took the cart from me, her hips brushing up against mine.

      “This area has the highest number of wealthy divorcees in the world, not just the country. You’re going to have to get used to being checked out like a piece of meat in places like this.” I blinked and stumbled, but Erika didn’t seem to notice as she glanced in the cart. “Oh shoot, I forgot to grab bread. Could you run to the bakery and grab a baguette?”

      “Sure,” I said, slipping away and heading back towards the bakery.

      Taking a detour, I slipped down the short hallway to the bathroom to relieve myself and bumped into the platinum blonde from earlier coming out. The woman blinked in surprise and a delighted smile spread across her plump lips as she held the door open for me.

      “What a coincidence running into you again! I almost think you tried following me into the bathroom,” she teased. Her eyes danced as she fluttered her lashes at me and I nearly tripped when she pressed her over-inflated breasts against me as I passed her.

      “Are you sleeping with Erika?”

      The question shocked me and the woman’s dark brown eyes sharpened with a delighted grin as I stuttered and stumbled over my answer. She pressed me back into the single person restroom with one firm hand on my chest and locked the door behind us.

      “What are you—?”

      “I won’t force you,” she purred, her plump lips savoring the words as her fingers trailed down the length of my stiffening cock, “but if you see anything you like…anything at all…then take it.”

      My surprise and shock faded, and the fear of getting caught only intensified the sensations I was feeling as the woman’s fingers ran down my shaft. Glancing to the locked bathroom door, I looked back at her beautiful face and those full, plump lips. The woman flashed a grin and leaned forward, her lips meeting mine in a shockingly passionate kiss. Butterflies awoke in my guts as I felt her firm breasts press into my chest and her wide hips grind against me.

      “This is crazy!” She hissed into the kiss, “I’m Nancy by the way, pleased to meet you, gorgeous.”

      She darted another kiss at my lips, her hands running up and down my sides, feeling the muscles of my stomach, chest and back as she moaned heavily.

      “Oh…god,” I groaned as she dropped to her haunches, fingers flickering over my waistband and lowering it. “I’m…Evan…nice to meet…mmm.”

      “Holy shit!” Nancy swore, glancing guiltily towards the door at how loud she was, then turning back to my thick cock, her eyes round and her grin wide as she ran gentle fingers down its length. “Oh Evan…honey…I don’t know who’s going to enjoy this more, you or me.”

      Her long lashed batted as she looked up at me and reached out a long tongue, my breath escaping me as the warm, pebbled flesh ran over the crown of my cock. The woman was beautiful; her looks were enhanced by exquisite make-up and clothing, but beneath all that she was a work of art and I allowed my eyes to run up and down her body as she took my hard dick into her fiery mouth.

      The sweep of her waist and the plump hills of her ass tempted me. I felt my balls tightening, the feeling of her fingers and lips on my cock almost too much, her words from earlier flashing through my head.

      Grunting, I pulled my dick out of her mouth, watching with amusement as she reached out a thick tongue and tried to lick the tip as it moved beyond her reach. Nancy’s eyes flashed up to me with a touch of exasperation until she saw where I was looking, then she leaped to her feet with the spryness of a woman twenty-five years younger.

      “Fuck honey, I love a man who knows what he wants. Take me! Take me however you want!”

      She whispered the words into my ear as her lips and tongue snaked around the sensitive flesh, one hand stroking my cock and the other gripping my ass. I pulled up her expensive dress and with rougher hands than I intended, spun her around and bent her over.

      “Oh, yes!”

      Her cries echoed off the bathroom walls.  I hooked her tiny panties aside and buried myself deep inside the softest pussy I’ve ever felt, moaning into her perfumed hair.

      “Haaaa nnnghnnn! Slooooowwww down honey, you’re a biiigggg boy— oooohhh!”

      KNOCK! KNOCK!

      “Busy!”

      I growled at the door, and as I pulled out of Nancy with agonizing slowness, I heard a man huff in annoyance and pull open the door to the bathroom next to ours. Nancy’s hands pressed against the dark concrete wall and her dress was pushed up over her wide, white ass, her thighs trembling as I slowly slid my dick in and out of her pussy.

      She was far from tight, but there was something incredibly arousing about how wet she was. Her juices were draining down her thighs, a single slick line dripping down to below her knee as she huffed in delirious pleasure. The moment the man stepped into the bathroom beside ours, I felt Nancy’s pussy spasm around my dick, its walls tightening as she hissed in pleasure. Then her pussy squeezed again as the man dropped the seat and grunted with the effort of his business.

      She turned her head back, dark brown eyes meeting mine as she pulled my hand to one round breast. The flesh was too firm to be real, but perfectly sculped, and her eyes flashed in pleasure when she felt my dick throb within her. I lost myself in the moment, one hand gripping her hip, the other clutching one perfect tit as my orgasm came rushing up in me.

      “I’m…gonna…”

      “Not inside me!” Nancy hissed, her eyes widening. “Hold…on…ohhh god please…”

      My fingers sank into her flesh and I grunted as I felt her pussy cinch down around my cock even tighter than it had been thus far. The effort needed was almost too much, but the look of bliss on the beautiful woman’s face was worth it. Then she shocked me by whipping her hips forward, my cock slipping from her pussy.

      The cold air hit my cum-slicked cock for only a second before Nancy spun around and took me deep into her mouth. Hands gripping my thigh and ass, she hauled me forward as my balls throbbed. I swore softly, one hand steadying me on the wall and the other resting lightly on her head as the orgasm rushed through me, my dick flooding her mouth with cum that she swallowed eagerly.

      Drawing a deep breath, I staggered back as she released my dick from her mouth and stood, pressing one elegant finger to her lips to wipe away the last of my cum daintily. When she saw I was about to speak she shook her head, pressed a finger to her lips and, stepping forward, gave me a quick kiss, as she began twisting her clothing back into place.

      I started to do the same, but just as I was about to zip up the pressure in my bladder came rushing back. I glanced over to see a sly grin on Nancy’s face as she looked at the bowl and back at me. I swore softly again and tried to keep my back to her. Impossible in the tiny space. I finished as quickly as possible.

      My zipper was barely up, and the man was exiting the bathroom beside ours, when Nancy opened the door with a big flourish and waltzed out as if she owned the entire grocery store. Feeling my cheeks heat, I rushed away, grabbed the first baguette I saw, and hurried back to the other side of the store. No one called out, though I expected it any moment. I found my mom a few seconds later.

      We got all the groceries we needed and were outside before I spotted Nancy again. She was driving her Mercedes out of the lot and waved a farewell to Erika and gave me a wink before putting on her sunglasses and driving off.

      “That woman is strange,” Erika said. “Should probably find herself a man.”

      “I agree,” I said, and changed the subject to school as we drove home.

      We got back to the house and began preparing dinner, and I asked her about her work.

      “You opened a boutique? News to me,” I remarked, popping the cork on a bottle of wine.

      “Oh, that, yea, I needed something new to keep me occupied. I’ve been making the purchases myself and it’s going really well. Might even open another location in Palm Beach.”

      “That’s great,” I said, patting the steaks dry. “Everything you touch seems to turn to gold.”

      “Not everything,” she said with a sour frown, then slipped off the bar stool and headed out back. “Call me when dinner’s ready. I’m going to enjoy the last of the sun.”

      I frowned, wondering what she meant by that, then shook it off and turned my attention back to dinner. The rest of the cooking went smoothly except for the fact I kept getting distracted whenever I happened to glance up to see Erika lounging on a deck chair sipping her wine. The way she lay, with one knee up, toes pointed, and chest thrust forward, reminded for the thousandth time of her days as a car model.

      “Dinner’s ready!” I called after I pulled the carrots out of the oven.

      “It smells divine,” Erika said, coming in and pouring herself another glass of wine.

      “It’s all thanks to this kitchen,” I said, banging one of the pans hanging over the oven. “You don’t know how much I missed it in my tiny dorm room with just a single hot plate to cook on.”

      “Is that all you missed?” Erika purred, leaning forward on the bar, before hiccupping and laughing. “Wow! This wine went straight to my head! Let’s get some food in me quick before I do something naughty.”

      Despite her words, Erika tossed back the rest of her newly-refilled glass and poured us both two fresh ones, flashing me a wink as she tottered over to the table. The meal turned out really well except for the carrots, which were a touch dried out. I made a mental note to baste them more the next time I tried butter roasting them.

      “This is the type of evening I’ve been missing,” Erika said as she pushed her plate away. “Good food, good company…I wish we could have done something like this sooner.”

      “That’s my fault,” I said, feeling a wave of guilt. “I was pretty immature last summer…I’m sorry for everything I said.”

      “Forget about it,” Erika said, smiling blearily if a touch sadly and almost stumbling as she tried to stand up. “Whoopsie-daisy!”

      I moved quickly and caught her before she tipped over, grabbing her around the waist with one arm and holding her under the shoulder with the other.

      “Mhmm, my big strong hero,” my stepmom purred, gazing up at me with her hazel eyes.

      I could never quite tell if her eyes were green or brown, but right at that moment they were the palest shade of green as she leaned against me.

      “Let’s get you to bed,” I said, tottering over to the stairs.

      “Spoil sport,” Erika slurred, twisting in my arms. “I do feel…hic…a bit spinny, though. Ohhhhh, you’re going to have so much fun with Julia…mhmm, that was always…hic…my fantasy, you know.”

      “What was?” I asked, but Erika wasn’t paying attention to me and her words had become no more than mumbles as I walked her down to her room.

      Laying her gently in her bed, I pulled the blankets over her and let her nod off into a woozy slumber. She wasn’t drunk enough to be sick, but I left her a big glass of water and a bottle of painkillers. I went downstairs and cleaned up, then pulled out two large heavy pots and got to work with the bones and vegetable trimmings to start a couple of stocks.

      The work soothed me and took my thoughts away from the troubles of life. I’d done fine in school, despite what Erika had said. Dad didn’t care what my grades were, only that I graduated with a degree in a respectable field.

      When I finally turned off the lights there were two stocks going on the stove, nothing but the barest hint of bubbles breaking their surface, ensuring they would come out clean and clear. There were also two balls of freshly-made pie crust in the freezer. I normally suck at baking, but once I’d seen all the butter in the freezer I couldn’t help myself. There would be a hundred uses for the crust and I was already thinking of a dozen of them as I rolled over in the blankets, eager to show off my skills and ideas to Julia the next day.
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      The line at the bank was blessedly short, but the dry cleaners were backed up when I tried to drop off my suit to get it freshened up for my visit to Julia’s. Fortunately I wasn’t in a rush and took the chance to read through a bunch of recipes on my phone as I waited in line.

      “Evan, what’s up man, you back from school too?”

      Turning, I saw one of the guys from my old high school water polo team.

      “What’s up, Ty? Yea, just got back yesterday, you?”

      “Last week, early finals. Didn’t you go to that tech school?”

      “Yea,” I said, nodding. “You find a summer job? Know of anywhere in town hiring?”

      My gig with Julia was great, but I couldn’t count on it being anything more than a one-time thing.

      “I’m shagging balls at the club, it’s pretty sweet. They’re not hiring though.”

      “Oh, well. See you later, man.” I’d never really liked Ty, anyway.

      “Aren’t you going to ask me about school?”

      “What about it?” I asked, at a loss for why he seemed to be getting upset.

      “I’m at Northwestern, in Alpha-Gamma frat. It’s legendary, man.”

      “Northwestern…is that in Seattle or something?”

      “45?” A woman called from inside the store, and I double checked my number. Bingo.

      “Sorry man,” I said, wincing at the outrage on his face and taking my chance to escape. “They’re calling my number.”

      I left Ty standing there, staring after me with an offended expression. He seemed to care a great deal about his school, but the last thing in the world I wanted was to stand around and listen to a blow-hard brag about his school experience. Ty is one of those guys obsessed with status to the exclusion of all else. Not my jam.

      I finished up my errands in town and then picked up my clean suit and went home to get ready. After showering, I pulled on the slacks and was combing my hair when Erika stopped by the bathroom and handed me one of her hair products.

      “Use this and comb your hair back, you always look so handsome when it’s slicked back.”

      “Thank you,” I said. “I don’t know why I’m getting so nervous.”

      “Just relax, you’ll be perfect tonight, I know it.”

      She threw me a wink before turning and walking back down to her room. I caught a brief look of envy – or was it annoyance? – on her face before she disappeared into her room for the night, and she didn’t respond ten minutes later when I knocked to say I was leaving. I figured she must be tired and was sleeping as the door was locked, with all the lights off. Still, I was a little disappointed. I’d wanted her to see me all dressed up.

      Climbing into my Camry, I realized it was probably silly to drive just two blocks, but Julia lived at the top of a hill and I wasn’t looking forward to climbing the steep half mile slope in leather shoes. So instead, I stopped outside the high steel gates of her curving driveway and waited to be buzzed in.

      There was a fleet of expensive cars sitting outside the garage and I took a couple of moments to retrieve a bouquet of flowers from the back seat. Approaching the front door I felt nervous for some inexplicable reason, my stomach in knots, and for a long second contemplated the idea of just turning around and heading home.

      Pushing down the anxiety, I knocked and waited.

      “One second!” I heard Julia call from inside, then the clip-clop of heels as she hurried through the house. When the door swung inwards, the woman beamed at me, her smile stretching even wider when I held out the bouquet of white tulips. “You didn’t have to get me flowers, but mhmm, they smell so sweet and lovely, thank you.”

      “You look…” my voice trailed off for a second as I struggled to find the words. She wore a short black dress that showed off her long, tanned legs and sky-high black heels. The front of the dress was low cut, barely containing her massive, firm breasts. Large nipples pressed against the fabric, and I swallowed hard when I noticed how little her breasts moved even though she was clearly braless.

      Her blonde hair had been teased and combed until it glistened, sweeping up and down her shoulders in a big blowout that highlighted her perfectly painted features. Her thick, plump lips were red as rubies and her eyes the palest blue. She stood there, twisting her hips slightly with one eyebrow raised expectantly as I looked her up and down.

      “You look absolutely gorgeous, Julia.”

      “Thank you, Evan,” she purred, hooking her arm in mine and drawing me inside. “It’s always nice to hear a handsome man say that he finds you attractive.”

      The house was massive and richly appointed and looked like a cleaning crew had just come through because everything was immaculate. I noticed her long painted nails and wondered how she was going to cook with them.

      It was as if she read my mind. “I figured I’ll just cater the dinner party,” she winked. “It’s easier that way. But since I have you all night, I thought, why not have Evan cook me dinner? I’ve always liked having a man wait on me hand and foot.”

      “You don’t have to pay me to do that,” I said, picking through some interesting pantry items on the counter. “This is one of my favorite things to do.”

      “You will be paid for your…companionship,” Julia said, stepping over to the bar and making herself a cocktail, “and I always get everything I pay for. Now, what are you going to cook for me?”

      She sat down on one of the stools at the large island in the center of the kitchen and took a sip of her martini with one eyebrow raised. Throwing her a wink, I popped off my coat and hung it from the back of a chair and rolled up my sleeves.

      “You just sit there and look pretty while I decide,” I said, opening up her fridge. Ordinarily I mightn’t have spoken with such boldness but we were in the kitchen and this was my wheelhouse.

      “I like the sound of that,” Julia said, then picking up her phone she started some music.

      “Have you been down to the new restaurant down on the beach?” I asked, pulling a shallot out of the fridge and some cheese.

      “Not yet,” Julia said. As I cooked, I kept her chatting about restaurants and clubs downtown.

      The conversation flowed easily, and I found myself getting to know my mom’s friend in a new way. Julia had grown up on a farm in the Midwest. She’d been a star athlete, earning herself a scholarship to play volleyball for a major school. That’s where she’d met her former husband, a pro basketball player.

      As she drank martinis I threw out the occasional question, but for the most part I let her talk, sensing it had been a long time since she’d been able to open up like this to a man. Julia complained about her terrible marriage, his constant cheating and their fights. About the other team wives and the falling out she’d had with them when she’d finally asked for a divorce. Then she said if it hadn’t been for my mom and her group of friends taking her in, she’d have had no one.

      “She really is an angel, that stepmom of yours.”

      “I know,” I said, brushing Dijon mustard onto a beautiful rack of lamb that I found in the meat compartment.

      “You know she’s been heartsick this whole year thinking you hated her,” she said. “She figured once you found out about the arrangement, you’d never come home again.”

      “What arrangement?” I turned and asked, my hands covered in seasoned breadcrumbs.

      “Oh no,” Julia said, in mock sadness, her eyes twinkling, “did you not know about that? And here I was sworn to secrecy unless you managed to find out on your own…”

      “Tell me,” I said, matching her playful smile but burning with curiosity to know.

      “Ok, but you’ll owe me bigtime,” she said, winking mischievously, “and you can’t tell Erika I said anything. She’d kill me! Well, the truth is she and your dad never married for love. He was under investigation by the Securities and Exchange Commission for some deal he made acquiring a telecom company.”

      “The big piece of AT&T, I remember when he did that.”

      “Right, well something was wrong with the deal, insider trading is Erika’s guess, and your dad needed someone to provide an alibi for a few blank spots on his calendar. Erika agreed to be his beard, they got married, and she got access to a large distribution network for her fledgling car business. Meanwhile your dad got someone he could pawn you off onto for a few years while they kept up the charade.”

      “That’s insane,” I said, “but it totally sounds like something Dad would do.”

      “Apparently they never even slept in the same bed. He tried a few times, but he disgusted Erika. Once he was in the clear, she filed for a divorce and opened that boutique. I think she’s trying to start fresh, in a way.”

      “Good for her,” I said, folding a strip of tinfoil over the ribs and sliding the pan into the oven, “and thank you for telling me. I knew they were always cold to one another, but I just thought…”

      “That Erika was a gold digger? No, I think in truth she felt bad for you be stuck with only him to look out for you.”

      Julia got off her stool and stepped around the island, her heels clicking on the marble floor and her pale blue eyes locking onto mine.

      “I never realized it before, but you love her, don’t you?” Her voice was gentle as she stepped close, and I retreated until my ass bumped up against the counter.

      “Of course I do,” I said. “I know it might have been a sham, but she was still there—”

      “Not like that,” she said, cutting me off as she stepped right up until her large firm breasts pressed into my chest, “I mean you really love her. I see it in your face when you speak about her. Don’t worry,” she said when I opened my mouth to object. “I can keep a secret, and you could do worse. How long before the meat’s cooked?”

      “Huh…umm, fourteen minutes.”

      “That should be plenty of time,” Julia breathed, and I jumped when I felt her hand slide up my inner thigh.
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      “Time for what?” I asked, my voice coming out in an oddly high pitch.

      Everything was happening so fast. Julia’s perfume was making my thoughts fuzzy and the feel of her warm body pressed against me was too much. Her hand on my leg made me panicky and ready to bolt. Not because I didn’t want her, I did, powerfully. But I had never experienced anything like this before.

      “Time for me to suck off this young cock,” Julia whispered, eyes brightening as I stiffened.

      It took me a second to realize that the strangled sound I heard was coming from my own throat. She dropped down, knees pressed together tight as she balanced precariously on her toes in a squat.

      “What…what are you doing?” I managed to get out. My hands were weak as they reached down and gripped hers, stopping them from fumbling with my belt.

      “Treating myself to an appetizer before the meal, of course.” Her look grew direct as she stared up at me through impossibly long lashes. “Evan, tell me you don’t want this and I’ll stop. We can eat a nice meal and I’ll send you on your way home. Or you can stay silent…”

      I licked my lips but said nothing. Julia’s mouth turned up in a hungry smile and she winked at me. Her hand gripped mine and that small contact, so human and soft, started melting my anxiety.

      “Be a love and pass me a dish towel,” she said as her fingers flicked the leather of my belt free. I passed it to her in a daze. Folding it neatly on the floor, she dropped her knees onto the soft cloth and leaning forward ran her hands up my thighs, purring in the back of her throat as her firm breasts pressed up against my legs.

      Her grin widened when I shivered in pleasure, my eyes taking in the delightful sight of her curves, the roundness of her ass pushing out behind her as she bent down and flicked open my fly. I was in shock, standing in the middle of her massive kitchen, pressed against the counter, with the incredible sight of Julia kneeling before me.

      “I’ve been dreaming of this for a loooong time,” she whispered, hooking her fingers in the waistband of my pants and underwear and with one quick motion whisking them down. “Ohhhh my god!”

      Her words made me flinch, but then I saw the look on the gorgeous older woman’s face was one of delight and surprise instead of what I’d feared. My cock hung down like a thick trunk, not fully hard, but not soft either. She’d awoken too much excitement in me for that.

      “Oh baby, I had no idea…” Her pale blue eyes locked onto mine and I saw them crinkle into a warm, appreciative smile as she pursed her plump lips and pressed them to the head, planting a soft kiss on the sensitive flesh.

      “Jesus,” I growled, shocked and awed but also loving what was happening. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

      Her eyes brightened at the compliment and she moaned in pleasure, her lips engulfing the head and her pink tongue sliding up to tease the underside.

      “You think I’m beautiful?” She asked softly, her puffed up lips dancing around the tip of my cock.

      “I think you’re gorgeous,” I breathed. “Everything about you turns me on. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve fantasized about this.”

      “This?”

      I swallowed, feeling my cheeks redden but pushing through the embarrassment because I saw how much it meant to her to be desired and wanted.

      “Every time you’d come over, I’d steal glances at your body, even sneak pictures of your gorgeous lips and face.” Speaking grew easier the more I went on, and when I mentioned stealing photos, Julia gasped in pleasure and pressed her lips to the tip of my cock, sucking me into her hot mouth. “Oh god…mhmm, I would dream of you sucking my dick…just like this…your hair and makeup so perfect…Oh fuck!”

      Julia’s moans of pleasure turned into a strangled cry as she tried to fit my cock all the way down her throat but had to stop only halfway down. I couldn’t speak as she sucked hard, slowly working her mouth back up my cock, tongue teasing the underside.

      Then she brought up her hands and slipped her fingers around my dick, drawing her saliva down to coat the shaft. Gripping the base with one hand, her fingers grew tight, and the other hand worked the part of my cock that didn’t fit into her mouth. I could only gasp in pleasure and grip the counter to keep from falling as my knees weakened, the pleasure sweeping through my body almost too much.

      “Mhmhhmm cccuummhhhpppp fffferrrr mmmughgh mmmmm!”

      Julia’s pale blue eyes locked onto mine, her garbled words caused my balls to tighten, and the pleasure crested within me. I felt my cock throb and the world turned into white mist as the biggest orgasm of my life swept through me. A moaning, slurping sound drew my gaze down to Julia, as the wicked woman licked and sucked the last of my cum from my slowly deflating cock, draining me.

      Panting, I could only watch in awe as she planted a gentle kiss on the tip then rose smoothly. Picking up the dishrag, she delicately wiped away the smeared lipstick, and flashed me a bright smile before smoothly walking over to make herself another martini.

      “Beep! Beep! Beep!”

      “Perfect timing.” I said, causing Julia to turn back with an incredulous look at my joke before we both burst out laughing, releasing the tension from the room.

      “I like you,” she said, pouring straight gin into her glass and dropped in two olives. “We’re going to have a lot of fun tonight.”

      “That was…Jesus,” I said, turning and grabbing a potholder to take out the lamb, “That was one of the greatest things that’s ever happened to me, is what that was.”

      “Truly?” Julia asked, her voice sounding touched.

      “Truly,” I said, nodding, then turned back and met her eyes. “Thank you. That seems like too small a word.”

      “Oh, Evan,” she said, setting down her glass and coming over to me.

      Pulling the potholders from my hands, she drew me into a warm hug and I felt the last of my anxiety and awkwardness fade as she held me close for long seconds.

      “This boyish innocence is nice,” she whispered warmly in my ear, “but I don’t think that’s who you really are, Evan. Tonight I’m going to teach you everything I know about what women want. And if you’re a good student…then as a reward you can have all of me…take anything you want.”

      She finished in a whisper, teeth nipping my earlobe before pulling back, fingers lacing with mine and drawing me into her.

      “The food,” I said, knowing how lame it sounded.

      “It will be there later,” she winked, “unless you don’t want this meal…?”

      She dropped her hand from mine and set them on her hips, cocking one knee forward and raising an eyebrow. The pose was unnecessary. No lamb dish was going to keep me from tasting the treats she was offering. She saw the truth in my eyes and flashed a wide grin, giggling when I darted forward. Grabbing my hand, she ran with tiny little steps, heels clicking as she pulled me into a downstairs bedroom.

      I stepped into the room and looked around. The lights were dimmed, and the walls covered in mirrors. A king-size bed covered in fresh linens was against the back wall. There were fresh flowers filling the room with a sweet fragrance and a box of condoms sitting on the bedside table.

      “Can’t blame a girl for being prepared,” Julia said with a grin when I looked around at the obviously staged room. “Sit on the bed. I have a treat for you. Oh, and before I forget,” she held up an envelope with a thick stack of hundreds fanned out along the opening, “this is for your time.”

      “Oh, you don’t need to—”

      “I insist,” she said, setting the envelope down and stepping into a small closet that doubled as a changing room. “You need it, and this way I don’t feel any guilt. Besides, Stella won’t sleep with ‘Erika’s son’, but she sure as hell will fuck an ‘escort’. And that woman needs to get fucked...by you. I’m sorry,” she said peeking around the door and looking at me, “does that make you uncomfortable?”

      “No, I just… No. It doesn’t.” I shook my head, my brain reorienting on the fly as things fell into place.

      Many things suddenly made sense and I realized how much of an idiot I was. Instead of feeling used or abused in any way, I felt a thrill of excitement when I glanced over at the envelope of cash.

      So, the job isn’t cooking…I thought to myself. Well, that was okay—

      Wait, did she mention Stella?
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      Images of my mom’s busty redhead friend were flying through my mind as I giddily contemplated the notion that I might get to spend an evening like this with her as well. Julia broke me out of my reverie when she pushed open the closet door and I saw the lingerie she was wearing, and blood began rushing in my ears so fast I couldn’t think of anything else but how impossibly sexy she looked.

      Julia was wearing a set of sheer, white stockings and garter belt with a tiny pair of white panties beneath. The thong was so small it barely covered her sex. My eyes rose up to take in the sight of her large, perfectly round breasts encased in a lacy bra, the edge of which just barely covered her large dark areolas.

      She looked like she’d come straight out of a Brazzers video, and I felt my pants grow uncomfortably tight as I ran my gaze up and down her body. Julia noticed me adjusting myself and her smile stretched even wider.

      “It’s nice to see a man respond to this tired old body,” she purred, walking slowly across the room to me, her every step causing things to bounce delightfully.

      “Your body’s perfect,” I breathed.

      “The first thing you should know about women, Evan, is we love compliments. But the thing we love even more than compliments is a man who knows what he wants and takes it…especially when what he wants…is us.”

      I swallowed hard when she stopped right in front of me. She was so close I could feel the heat radiating from her. Her eyes held anticipation and an expectant smile grew on her lips as I reached out tentatively. The feel of her hot flesh under my cool fingers made this all suddenly very, very real, and I swallowed even harder as I ran gentle fingertips up the sweep of one hip and across the softness of her smooth stomach.

      “That tickles,” Julia said with a giggle.

      The sound was so delightfully girlish it awoke a hunger in me, and I threw caution to the wind. Rising smoothly, I slipped my hand down to the small of her back, feeling the tiny hairs there standing up as I pulled her against me.

      Julia gasped, and we both stayed there for a long moment, lips mere inches apart as we gazed into one another’s eyes. I was surprised to see a raw vulnerability in her eyes, but as my hard on throbbed, pressing into her belly, I saw any fear she might have had fade, and then I was kissing her.

      We stood there for several minutes, just making out, caressing one another’s bodies. My fingers couldn’t stop playing along her smooth skin, cupping and caressing her gorgeous ass. She growled into our kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth as we tumbled back onto the bed.

      I felt like a horny teenager burning with pent-up need and had to force myself to slow down before I ripped the panties off her and took her right then and there. Julia wanted it now, her hands fumbling with my slacks and popping free the buttons of my dress shirt with almost manic need, but I had other plans for her.

      Pressing her back onto the mattress, I kissed my way down her neck and chest, taking time to appreciate the fullness of Julia’s boobs. She bit her bottom lip as I unhooked the clasp of her bra, watching my face carefully as I stared in awe at their perfection. I’d never felt fake tits before and was pleasantly surprised at how perfectly soft and real they felt.

      “Goddamn, you’re fucking sexy,” I growled, latching on to one nipple and sucking hard as I slipped my hand between her legs, teasing her wet sex outside her damp panties.

      “Mhmmm, that feels good,” Julia purred, then she sighed out in pleasure, her fingers twisting in my hair as I kissed my way down her smooth belly.

      Slipping her panties off, I kissed my way back up her inner thighs until I could press a gentle kiss upon her bald sex. The skin was waxed smooth and tasted of her, as I dipped my tongue in and ran it up her inner lips.

      “Slower,” Julia whispered, “yesssss like that, mhmmm, oh Evan, if you keep that up…right there…yes…yes…!”

      Swiping the tip of my tongue up and down the hard little nubbin of flesh, I felt Julia trembling beneath me. Keeping the pressure and pace steady was difficult when she was shaking so hard, and even more so when I slipped a finger inside her and rubbed the rough patch of flesh just on the other side of her clit. That set her off and she came with a shuddering scream, her thighs clamping down on either side of my head for a long moment before she melted back down into the sheets.

      “Oh, Evan,” Julia cooed, pulling me to her as I crawled up her body, “That’s exactly what I needed. Mhmm, roll over now. Momma wants to ride your big, hard dick.”

      Pulling off my clothes quickly, I slipped under her and gripped her hips as she lined up the fat head of my cock against her glistening, hairless slit. I watched the woman’s face twist in pleasure, lips pursed and eyelids trembling as her wetness slipped around my cock. Her tightness shocked me, and I gasped even more when I felt strong muscles within her body, milking my cock.

      “Mhm, you like that, hmmm?” Julia purred, less than half my cock filling her as she huffed and panted, taking more and more of me inside her each time she dropped her hips. “Jesus, Evan, you’re filling me…touching places…oh god…never been touched.”

      When she was finally fully impaled on my cock, she drew in a deep breath, sweeping her shiny blonde hair back over one shoulder and looking down at me. The older woman rode my cock slowly, emitting little gasps of pleasure each time she took me to the hilt, fingers trembling as they played across her large breasts, pinching and pulling the nipples and caressing the firm flesh.

      Finally, I could take no more of the sexy sight and slid my hands up the woman’s back. I had meant to draw her down for a kiss, but instead she thrust her chest into my face. Gripping the back of my head, the MILF cried out in pleasure as I thrust my cock into her with firm insistence, all the while drowning in a face full of breast flesh.

      Lust carried us away and all thought of control or taking things slow for Julia’s benefit were gone. I couldn’t keep my hands off the woman’s tight ass, the sweep of her hips, or big firm breasts, and kept pounding up into her tightness with harder and faster thrusts. It was only as my orgasm drew close that I worried about cumming inside her pussy.

      “I’m cumming,” I panted, and Julia's lips found mine, leaning into the kiss as I felt her body shudder above mine in yet another long, screaming orgasm.

      “Please, oh baby, I want to feel it, fill me up… Yesss sooo hot!”

      I don’t think I could have pulled out at that moment if I’d have wanted to. The hotness of hearing those words from my mom’s friend was too much as, with a bellow of pleasure, I felt my cock throb and release, and then the world turned white as bliss swept through my whole body. My rhythm gone, I could only cling to Julia as I shook in orgasm.

      “Amazing,” the woman whispered into my ear. “You’re incredible.”

      “No, you are,” I said with a little laugh. Julia twisted and kissed me soundly, her pussy clenching and flexing around my cock.

      “Think you can go another round? I find myself unwilling to let you leave just yet.”

      “Round two, three, four…I’ll take you all night long if you let me, woman.”

      Julia laughed at my growl and rolled off me, my cock slipping free of her sex and springing up into the air.

      “Let’s take a shower…my, my, my, I’d forgotten the benefits of youth…does this big, beautiful cock need to relieve itself before we bathe?”

      I was about to say, ‘no, don’t worry about it,’ but I took a second look at the hungry need in Julia’s eyes. The woman wanted to be wanted.

      “Why don’t we kill two birds with one stone?” I asked, standing and giving her butt a slap, sending her on her way to the bathroom.

      We took a long shower together, spending most of our time touching and caressing each other’s bodies with soapy hands. Julia insisted on drinking another load of my cum before we got out of the shower. I obliged her, but the sight of her firm ass swaying as she stepped out of the stall put steel in my dick again and I took her as she was bent over the sink, watching her face reflected in the mirror as I thrust into her, causing those large tits to bounce and sway.

      Twice more we made love, once in the middle of the night when I woke to find the woman’s tight ass rubbing up and down my hard-on in her sleep. She cried out in pleasure when she woke and I was inside her, her pleasant dreams becoming an even more pleasant reality. Then in the early morning hours when we both woke and began kissing and caressing one another, I slipped between the woman’s legs and took her with slow and deliberate thrusts as we stared into one another’s eyes.

      When dawn came, it found Julia kissing me in the doorway, a silk robe pulled tight around her incredible body as she touched the envelope in my jacket pocket. I’d tried to leave it behind, but she was having none of it.

      “You earned every penny of this. Now go home and get some rest. You’re going to need it. Tomorrow night you’re going on a ‘date’ with Stella.”

      “I am?” I asked, raising one eyebrow incredulously. “I thought that was a joke.”

      “Oh no, big boy,” Julia purred, one hand cupping my sore cock through my slacks. “The girls would never forgive me if I kept this gorgeous meat all to myself. If I don’t miss my guess, you’ll be busy this summer.”

      “I’m not…complaining,” I said.

      As I drove home, I contemplated everything that had happened. Perhaps I should have felt guilty, but I couldn’t find it in me. In fact, I felt better about myself than I had in a long time. Not only had it been one of the best nights of my life, but I knew Julia had had an amazing time as well. The more I thought about it, the more I felt damned proud of myself.

      As I drove the couple of blocks home, I promised myself that I would make the most of this summer while tossing shame and judgement out the window.
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      I arrived home an hour after sunrise and was surprised to see all the lights on downstairs. Erika would normally still be sleeping or out for a jog at this time, but this morning she was sitting in the kitchen, working on her laptop and sipping a cup of coffee.

      My cheeks heated and a wave of embarrassment nearly made me slink around the side of the house and sneak up to my room, but there was no point. Erika turned her head when I parked the Camry and waved at me through the living room windows, so I grabbed the box of items I’d brought over to Julia’s and schlepped them inside.

      “So, the hero returns,” Erika announced grandly, standing to get me a cup of coffee. “How was it?”

      There were spots of color in my stepmom’s cheeks, but her eyes were bright as she asked me. I didn’t sense any anger or judgement from her and thanked god she clearly didn’t suspect what last night had really been about.

      “Everything went great,” I said, setting down the box on the counter and taking the cup of coffee gratefully.

      Erika raised an eyebrow when I failed to elaborate, but she didn’t press the point. Instead, she reached out and flicked the jacket of my suit appraisingly.

      “It’s about time we upgraded your wardrobe. I’m heading into the boutique this morning. If you’re not too tired, you should come along. I’ve got a few pieces from last year that should fit you nicely.”

      “Let me take a shower,” I said. “When are you leaving?”

      “No later than nine,” Erika said, returning to the kitchen table and her computer.

      As she sat down again, she pulled the silk robe tighter about herself, the thin material molding itself to her body beneath. I could only stand there for long seconds and stare at the outline of her large, soft nipples standing out from the perfect curved slopes of her massive breasts. Erika glanced over at me, raising an eyebrow as she smiled mischievously.

      “Did you need something else, Evan?”

      “Umm…no,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat and quickly turning to go.

      Unable to meet her eyes, I rushed upstairs to shower and change. As I stood beneath the hot waters, memories of the night before flashed through my mind’s eye. Julia had been gorgeous and wild, living up to my boyhood fantasies and then some.

      As the raunchy images flashed through my mind, I reached down and eased the tension in my manhood, imagining I was riding the gorgeous MILF’s tight pussy. As I coated the shower tiles in a massive load of cum, I resolved to spend another evening with Julia in the near future if I could swing it.

      When I stepped out of the shower, I was surprised to find a text message from her on my phone. I unlocked it and read the message as I was toweling off, my cock thickening again when I saw what she wrote.

      Julia: Last night was the best night I’ve had in years. Decades! You were amazing, lover ;) The reason I’m texting: I had a call just now from Stella and she needs a ‘companion’ to join her for a charity event this evening. I took the liberty of offering her your ‘services’. Let me know if you’re free. And FYI, BE FREE ;)

      I reread the text several times and felt a flutter in my stomach. I hadn’t taken the throwaway comment she’d made the night before seriously, but the prospect of actually spending an evening with the gorgeous redhead was too good to pass up.

      Me: I would love to go, what time?

      A message popped up under the text a second later saying she’d read it and Julia responded immediately.

      Julia: Perfect! I’ll find out the details from Stella and let you know in a couple hours. I’m so excited!!!

      Me: Me too.

      Julia: You better be, big boy ;)

      She’d ended her message with the eggplant emoji.

      Laughing, I headed to my room to change. Erika was still getting ready when I got downstairs so I logged in to her laptop and began looking up recipes. An old pastime. An ad popped up on a website for a local car dealership. Normally my eyes fly right over banner ads without noticing them, but this time they paused on the image of a red convertible.

      I’ve never been into cars, but something about that one caught my interest, and I clicked the link. It took me to the home page of Rosco’s Used Autos, a local dealership with an archaic website. The dealership was tiny, and located away from the main used car lot strip, tucked back near a creek.

      The car was a ’56 Mustang with the top chopped off. It looked like the roof wasn’t mechanized and had to be put up by hand, which lowered the price. Someone had done some after-market work to the body, changing it to look more like a Shelby than anything else.

      I don’t know what it was about that car. Perhaps it was the lines of its form, or maybe the cherry red color and solid black rims and wheels with the matching black interior. I fell in love with it immediately, but the price was beyond anything I could afford.

      “Ohh, that’s a beauty,” Erika said from behind me, leaning over to see what I was staring at so intently. “Thinking of buying a new car?”

      “I wish. I couldn’t afford this and there’s no way my dad would give me the money.”

      “Well, now, hang on. The site says they accept trade-ins and the Camry’s in your name.” Erika leaned down and set her fingers beside mine on the track pad, her perfume filling my head as I forced my eyes not to glance down the front of her blouse to see the shadowy cleft between her massive cleavage. “He offers financing to students, too, if their credit is good. Why don’t we stop by and see? Can’t hurt.”

      “Ok,” I said, feeling like a kid on Christmas morning as I grinned up into her gorgeous eyes but then I glanced at the price again and forced myself to be realistic. “I still won’t be able to afford it. There’s no way.”

      “You’ll be earning money this summer,” Erika said coaxingly, her bright eyes holding mine,  her heat so close it raised the hairs on the backs of my neck and set my heart to thudding. “Maybe you’ll be able to afford it…who knows?”

      Before I could open my mouth to respond, Erika stood and snapped shut the computer with finality.

      “Let’s go. I want to be at the store to see how the girls open.”

      Grabbing her purse, she slipped on her sunglasses and we headed out. Erika wore a pair of loose champagne-colored parachute pants with a matching blouse. Completing the ensemble was a wide red belt that cinched around her narrow waist, highlighting her hourglass figure. With her dark hair brushed to a luxurious shine, and thick lips painted a deep shade of ruby, I didn’t think she’d ever looked better.

      “You look amazing, Mom,” I said, as I took the keys and opened the passenger door for her.

      “This old thing? I haven’t worn it in years. Worried it would be out of fashion.”

      “I don’t know about fashion,” I said, again finding it difficult not to stare down the shadow of her cleavage when she slipped into the seat, “but you look gorgeous.”

      “Thank you, dear,” Erika said.

      As I opened the driver’s door, I saw a small secretive smile on my stepmom’s face that she wiped away the moment I climbed in. An alert from her phone drew her full lips down into a frown and she shook her head in annoyance.

      “The dealership’s going to have to wait. I’m sorry, Evan. Sophia forgot her keys this morning and she’s the opener.”

      “No problem,” I said, “I’ll go by later.”

      “I really wanted to see the car with you, though,” Erika said with a sad little pout as I pulled out of the driveway. “Don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you. Maybe tonight we can go to El Roco downtown. They just got a second Michelin Star and I know they’re your favorite.”

      “I’d love to,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat when Erika flashed a wide grin, “but I’m taking Stella to a charity function tonight.”

      “Oh,” Erika said, blinking rapidly as her smile faltered and her cheeks heated. “I see.”

      “I’d love to go another time,” I said, feeling the tension growing between us and hunting for anything to break it. “I’m sorry, it was very last minute.”

      “Maybe tomorrow night then, if you’re not busy?” she asked, and I smiled in relief, nodding. “Good, I haven’t gotten to spend enough quality time with my handsome Hijo.”

      After that we drove in silence. The couple of times I glanced over I saw a thoughtful look on her beautiful features but didn’t sense any judgement or anger from her. Erika couldn’t know what I’d done the night before, but the desire to tell her the truth burned in my guts the same as the cash burned in my pocket. Even so, the thought of telling my proud and beautiful stepmom I’d accepted money to be a man-whore, or a prostitute, whatever you wanted to call it, was too terrifying.

      But was it really so wrong? I thought to myself. Didn’t Julia need the touch and companionship as much, if not more, than I did?

      Perhaps the question should have troubled me, but I couldn’t get the image of Julia as I left from my mind. There had been a small beatific smile on her lips, her shoulders had been relaxed, her posture straight, and her head was held higher than I’d ever seen it before. I’d sensed the pain and loneliness in her the night before, and it was lessened now. That couldn’t be a bad thing, no matter what the law or anyone else might think.
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      With those thoughts rolling around in my head, we pulled into the parking garage next to a shopping plaza. Erika pulled a few bags filled with pants, skirts and tops out of the back and handed me two to carry.

      “I made a few purchases at the last Expo in Las Vegas. I think they’ll sell well in the store.”

      “This is a pretty upscale shopping plaza,” I said, glancing around the clean and well-lit parking garage. “I don’t think I’ve ever been here before.”

      “Really? There are some great little shops. Marco and Paulo have a shoe store that’s the best on the East Coast, and Enzio Fuchinelli’s latest collection is coming to his store here next week. I can’t tell you how excited I am for it!”

      Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I found myself smiling as she described the designer’s groundbreaking collection. I didn’t understand half of what she talked about, but it made me happy to see her so excited and the light it brought to her eyes.

      Erika is gorgeous and brilliant, and more than that she is usually the most charming woman in the room, and being subjected to the full force of those charms is intoxicating. I didn’t want the conversation to end, I was enjoying it so much, but she stopped talking immediately and her expression soured when she noticed the young platinum blonde woman standing outside the shop. The sign above read Amò in pale pink letters with an elegant baby blue swirl pattern around it.

      “I didn’t realize you were coming in personally, Erika,” the young woman said, straightening up and wiping the bored expression off her face as she stashed her phone quickly. “I’m so sorry to trouble you.”

      “No trouble at all, I was already coming in with my stepson. Evan, this is Sophia, she’s one of the senior sales associates.”

      “Nice to meet you,” the girl said, eyeing me with interest as she held out her hand.

      Her handshake was weak, the wrist limp, and I saw only calculation in her eyes as she offered me a practiced smile. I grew up surrounded by people trying to ingratiate themselves to me for one reason or another, either because of my wealth or because they thought my father could help them in some way. It grew real old real fast.

      I’d learned long ago to keep such people at arm’s length but even so I felt a hint of sadness as I turned from the beautiful young woman, breaking off the flirty look she threw at me. She couldn’t have been more than a year or two older than me, but with her slender body and refined features, she looked like she’d just stepped off a runway.

      “Let’s get these tagged and think about where we can display them,” Erika said, passing the bags she was carrying over to Sophia and getting out her keys. “I’m thinking we can put a table right up front with an ensemble put together to show them off.”

      “These are gorgeous! Erika, this style hasn’t even been released yet. How did you get it?!”

      “It’s all about making the right friends, dear,” Erika said, shouldering open the door and heading in as I walked around the front of her shop and checked out the window displays.

      There were mannequins in the windows, but not the rail-thin ones I was used to. Instead these were of various shapes and sizes, some even plus size, thick through the hips and breasts. They were wearing outfits in a modern style; the colors were muted but the cuts and materials exquisite. I couldn’t say much about the trendiness of the clothing, but it all looked beautiful and high quality.

      “Evan, bring those to the back room with me, I need to get tags put on them.”

      The shop was long and narrow, with abstract art on the walls and the floor filled with racks and display tables. I followed Erika and Sophia to the back where their stockroom was, and a small office. Erika and the girl began laying out the items and talking about where they would be displayed while I poked around the office.

      “Evan, why don’t you head down to Enzio’s and take a look around? It should be opening in a few minutes.”

      “You want a coffee?” I asked. ‘I saw a kiosk out there.”

      “That would be wonderful,” Erika beamed. “Could you get me an almond milk latte?”

      “Sure.” I could see Sophia was clearly waiting for me to ask if she wanted anything, but the overt expectation on the beautiful young woman’s face offended me for some reason and I left without giving her a second look.

      There was a nice old Cuban lady working the kiosk. I tipped her well after she made me two drinks and headed back to Amò. The lights were on and Erika was directing Sophia as she pushed a small round display table closer to the front. When I handed her the coffee, she threw me a sly wink and whispered behind her hand.

      “I don’t know if you were ignoring Sophia on purpose, but that little trick earned you a date with her, if you want one.”

      I blinked in surprise and Erika chortled into her drink. “She couldn’t stop asking about you once you’d left. Right there, Sophia,” she said, her voice at a normal level again. “Let’s see how they do there.”

      “I think it looks great. What do you think, Evan?”

      I felt like a bug under a spotlight as the beautiful young woman’s bright eyes focused on me, but the discomfort faded into annoyance almost immediately.

      “Hmm,” I grunted vaguely, then stepped to the side and really looked around the space. “It’s summer, so no one’s going to be looking for pants. But if they were a bit deeper in, it might draw customers farther into the store.”

      “That’s a good point,” Erika said, tapping her chin thoughtfully and looking around. “Let’s try that, Sophia. Move the table back about thirty feet and we’ll see how it does there. Thank you Evan, now why don’t you go do some shopping? I know hanging around here all day isn’t what you want to do.”

      “True that,” I said with a little laugh.

      Sophia huffed in frustration as she bent down to move the table and rolled her eyes up at me in a pouty, flirty way. Instead of sympathizing, I let my eyes run over her tiny firm ass as it stuck up in the air. Her top was so tight as it molded to the curve of her hip and waist that I could see the dimples at the base of her back. The last thing I noticed was a self-satisfied smirk finding its way onto her lips as the table rattled along the ground.

      She noticed me checking her out without even looking my way; I thought to myself. How do women do that?

      It felt as though I’d lost an edge, although in what battle who could say. Exiting the shop, I kept to the shaded walkways as I wound my way through the shopping plaza. Stores were beginning to open, and the sun was warming up, leaving the air thick with humidity.

      I spotted Enzio’s, but another store caught my interest more. A specialty kitchen supply store was tucked beside a Bistro and I slipped in and soon lost myself staring and dreaming about all the knives and copper-bottomed pans I couldn’t afford.

      “I thought I’d find you in here,” Erika said, stepping up behind me. “See anything you like?”

      “I can’t afford anything in here,” I said. “But someday I’ll be able to, just planning what I want to buy whenever that day comes.”

      “Come on, let’s get you something nice to wear for tonight, then pop in next door for breakfast. They’ve got the best Eggs Benedict in town. You’re going to love it.”

      I couldn’t argue with that, nor with my stepmom’s taste in clothing. Enzio’s didn’t have price tags on the clothes, but I knew they must be crazy expensive from the rich materials and exquisite way they were cut. I thought Erika might pick out a shirt and pair of slacks, but in short order I had a veritable pile of shirts and pants in my arms as she threw things at me.

      “I might have looked at what they had already,” she said with an impish grin, “in the hopes you’d let me dress you.”

      “Why would you want to dress me?” I laughed.

      “Are you kidding me? With those shoulders and your lean frame? Honey, I’ve wanted to dress you properly for years! I’m just happy you can tolerate your old stepmom enough to let me.”

      “You’re hardly old,” I said, “And I suppose I can’t wear graphic tees and board shorts for the rest of my life.”

      “No,” Erika said, her tone firm, “you cannot. Go try those on and let me know how they fit. I believe I sized you up properly.”

      I couldn’t look at the gorgeous woman as I hurried off to the fitting rooms. I wasn’t sure about the mono-chromatic colors, especially the white shirts and black slacks, but most everything fit perfectly. A few of the pants were too tight in the crotch, the inseam reaching up far too high. It pressed my junk against my thigh, creating an obscene sight.

      “Come out and show me how they fit,” my stepmom said from outside the changing room.

      “Most fit good,” I said, undoing the tight button on the fly, “but some are a little tight.”

      “In the waist? How can that be? Let me see.”

      “Ahh…not in the waist,” I said, feeling my cheeks flame.

      “Oh…” There was a pause of a few seconds before she spoke again in a voice that was thick with huskiness. “Let me see, just so I know what to look out for…next time.”

      “Ok,” I said, heart hammering in my chest as I pulled open the flimsy door.

      Erika was standing right outside, blocking off the rest of the changing area. She was so close that I could feel the heat of her body and smell the heady aroma of her perfume.
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      “Oh, my…that is…impressive.” My stepmom’s eyes flickered up to mine, and I saw spots of color blooming in her cheeks as she averted her gaze quickly. But then her eyes drifted right back to the bulge in my pants as she drew in a deep breath, the massive swell of her bosom rising, the shadow between her breasts deepening and drawing my own gaze.

      I heard her breath catch and realized my dick was hardening but before I could draw the door closed Erika’s hand slapped on the thin wood, halting it in place and her eyes lifted to mine, trapping me with their pale beauty.

      “You’re going out with Stella tonight?” Her tone was neutral, and her face didn’t betray any emotions.

      “Yes,” I said, feeling my guts twisting in knots as her gaze bore into mine. I wanted to wiggle out of my commitment, say I would cancel, but Julia’s text this morning with its strong suggestion to ‘be free’ echoed in my head and I firmed my resolve as I shrugged dismissively.

      “She didn’t have a date to some charity function and Julia thinks it would be good for her to go with someone.”

      Erika didn’t respond for a long moment, her eyes holding mine, until she finally nodded, a small smirk finding its way onto her lips.

      “Stella could certainly do with some…company. Well, make sure you get some rest tonight. My mom just texted that she’s coming into town, either tomorrow or the day after.”

      “Esmerelda’s coming here?” I asked, unable to hide my nervousness.

      “Don’t worry,” Erika said with a smirk as she turned to go. “You know what she thinks of your dad. She refuses to spend the night in his house, so she won’t be staying late.” Her eyes flickered down to my crotch again, and I saw her pupils dilate and the spots return to her cheeks. When she continued, her voice was a touch softer than it had been when speaking about my abuela. “I’ll get you another pair that fits better. Everything’s paid for already. Thanks for helping me out this morning.”

      “That’s too much!” I objected.

      “Hush,” she grinned as she stepped back, making sure the sales assistant who just walked in had an unobstructed view of the large lump down the inside of my thigh. “Don’t worry, you’ll be working it off this summer. Sophia said she could use some help around the store, so you’ll be busy.”

      There was a mischievous glint in her eyes that made me a little uneasy, but I was too busy hauling the flimsy door closed to hide myself from the sales assistant who stood in place openly staring at me with her jaw hanging open.

      The news that Esmerelda was coming was even more disconcerting than this encounter with Erika. It had been years since I’d seen the vivacious Latina beauty, but she stood out in my memory as clearly as if I’d talked to her the day before.

      Esmerelda is one of the most impressive women I’ve ever known, who ruled her large family with an iron fist. She had never approved of Erika marrying my father, and the few times we’d met she’d been polite but cold to Dad and me. I wasn’t looking forward to her being around, even if it was just for a day.

      What made matters especially troublesome was Erika had inherited her most eye-catching features directly from her mom. I’d never in my life seen a more stunningly beautiful older woman than Esmerelda. Between her dark hair with its white wings at her temples, high cheekbones, wide set mouth, and massive bosom that she kept strapped down and modestly covered, I’m ashamed to admit my grandmother featured in many of my teenage fantasies.

      The salesgirl bagged up all my clothes, blushing furiously the entire time. Finally she relaxed enough to throw me a few flirty smiles, but I was too distracted to notice at the time, and the young woman wasn’t really my type anyway.

      Erika was going to be busy for another couple hours at the store, so I got an Uber home. I was just getting ready to hop in the shower when I got a text message from Julia.

      Julia: Remember everything I taught you and you’ll do wonderfully ;)

      Me: Thank you! :) I’m nervous and excited.

      Julia: Good. Stella hasn’t been on a date in over a decade, so make sure you show her a good time!

      Stepping into the shower, I let my thoughts focus on my stepmom’s friend. Stella could be loud and outrageous when she was drinking but for the most part, she was a sweet-natured and conservative woman who sure didn’t deserve to have her husband run around on her with Japanese teenagers in Tokyo, if that story was to be believed. A homemaker, I knew she’d never experienced much of the world before getting married. I promised myself that this evening would be all about Stella, and I wouldn’t let myself get distracted by anyone else.

      When I pulled out a pair of nice slacks and a white shirt from the bags, I noticed the envelope from the night before sitting on my desk. Stashing the cash in my desk drawer, I felt a giddy sense of euphoria at realizing what I was doing.

      “Sex work is legitimate work,” I repeated to myself as I looked in the mirror, brushing my hair back, but I was unsure if I believed it or not.

      There was still a hint of shame floating around my brain at what I’d done and what I was going to do again. My father’s voice whispered in the back of my mind that I was no better than street trash. Then I remembered the beatific grin on Julia’s face the night before and how relaxed and happy she’d been in the morning, and the chiding inner voice quieted to a dim murmur.

      I still had two hours before I needed to arrive at Stella’s and I thought about taking a nap but dismissed that idea immediately, not wanting to be groggy or out of it for my date. Try as I might, I couldn’t get that Mustang out of my head and without even thinking I grabbed the envelope of cash and hopped in the Camry.

      I plugged the address to the dealership into my phone and I was on my way less than a minute later, butterflies dancing in my guts. I found the place tucked back in a dense stand of trees at the edge of a residential neighborhood. Instead of a concrete lot like I’d been expecting, I found a small house with a large field behind it filled with old cars. I smiled. The archaic website suddenly made a lot of sense.

      There was a wide assortment of vehicles, from old Alfa Romeos to Porsches, and even an old Model-T. I parked my Camry in the small spot out front, and the screen door kicked open when I stepped out. An older gentleman with a graying beard walked out onto the porch and spit a long stream of brown tobacco juice over the railing.

      “Howdy there young fella, what can Rosco do ya for?”

      “Hi,” I said, “I was wondering about a car I saw on your website…”

      “That god-damned website,” he scowled. The man turned and spit another stream of tobacco juice as he grimaced. “Waste of time. I got no plans to sell my babies. Well, which one caught your eye?”

      The man’s lips were still turned down in a frown, but there was a twinkle in his blue eyes.

      “That’s too bad. I was really interested in the ’56 Mustang.”

      “Erika’s a gorgeous girl,” the man said, nodding as he walked heavily down the porch, “She’s one of a kind.”

      He must have seen the shock register on my face because he paused at the base of the porch and frowned at me suspiciously.

      “The car’s name is Erika?” I hated the squeak in my voice when I asked, but the man just guffawed a hearty laugh.

      “Come on, I’ll show her to you,” he said, still grinning. He stomped off and waved for me to follow. “You got a woman in your life named Erika, eh? I could tell from your expression. That’s the way of it with women and cars, the best ones speak to your soul. Why, the first girl I fell in love with was named Betsy and that right there,” he pointed at a heavy Buick, “is the first car I named after her. A powerful moment in any lad’s life.”

      The man rambled on about women, cars and philosophy, and the more he spoke the more likeable he became. Eventually we stopped and I saw the red Mustang. It didn’t look as good as it had in the picture, covered in dust and with the top up, but the butterflies still swarmed in my guts when I saw it.

      Rosco was watching my face carefully as I checked out the car. The cheerful look on his face turned speculative as he eyed me up and down.

      “Those are some fine-looking threads you’re wearing, son. Might I ask what it is you do for a living?”

      “I’m still in college,” I said, and then, because I hadn’t been able to speak with anyone about it, the words tumbled out unbidden. “But last night a woman paid me a thousand dollars to…spend the night with her.”

      “You’re not serious,” Rosco said, his lips turning down in a suspicious frown.

      “I am,” I said, nodding and pulling the envelope from my pocket and showing him the wad of cash inside. “Honestly, I couldn’t make something like this up.”

      Rosco let out a long, low whistle as he looked from the cash up to me. His frown turned into a look of admiring disbelief.

      “You’re serious…Ok, Rosco needs to hear this story!”
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      The man simply wouldn’t relent until I told him everything about my night before, even going so far as to press for the gory details. When I explained that I was taking Julia’s friend Stella out tonight, he whistled again and asked if I had photos of them. When I pulled up a photo on my phone showing the whole group, he grabbed my wrist and looked over them all.

      “Which one’s Erika?” His grin was sly.

      “That one,” I said, pointing to her, then feeling my guts turn cold, I admitted what I’d been trying not to think about. “She’s my stepmom, err, ex-stepmom.”

      The man threw his head back and guffawed again, slapping me on the back so hard I nearly pitched forward onto my face. Then he stifled his laughter, wiping a tear from one eye before continuing.

      “Sorry boy, I wasn’t laughing at you, just the situation. It’s not every day a man hears a story like this.” He held up his hands when I frowned. “Oh, I believe you, god’s truth I do, and that’s why I’m going to help you out. I’ll sell Erika to you, even let you make monthly payments, but in return you have to come tell old Rosco about your…dates. Let a man live vicariously through you before he kicks off.”

      “You’re serious?” I said, not quite believing my luck.

      “Sell me that Toyota and I’ll let you drive out with Erika today,” he said patting the Mustang’s fender and winking at me. “Let’s go into the house, I’ll draw up paperwork, and you can tell me your plans for tonight. What was her name again, Sarah?”

      “Stella,” I said, glancing back at the Mustang as he led me back to his house, not believing what just happened.

      “Even better,” Rosco said, slapping me on the back. “I knew a Stella once. Pretty little blonde with the fattest ass you ever did see. Make a man wish he was someone else when I see a rear that fine, know what I mean? Of course you don’t, not with that pretty face! Beauty is only skin deep, for those who have it, but for those who don’t it’s the end-all be-all. Let me put on the kettle, I’ll make us a cup of tea while I dig out the papers.”

      The inside of his house was neat and surprisingly clean. I took a seat at the small kitchen table and he put on the kettle, then disappeared into the back of the house. He emerged a minute later with a stack of legal documents. For a man who said he didn’t sell cars, the paperwork had been professionally prepared.

      As we sipped tea, we hammered out an agreement. When Rosco said the car was initially worth $35,000, I almost choked on my tea, scalding my mouth. But then he went through all the after-market modifications that had been made to it. To my thinking, replacing the original V8 with a supercharged V8 of modern design and mounting brackets should have increased the price instead of dropping it, but I wasn’t arguing with the strange man if he wanted to give me a deal.

      When all was said and done, he said he’d sell me the car for $13k, which I knew was a steal, but even so it was out of my price range. But with the price of the Toyota subtracted from the total, I only owed the man $8k by the end of the summer. I figured I could manage that.

      “You leave that envelope as a deposit and we’ll call it square,” Rosco held out his large rough hand, and I shook it. “Congratulations, you just bought yourself a car.”

      “I can’t thank you enough—” I began, but Rosco cut me off.

      “This isn’t a charity case, boy. I expect you to return and keep your side of the bargain, now.”

      “I will, sir, of course,” I said, trembling with the desire to be behind the wheel.

      Rosco offered me an understanding smile and, standing, pulled a set of keys out of a drawer and tossed them to me.

      “Go on then with ya then, can’t keep that redhead waiting.”

      Grinning, I was up and out of the house in seconds. Rosco stood on the porch spitting tobacco and watching as I climbed into the car and fired it up. The heavy throb of the engine caused my guts to vibrate and I gripped the wheel tightly, loving the feel of the black leather seats underneath me and the cold steel of the door against my arm.

      “Get on the Parkway and open her up,” Rosco called as I pulled out of the spot. “She handles like a dream over 70.”

      I waved in thanks, still not believing my luck as I pulled out of the dirt lot and onto the narrow residential streets. I took my time, getting a feel for the car’s handling and acceleration. Both were far more responsive than I was used to with the Camry. The Mustang leapt forward, the speedometer climbing to 60 in only a handful of seconds as trees and houses flew past. My heart was racing, and I felt alive and free as cars zipped past and the Mustang gained more and more speed.

      Glancing down, I was shocked to see the speedometer sitting at 110mph. The car wasn’t shaking or rattling at all, in fact like Rosco had said it only seemed to handle better the faster I drove it, but I was worried about the tires exploding on me, so I backed off. Just in time, too, as at that very moment I flew past a patrol car parked behind a billboard.

      I saw the cop’s head swivel as I went past, but he was too busy checking out the car to pay attention to his speed gun, and I was around a bend in the road and gone before his lights even flicked on. Taking the next exit, I turned into a residential neighborhood and headed for the shore, where Stella lived, thankful to have slipped away without getting a ticket.

      As I rolled down the four-lane boulevard, wind pulling at my hair, I noticed heads turning to stare after me. When I rolled to a stop at a light, the guy in the car next to mine did a double take at the vehicle, then when he saw me behind the wheel his lips twisted in a frown of distaste. I would have been offended if his wife hadn’t given me a bright smile, her cheeks blushing as she waved with two fingers.

      I could hear the pair arguing as I drove off, tires screeching, and left them quarreling in my rear-view mirror. My phone said I was only five minutes away from Stella’s and I pulled over at a roadside florist. I found a colorful bouquet that smelled like spring and had the girl wrap it in tissue paper.

      Stella’s condo was situated in a gated community on the water. The places all looked like million-dollar homes and I figured she must have done well in her recent divorce. Parking in the narrow space outside of her two-story place, I knocked and felt the familiar butterflies swirl in my guts as I heard Stella call out.

      “I’m coming, one second!”

      A few seconds later the clip clop of heels announced her arrival, and the door flew open to reveal the beautiful redhead. Her hair was in dense curls that hung down over one shoulder, and she wore a tight green dress that did little to hide her rounded figure. I could even see the hint of a thin panty line where they cut into her wide, soft hips. But it was the woman’s massive breasts, even larger than Erika’s, that really caught my gaze, and I had to force my eyes up to meet her bright green ones.

      “You look ravishing, Evan.” Her full lips curled into an almost predatory smile as she stood there, looking me up and down like a piece of meat. “Turn around, let me see that tush.”

      I could feeling myself beginning to blush as she twirled her fingers in command, but did as she asked. I almost flinched when she let out a low whistle, then did so when I felt two fingers pinch my butt.

      “Tight as a drum,” the woman cackled. “Oh, Julia was right. You’re going to be just what I need. Before I forget, this will be right here,” she patted a thick envelope of cash sitting on an end table in the foyer, “but I plan to make you work for every penny of it.”

      There was an odd tightness around her eyes as she flirted with me, and I thought I caught a hint of nervousness in her expression when she thought I wasn’t looking, but I chose to ignore it.

      “Your chariot awaits, my lady,” I said, offering her a slight bow and holding out my arm for her to slip hers over.

      Stella grinned and did just that, pressing herself against my side and shivering as she ran a hand up my forearm. As she pulled the door closed behind her, I saw the place was mostly empty, and a small pile of boxes still sat near the stairs. Leading her to the car, I could feel the older woman trembling with nerves that she did her best to keep from her smiling face.
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      On impulse, I spun her into my arms beneath the large fronds shading her walkway and slipped an arm around her waist. Stella’s breath caught and eyes widened in shock as I drew her close to me. One brief moment of stiff hesitation quickly disappeared as the woman melted against me and threw herself into the kiss, her arms circling my neck and pulling me down, her tongue snaking into my mouth hungrily.

      I was shocked to discover how bad and inexperienced a kisser she was. Her lips were too stiff and her tongue too wet, but she moaned in passion and her hands clung to my back as I held her close. We stood there for long moments making out, and as we did, I did my best to guide her in the delicate art of kissing. My tongue teased hers gently and my lips were soft as pillows, not too wet or dry.

      “Jesus, you’re an amazing kisser,” the redhead moaned as I pulled back and ran a thumb down her cheek.

      “I’m glad you think so,” I whispered in her ear, feeling a shiver run down her back as she thrust her chest against me, two hard points from her large nipples digging into my flat stomach, “But this is just a taste of what’s coming.”

      “Oh…god.”

      “Let’s go,” I said with a wink.

      “Do we have to?” Stella asked breathlessly as she pushed her hair back and tried to fix her makeup.

      “I can’t let a woman who looks this gorgeous stay inside all night,” I said, letting my eyes roam over her curvy form in the tight dress. “Let’s go make some people jealous.”

      Stella grinned up at me and practically skipped to the car, flashing me an even brighter smile when she saw it.

      “This is beautiful!” I opened the door for her, and she got in, running her hands over the black leather seats. “Mhmm, are we riding with the top down?”

      “Unless you have an objection,” I said, eyeing her carefully-done curls, but Stella shook her head firmly.

      “Not at all. This reminds me of high school,” she said, as I slipped behind the steering wheel and started the engine.

      When the low growl sounded and the seat began to vibrate, the older woman turned her pale green eyes to me and smiled, as her coppery curls caught the last of the sun’s rays. She had flaws, of course, for no woman is perfect, but I didn’t let myself see any of them as she stared at me, allowing me to drink in her beauty.

      I saw the subtle tension around her eyes fade as she watched me staring at her, and spots of color bloomed in her cheeks. Reaching out a hand, she gripped mine where it sat on the shifting knob and threw me a wink.

      “Is she fast?”

      “Let’s find out,” I said, winking back and dropping it into gear.

      The event was in the Marina, just a short drive from Stella’s condo, but I was in no rush and Stella was practically vibrating in her seat in anticipation. When I threw open the throttle at the corner and spun the wheels out, sweeping the rear end out as I cut the turn tight, the woman threw her hands up in the air in delight and shook out her hair as the wind picked up.

      “This is so much fun!” She beamed as she grinned over at me, and I couldn’t help thinking that she had never looked better.

      Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes bright as the wind whipped the thick red curls behind her. Her green dress ruffled around her creamy thighs, but she didn’t seem to mind that her pale pink panties were flashing me. In fact, her knees spread slightly as my gaze dropped down and I felt her hand slip onto my thigh, fingers digging into the muscle.

      “This is amazing, thank you. It’s like the perfect date I never had.”

      “The night’s just starting,” I grinned, and laughed when I hit the gas pedal again and felt her nails dig into my inner thigh as the force pressed us back into the seat.

      The freeway ran straight for a full mile and I wanted to see how fast I could get the Mustang up to on an open road. My heart started to hammer as I watched the speedometer climb over 115; the wind was so fast Stella’s dress was all the way up around her waist, but she really didn’t seem to mind.

      “Fuck yes!”

      She screamed it at the top of her lungs, eyes wide and face tight with a mixture of excitement and fear as she gripped my leg with one hand and the door with the other in a white-knuckled grip. I was sorry I couldn’t divert more of my attention from driving to check her out, but even though the car handled like a dream the slightest mistake at these speeds could wreck more than just our evening.

      “Oh god that was fun. I feel like a kid again!”

      Stella’s laugh was high and bright as it rang out and I couldn’t help the grin that stole across my face as I watched her hanging her head back like she didn’t have a care in the world. Slowing down to closer to the speed limit, I dropped down off the freeway and began winding my way back to the venue, keeping to the major streets and watching Stella enjoy being checked out by other drivers and men on the street.

      “I feel like your mom, sorry, ex-mom.” She flashed me a grin of apology then continued. ‘I’ve never been the center of attention like this before. It’s an intoxicating feeling.”

      “You look amazing,” I said, letting my eyes trail down her body and seeing spots bloom in her cheeks as she pressed down the skirt of her dress. “You’re a gorgeous woman Stella, I wish you could see yourself like I see you.”

      “Stop it,” she protested, her cheeks a furious shade of red, “you’re making me blush. It’s one thing to hear that from one of the 80-year-olds at the club, but it’s something else entirely to hear it from such a handsome young man. You’re sweet, Evan, but you don’t need to lay it on so thick.”

      “I’m not. I know you don’t believe me,” I said, pulling to a stop at a light a half block from the venue, “but you will.”

      There was a line of couples standing outside a large white tent, waiting to get in. The women were all dressed in colorful, skimpy dresses like Stella’s, and the men were in casual dress wear. A small group turned to look when the deep throb of the Mustang’s engine stopped at the light.

      My hand slipped from the shifter to Stella’s milky thigh, and my fingers gripped it tight. Our eyes met, I heard her breath catch, and the vein on her neck fluttered wildly as I bent down and drew her into my arms.

      The butterflies spun in my stomach for a second, then settled as I met the sexy older woman’s thick red lips. I felt her body stiffen in shock and heard a low moan issue from the back of her throat, then she melted against me, pressing herself over the middle gap as she tried to climb onto me, suddenly voracious as her tongue invaded my mouth.

      “HONK!”

      Stella pulled back with a shocked gasp, pupils dilated and nipples swollen and hard against the front of her dress, and she glanced back nervously at the car behind us. The light was green, but I ignored it, unwilling to quit the passionate embrace just yet.

      “Mhmmmm!” Stella didn’t struggle when I pulled her back into another embrace, her soft tongue sliding along mine as she thrust her chest against me.

      When I finally broke the kiss, I heard a cheer and laughter from behind us and offered a wave over my head in return as Stella plopped back down into her seat, eyes a bit wild as she pushed her hair back into place. I could see wide grins on the faces of a few of the couples waiting outside the venue as I turned into the parking lot.

      “That was…that was…oh my, I don’t think I’ve ever been kissed like that.”

      “Neither have I,” I said, offering her a smile.

      Stella blinked in surprise, “But you were with Julia last night! She the sexiest and most vivacious woman I know.”

      “She’s gorgeous all right, and has a lot of special talents,” Stella let out a high-pitched giggle as I parked the car, “but that was, hands down, the best kiss I’ve ever had…and I want another before we go in.”

      “Ok,” the beautiful redhead said in a small voice, her eyes bright with excitement as she turned in her seat and glanced around. “This is kind of like making out in a car before the high school dance.”

      “There weren’t women as sexy as you at my school,” I said, slipping my hand around her waist and drawing her up against me as I turned in the seat.

      Our lips met, and I felt her hand on my back, tentative, as if she was scared to touch me. But she seemed to relish in my hand on her hip and ass, groaning in pleasure and grinding herself against me when my fingers sank into her soft cheeks.
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      Stella’s kisses were hungry, as if it had been years or even decades since she’d really let go like this. When her hand reached down and ran uncertain fingers over the hard outline of my cock, she gasped and pulled back, eyes wide and lips trembling as she glanced down.

      “Evan…oh my god, baby…I’ve never felt anything so big and hard…can I…can I see it?”

      “You’ll do more than see it,” I growled and let my hand fall down to spank the woman’s ass, making her jump and giggle, “but later. Right now, we have a party to go to.”

      “Yes, sir,” Stella said, her pale cheeks blushing a deep shade of red as I stepped out of the driver’s side and came around to let her out.

      Holding her hand in one of my own, I couldn’t stop myself from gazing down into her massive cleavage. I caught sight of skin so pale it looked like cream and had to resist reaching my hand down to cup and caress those luscious orbs.

      Stella’s eyes were sparkling in delight as she draped her arm over mine. She had noticed where my gaze had fallen and spotted my cock throbbing even harder against the fine material of my slacks, and she stood straighter and with more confidence as we walked across the parking lot to the rapidly diminishing line.

      The charity function was for a local children’s hospital, and they were handing out small photos of kids in hospital beds with smiles on their faces. The photos had small testimonials from the kids on the back, and I was reading mine over as we proceeded through the foyer to the ballroom.

      “Stella?”

      I felt Stella’s nails dig into my arm and her whole body tense up when she heard the man’s voice. Glancing up, I saw a tanned, distinguished-looking gentleman with thinning hair and a patchy beard. He wore a white coat over his clothes, as the other doctors were, but instead of a dress shirt to go with the slacks underneath, he had chosen a tight silk shirt that looked like it came straight out of Miami Vice.

      Standing beside the man was a gorgeous young Asian woman in a skintight black dress. She was model thin, and judging from her large breasts and too-round eyes, she’d clearly had plenty of work done to her.

      “Gary…I thought you weren’t going to be here tonight.” There was a tremor in Stella’s voice, and she gripped my arm even more tightly, as if searching for strength.

      “The board wanted me to make an appearance.” The man’s lips turned down in a deep frown of disdain when his eyes fell on me. “Hanging out with rent boys now, I see.”

      I’d seen him a couple of times before, but always from afar, and it was clear he didn’t recognize me. It was also clear he disapproved of me, as his scowl deepened, and anger clouded his features.

      “Is this your ex, Stella?” I asked, my voice just a touch too loud, drawing a few curious glances from others near the entrance. “The one with a penchant for Japanese high school girls?”

      “How dare you, sir,” hissed Gary as he took a step towards me, eyes hardening.

      The slender escort’s eyes widened at my words, but I saw a smile flit across her delicate lips that she covered quickly as she ducked behind the angered man. Quick as a snake, my hand went to his shoulder, and my fingers gripped the weak muscle there so hard I saw his expression turn sickly.

      “I’d be careful assuming what I will or won’t dare for this gorgeous woman.” My voice was cold and hard as steel, and I felt him buckle weakly beneath my grip. “You will apologize. Then you shall leave her alone the rest of the evening, while I show her the time of her life.”

      The man’s small eyes grew flat and his lips pressed together, on the verge of spitting a curse at me. But I’d chosen my grip carefully, one learned years ago from a friend when they had taught me just how painful it can be when someone pinches a certain nerve in your neck. My thumb found the spot, and the man buckled slightly, his face turning green as he gasped out in pain.

      “I’m sorry…Stella…”

      I released my grip seconds before he could curse me and he staggered back, eyes burning with anger. We’d attracted a small crowd and seeing the shocked faces Gary snarled and spun, reaching out to grab the Asian woman’s slender wrist and drag her with him.

      “Come on Haruka, I’m getting my money’s worth from you tonight.”

      There were a few gasps from women and chuckles from men when he said that, but the Asian woman only sighed and threw me a wink, and let her eyes linger on Stella’s curves before allowing herself to be dragged off through the crowd.

      “Let’s get you a drink,” I said, patting Stella’s hand as she gripped my forearm, “and then maybe a little dancing, what do you say?”

      “Did that just happen?” Stella asked, her voice shocked and expression awed. “Did you just send my ex-husband running off after making him jealous?!”

      “Was he jealous? I hadn’t noticed,” I remarked, feeling many eyes following us after the confrontation. I stopped near a table of champagne flutes and handed one to Stella. The staff didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t of age, or at least they weren’t carding anyone at the expensive charity event. I didn’t drink myself, wanting to keep my head for the evening and to make sure it went as well as possible for my beautiful date.

      “His ears get red when he’s jealous, and his were flaming,” Stella giggled and pressed herself against my side, her cheeks burning red when a few women threw her curious glances. “They must think I’m your mother or something. That, or a harlot. An old woman like me with a handsome young stud like you…”

      “Let’s make sure they don’t mistake you for my mother then,” I said, as I plucked the champagne flute from her fingers and swept her into my arms for a passionate kiss.

      Stella drew in a sharp breath through her nose as our lips met and I felt her stiffen, but a half-second later she was melting against me, her crotch grinding against the hardon pressing against my trousers. When I broke off the kiss and handed her back her glass, the woman downed the remainder in one shot and was laughing as I pulled her out onto the dance floor.

      We were the first ones on the dance floor, and I could feel dozens of eyes on us, and Stella seemed to feel their attention as well. Far from it making her shy, the woman basked in their attention as I spun her around on the dance floor, and soon we were joined by dozens of couples as the alcohol kicked in, loosening inhibitions.

      We danced on and off over the next couple hours, in between snacking on hors d’oeuvres and wandering around the silent auction. The function was filled with gorgeous women of all types, from trophy wives who ranged in ages from 18 to 25 to women who’d been molded into plastic perfection over decades. I saw more than a few ladies who must be escorts, and even a few gorgeous daughters.

      There was no end to the shining eyes and flirtations grins that tried to peel me away from my red headed MILF. Stella was all too aware of them, and at first she seemed to expect that I would slip away from her, to take up one of the many offers given to me by greater beauties. But I ignored or politely declined all of them. Keeping my attention focused wholly on Stella, making sure she had the time of her life, was my goal.

      The woman’s nerves settled as the evening wore on, and I’ll admit the alcohol helped. By the time darkness fell she’d forgotten most of her awkwardness and insecurities as we slipped off to a dark nook to canoodle. I felt the woman’s ever-wandering fingers slip down to grip my cock again and she giggled into my lips.

      “I feel as randy as a schoolgirl…you’d better get me home soon or else I’m going to jump you right here, you gorgeous boy.”

      “Think we’ve made enough people jealous?” I asked with a sly wink. Stella burst out laughing, bending over and making sure to give me a glance down the shadowed valley of her cleavage, as she’d been doing all evening.

      “I think you’ve made just about every woman here wish she were in my shoes tonight,” Stella gazed up at me and her fingers tightened around the shaft of my cock, stroking it lightly though my pants. “And if they knew what you were hiding in here…Jesus, Evan…”

      Her eyes were wide as I slipped an arm around her waist and steered her towards the exit. A few people waved goodbye, friends we’d made on the dance floor, and the girls at the exit shot Stella secretive grins as the woman giggled in glee, each step causing her mountainous cleavage to jiggle even more.

      Stella’s hands only left my body when she slipped into her seat. They were right back on me when I climbed into the driver seat. Firing up the Mustang, I heard her give a deep, throaty cry of pleasure as she wiggled in her seat and bit her bottom lip, glancing at me with an excited but shy grin.

      “I should tell you, it’s been a long time since I—”

      I cut her off by placing a finger across her plump lips, then drew her forward into a kiss that silenced her words for good. I allowed myself to cup one massive breast, feeling the large bulge of her hard nipple through her bra, and hearing her sharp moan when my fingers grazed it.

      Sensitive nipples…good to know, I thought to myself.

      “You’re everything I want and more,” I breathed into her lips, “and tonight you don’t have to worry about anything.”

      “Thank you,” she purred, nestling her head against my shoulder as I dropped the car into reverse and pulled out of the parking spot. “I was wondering…” her tone was soft and shy as she traced a finger along my thigh, “There is so much I haven’t done…so much I want to try…like, be with another woman…and…other stuff…is there anything I can…do for you…while you drive?”

      The hope in her voice was plain, and I wanted to laugh at the fragile look on her face but knew that would be the worst thing right then. Instead, I let the pleasure and desire I felt show on my face and reached up from the shifter to pull her into a quick kiss before rolling out onto the road. Stella was shy but eager and only needed the slightest push on the back of her head before she dropped her coppery curls down into my lap.
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      I drove down the main thoroughfare, my heart racing and breath quickening, as the MILF’s fingers eased my zipper down and her cool fingers slid within my pants to free my stiffening cock. I heard her gasp in delight as the cool wind caressed the sensitive skin and I nearly hit the gas pedal when I felt her soft lips press against the tip in a wet kiss.

      “Oh, baby, you’re gorgeous…mhmmm, so big and stiff…I can’t believe this is going to be stuffed deep inside me.” The woman’s bright green eyes glanced up and she squeezed the base of my cock as she grinned, “I want to taste your cum. Do you think you can give it to me without wrecking this beautiful car?”

      In answer, I ran my fingers through her coppery curls and pressed her head down with a growl of desire. Stella let out a high-pitched squeal, then moaned as her thick lips slipped over the head of my cock, her hot tongue dancing down the side. The pleasure swept over me as I pulled to a stop at a light, my nerves rattling as another sports car pulled to a stop beside us.

      Stella wasn’t very skilled at giving head, but what she lacked in talent she more than made up for in enthusiasm. The woman practically crawled into my lap as she ran her tongue down to lick my balls, her fingers stoking me. I let my hand slip down to grip her ass, loving her low moans of pleasure as my fingers dug into the soft flesh.

      “That’s a sweet ride, white boy,” a woman’s voice said from beside me. “Your daddy buy that for you?”

      Turning my head, I saw a sexy black woman hanging her head out the passenger window of the sports car. Her hair was all done up and her makeup was perfect, and I saw another woman, even sexier, behind the wheel. Both were wearing matching silvery dresses, and it was clear they were headed to the clubs.

      “I bought it…mhmm…myself.” Stella sucked especially hard on the head of my cock when I spoke, and I heard her moan softly and press her ass back against my hand. She seemed to be loving this, and I found it hard to focus as the pleasure intensified.

      “Shit, you old enough to drink? Janisa and me looooove sexy white boys like you. We’re heading to Basement in South Beach. Meet us there and we’ll give you the night of your life.”

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, my eyes crossing slightly as Stella cinched her fingers around the base of my cock and dove deep, taking the whole thing to the hilt. I felt her throat clutch my cock as she heaved a gag, the pleasure increasing to the point where it was almost painful, then she pulled her head up.

      The ebony beauty was still frowning at me, but her confused expression turned to shock when Stella picked her head up from my lap, eyes lidded, lips slick with saliva, and cheeks red from what she’d clearly been doing.

      “Sorry hon, but this boy’s taken for the evening. I paid good money for this giant cock.”

      Stella’s cheeks were flaming, and I could feel her tense with embarrassment, but her smile was also wide with pride and face flushed with pleasure as the younger woman’s jaw dropped.

      “Damn! Ok, sister, you get yours!”

      The driver was now leaning forward, and looking over with a wide smile, her white teeth bright in the dark interior of the car. “If he’s for sale, put us on the waiting list! Damn, momma, you go get your freak on!”

      The light changed, but I ignored it and the cars behind us, as I grinned at the blushing Stella and kissed her quick and fierce. The woman flashed an eager grin at the two black beauties and dropped her head back down into my lap.

      Turning my head and smiling, I punched the gas pedal and let the tires smoke for a second before taking off to the cheers of the two women.

      “Oh god, get me home,” Stella moaned around the bloated head of my cock, my balls tightening as her thick lips teased the sensitive flesh. “I need you to fuck me so good and hard I won’t be able to walk tomorrow. Mhmm, can you do that?” Her fingers stroked me quickly as she breathed heavily on the head of my cock, “Can you give me everything? Oh god, baby, I want to do everything with you, make me your slut, your freak, oh god baby cum for me. Cum for me, Evan, I want it so fucking bad baby!”

      “Then get ready,” I warned her, forcing my concentration on the road as I merged onto the freeway and passed through the light traffic. The driving was the easy part. What was hard was keeping my foot steady on the gas pedal, because my leg was trembling.

      The woman threw herself back into her work, both hands twisting and stroking my cock while she lay beneath my arm that was holding the shifter. Her lips were locked around the head as she sucked hard, tongue teasing the slit. I dropped it into 4th and let the car cruise as I reached up and tangled my fingers in her red hair.

      Grunting in pleasure, I heard her moan as the first thick spurt of my seed struck her tongue, then she was sucking and slurping it down as if her life depended on it. I felt some cum dribbling down the shaft of my cock but Stella licked it right up, lavishing my dick with her tongue as she drank down every drop.

      My hand wound its way between her thighs, and she sat up, face flushed and biting her bottom lip. My fingers found her damp panties, and she gripped my wrist, hunching around the finger that grazed the hard nubbin of her clit. I’d barely touched her pussy over her panties before Stella let out a cry of pleasure, her tongue licking all around the inside of her mouth as she savored my cum and came while gripping my arm tight.

      “Fuck…fuck…fuck!!”

      Her scream tore into the night sky as we flew down the freeway, and then I felt her go slack as she collapsed back into the seat. Pulling back my hand, I downshifted as I headed for the exit towards her place. My cock was already hardening again as I glanced over at her soft body and massive breasts, imagining all the things I was going to do with her in the hours ahead.

      “That was the wildest thing I’ve ever done,” Stella said, her voice breathless as she pushed her hair back and straightened her dress. The woman looked even more beautiful as the wind caught the curls, pulling them behind her head as she turned to flash me an angelic grin. “Hey, have you ever tried anal?”

      “What? No…” I said, taken off guard by her question but matching her grin for grin as I pulled into her driveway.

      “Neither have I, but I’ve done all the…preparations…and tonight I want to try it.” Her eyes flicked down to the tent slowly reforming in my pants and her eyes widened as if she were having second thoughts. “If that log doesn’t tear me in half first, that is.”

      “Your wish is my command,” I said, my eyes riveted to the sight of her amazing cleavage as the woman pulled down the top of her dress, letting the massive orbs of flesh tumble free. They were milky white and capped in nipples so pale they were hard to make out in the darkness. Her nipples were small and sunken, but they grew harder as the cold air struck them. Her breasts still retained most of their shape, but had a pleasing sag, and swayed heavily whenever she moved, unlike Julia’s which stood firm on her chest.

      “I’ve seen you staring,” Stella said as she pulled back from my hands and climbed out of the car with a wide grin, “but you don’t get to play with the ‘girls’ until all your chores are done. And I’ve only had one hole filled so far…”

      The woman’s cheeks were flaming as red as her hair, and I could tell she was morbidly embarrassed but also impossibly turned on as she scampered from me, giggling all the way to the front door of her condo. It was night, but there were still plenty of lights on, and any one of her neighbors who happened to look outside would see the topless Stella, fleeing inside as a cock flopping young man chased her.

      I caught her just as she unlocked the front door, sweeping her into my arms and, pressing her against the door frame, I let my hands explore her flesh beneath that green dress. Stella gasped in shock when my hand found its way beneath her skirt and my fingers plucked at her panties, whipping them down her thighs.

      “Oh god…yesssss you sexy, sexy man, take me! Right here!”

      So I did.

      Growling with need, I bent Stella over right inside her doorway. As the heavy door swung shut, I flipped the bottom of her dress up over her ass and sank to my knees. Hands still gripping the woman’s wide hips and holding them in place, I heard her make a questioning sound when she glanced around and didn’t see me, but the sound soon turned into a groan of pleasure when my tongue made contact with her wet pussy lips from behind.

      Pressing my nose into her treasure, I sought the firm little nubbin of her clit as she wiggled her ass back against my face. Her pussy was sopping wet, the juices rolling down my chin as her thighs shook.

      “Oh, Evan, baby you’re going to make me…oh god, baby! Right there! Right…there!”

      Her knees nearly gave out as a gush of juices rushed out of her sex, but I held her up. My steel hard cock slid up between her thighs and Stella threw back her head, eyes flashing open as a flush covered her body.

      “Fuck me, fuck me baby, oh just do it. I need it sooooooo ohhhhh gooooood!”

      Pushing forward slowly, I slid my dick into the woman’s wetness. Her pussy was shockingly tight, and I had to enter her slowly in short little strokes, using her juices to ease my girth inside. Stella writhed in pleasure, her knuckles white as she gripped the banister of her foyer. The green dress was bunched up around her waist and those glorious, massive breasts swung free. I could see their every delicious sway in the reflection of several mirrors. Stella’s wide, white ass looked heavenly as the cheeks swayed before me and the dark little hole winked up at me between thrusts.

      “God damn, you feel good,” I breathed as I paused, my cock half-filling the woman. Then I pushed forward, feeling the rest of it disappear into warm, wet heaven.

      “Is my…pussy tight?”

      The woman’s voice was nervous and unsure, and I could tell she was trying to talk dirty to me.

      “This is the tightest pussy I’ve ever felt,” I reassured her as I pressed her against the banister, letting my hands slide up the sides of her body. “God damn woman, you feel so fucking….good.”

      It was all I could do not to flood her pussy with my cum immediately, but I used every trick I’d learned from Julia to hold off. Stella lost herself in the fucking, her cries of pleasure ringing out and filling the house. I kept my hands away from her glorious tits, only because I knew I wouldn’t be able to stave off my orgasm if I fondled them. But Stella took the decision from me, drawing up my hands to cup them against her chest as she turned back to kiss me.
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      I gasped and saw her grinning as my fingers sank into the surprisingly firm flesh of her massive breasts. The woman moaned in desire, her hips shivering as I felt her tightness gripping me hard, and she nipped at my bottom lip as my fingers slid up the bottom curve of her breasts. As my fingers found and pinched her soft, pale nipples Stella let out a scream of pleasure, knees almost buckling as she came in a rush of juices all over my dick.

      My own orgasm was mere seconds behind hers and the woman’s desperate hands clung to me as I convulsed against her back. My cock shot a massive load deep within her as we clung to one another.

      “Ohhhh…I could feel you shooting off…I’ve never felt that before…god, this could be bad.”

      “Why?” I asked, panting, as I helped her to her feet.

      “Because that was too good,” she grinned up at me, her lips nuzzling against my neck as she traced a finger along the shaft of my cum-slicked cock. “I could grow addicted to the feeling of this beautiful monster inside me. Come on, my housekeeper set up the bathroom for us and you still have one more hole to fill.”

      Her eyes twinkled with amusement, but I caught the red spots in her cheeks and stopped her, drawing her into my arms and kissing her deeply. Stella had been dragging us down the hallway with its plush carpet, but I stopped her halfway, letting my hands explore her body as I kissed her and peeling off one piece of clothing at a time as I slowly walked her to the waiting bathroom.

      “You are so beautiful,” I breathed into our kisses. When Stella tried to shake her head I pulled back my hands, cupping her cheeks so she was forced to look me in the face and see the truth of my words as my eyes drank in the stunning curves of her body.

      “You really think so?” she breathed. I nodded, and hope blossomed into belief as her shoulders relaxed. “Well…we’re going to need this beast as slick as possible if it’s going to hope to fit in my tiny ass.”

      Her thick lashes fluttered, she dropped to her knees right there in the bathroom, and with her eyes locked on mine, stretched her mouth open, and swallowed my entire cock in one go. Her eyes went wide and filled with tears and I felt her throat stretching as the head of my cock drove past her tonsils. The sight was impossibly sexy as the woman’s nose pressed into my pubes and I felt her tongue lapping around the base of my cock as she gagged softly.

      “Jesus, woman!” I grunted.

      “Ngh!” She coughed slightly as she pulled back off my cock, tongue swirling the combination of our juices and the slick saliva from the back of her throat all around my cock, “Deep throating is one skill I’ve always had…although I’ve never taken anything like this beast before.”

      Standing, she pulled me along by my dick, winking lasciviously as she pulled open the glass shower door and turned on the steaming water. I couldn’t keep my hands off her glorious body as I pressed her up against the cold tile, lips finding hers as her ankle hooked around my thigh.

      Stella gasped when I gripped her ass and spun her around. The woman stared back at me over her shoulder with eyes on fire as she bit her bottom lip. Nodding silently, she reached back and pressed the head of my cock to her tight hole, and I took over from there, holding the fat head of my cock against the tight entrance and pushing gently but insistently as she relaxed.

      “I’ve never…oh god, this is soooo hot!”

      With deliberate slowness I inched myself forward, careful not to go too fast or hard, and was surprised when the tight ring of her entrance popped over the head of my cock seconds after I began. Stella gasped, reaching back and holding me in place as she panted gently, body relaxing beneath me.

      “So fucking big…that feels…mhmmm oh that feels goooooood…deeper, baby…oh god, I want to take all of you, Evan. I want to feel you filling me!”

      “My dick’s buried in your ass, Stella,” I growled from behind her, the steam filling the bathroom and swirling around my gently thrusting hips in small eddies. “And you feel so goddamn good, too.”

      “Don’t cum, not yet,” she panted, turning to meet my eyes with an expression of bliss spreading across her face. “Oh god…not yet…this is…cumming…oh god, I’m cumming!”

      Her fingers sank into my forearm and it felt like my dick was about to be torn off as her anal sphincter cinched down. Then the most incredible sensation I’d ever felt drove all the way through me as Stella pulled forward so just the tip was in her ass, massive tits smashed against the tile, then thrust back on me again, taking my entire cock in one fell swoop.

      “NGGGHHH!”

      I didn’t even recognize the sound that came out of my mouth as mine, nor the guttural grunts of pleasure and need as Stella’s. The woman’s red curls bounced against my chest as she threw herself back onto at me again and again, pressing off the tiles as she fucked her ass up and down my cock. I could only grip her wide hips and hold on as the tight ring slid up and down my dick.

      “Is it good, baby? I might…cum again…but I want to feel that flood…in my ass…oh god baby fill me…so fucking nasty! Yes! You’re fucking my ass! Take me, Evan, fuck me hard, baby!”

      And fuck her I did, growling with desire as I lost myself in the pleasure, fingers sinking into her hips as I thrust away. Stella’s knees weakened, and I nearly slipped on the wet shower floor, but none of that mattered as I pounded away, the pressure building in my balls and making my movements lose their rhythm.

      “Cumming!” I managed to grunt, my words lost in a scream of pleasure so high-pitched it rang off the tiles as Stella came again.

      The feeling of her ass tightening on my cock was the last straw and I felt my toes curling on the rough floor as I pressed Stella up against the wall, burying my dick in her ass balls-deep as I shot a massive blast of cum into her. The woman’s eyes went wide and her tongue lolled out, fingers scrambling at the tile before she found my wrists to hold on to, and we held one another for long seconds as we caught our breath and our heart rates slowed.

      “That was…incredible,” I breathed as my dick slipped from her ass and she turned in my arms, pulling me under the steaming water.

      “It was perfect,” Stella said, as she kissed me. “Perfect.”

      I took a squirt of her body wash as she rested her head on my chest and slowly began washing her. Taking my time, I gave the woman a full body massage there in the shower, getting her off with my fingers and tongue one more time, before carrying her to the bedroom and lying her down in bed.

      “Stay with me,” she murmured sleepily as she smiled up, and flipped back the blankets and patted the mattress beside her. “Please?”

      I had no problem staying over and found it far from a chore as the woman snuggled up close. Stella curled into a little spoon and backed up against me, drawing one of my hands around to cup one massive breast. She turned and winked at me.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll make it worth your while.”

      “This is exactly what I want to do,” I said, feeling my dick hardening again as its length slid up and down between her soft cheeks.

      “I think I know what you want to do,” Stella said, and I saw a mischievous light enter her eyes. “You want to do Erika, don’t you?”

      My entire body went stiff, but the woman only giggled and I felt her fingers slide between her thighs and press the head of my dick into her tight entrance.

      “I’ll never get over…how amazing you feel…mhmm…you want her…and she wants you…and Julia’s going to make it happen…mhmmm god, you got so hard when I said that! Mhmmm Julia has so many kinky plans for you.”

      “What are you talking about?” I growled in her ear, but the woman wouldn’t answer me, instead grinning mischievously before biting her bottom lip and moaning in pleasure as my dick drove into her.

      “Mhmm, just keep fucking me baby,” Stella breathed, “you’ll find out soon enough.”

      I grunted as I rolled  on top of her, pounding down into her soft pussy with more and more intensity as she giggled with glee, encouraging me with wicked words as her pussy orgasmed around my cock once again. We had passionate sex several more times before finally passing out on the rumpled sheets, both of us coated in a layer of sweat.

      As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help wondering what Julia had planned for the coming weeks. Or was that ‘cumming’ weeks, I thought with a chuckle. This was certainly going to be a summer to remember.
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      Upon waking up, the first thing I smelled was fresh coffee, and I turned my head to find a steaming cup sitting on the bedside table with a folded piece of paper on top of it. Plucking off the paper, I read it as I took a sip.

      Evan,

      Thank you for a wonderful evening. I have dreamed of spending the night with you for many years, but the reality was far beyond anything I imagined. I know you’ll be busy with summer break and your other ‘clients’, but I am hoping you could be free Thursday evening for dinner.

      Your devoted lover,

      Stella

      I reread the letter through a second time as I sipped the coffee. I wasn’t surprised at how rich the beans tasted, but I was that she’d put only cream in it and not sugar as well. That was just how I liked it. There was another small envelope that I’d missed under the cup with three folded-up hundreds inside with another brief note that read: “Go buy yourself something pretty ;)”.

      Laughing, I stood and found my clothes folded neatly on a chair. After dressing I finished the coffee and wrote Stella a thank you note, promising to be free this coming Thursday for whatever she had planned. When I finally stepped outside her condo, the sun was well up and the air already warming with the day’s heat.

      The Mustang throbbed to life, and I rolled onto the freeway with the top down and a grin stretching all the way across my face. The world was perfect in that moment, with the morning light glittering off the waves and the open road ahead of me. I thought of taking off for the day and enjoying the money in my pocket, but instead found myself turning off the freeway and heading home, eager to see Erika.

      I spotted the silver Mercedes outside our house and guessed who it belonged to before I even heard the woman’s tinkling laughter and saw the blonde highlights in her hair through the kitchen window. Julia saw me walking up and waved me in, and I saw that she and Erika were sharing a small breakfast of fruit, granola and yogurt as they sipped mimosas.

      “Evan, we were just talking about you!” Julia beamed when I stepped in.

      My stepmom had a bit of a flush to her cheeks, but I couldn’t tell it if was from the alcohol or embarrassment as she offered me a warm smile, her expression giving nothing away.

      “Speak of the devil and he appears.”

      “You think of me as the devil?” I asked teasingly, plucking a grape from Erika’s plate and popping it into my mouth.

      “All temptation is sinful,” Julia said with a laugh. “That’s why it’s so much fun. What was that I heard you drive up in, Evan? You get a new car?”

      “You didn’t!” My stepmom said, hopping to her feet and rushing over to the window to look out. “Oh! You got it!”

      “Let’s go check it out then,” Julia said with an amused smile, and Erika scrambled outside and ran over to take a look at the car. “You have a good night?”

      Julia made sure to keep her tone low as she spoke, and held me back from going outside and following my stepmom. Her eyes twinkled and before I could open my mouth to respond she pressed me back against the wall just inside the door, her full lips kissing me passionately as she moaned, tongue seeking mine as her hand slid up and down my cock in short, quick motions.

      “I can’t get you out of my head.” Her fiery breath tickled my neck as she ran her other hand down my chest and abs, her moan of pleasure causing my cock to firm up, aching from its exertions the night before, “Next Thursday, you’re mine.”

      “I can’t—”

      She silenced me with a hand over my mouth, her eyes fierce as they held mine and her hand pressed on the length of my manhood.

      “Thursday night. You. Fuck. Me. I don’t care what it costs.”

      I tried to speak through her hand, to tell her I’d already made plans with Stella, but she was out the door before I could say anything, calling to my stepmom in joy. Something about the car. Thinking about how hard it was going to be to tell her I had to reschedule, I followed after her and painted a smile on my face.

      Erika couldn’t stop gushing over the car and insisted I start it up. She and Julia got so excited I had to drive both of them around the block with the top down before they’d let me go inside to shower and change. When I came back down Julia was gone and I found Erika sitting at her laptop working. She had her reading glasses on and glanced up over the rim when I came into the kitchen to find something to eat.

      “You hungry? I was thinking we could go to that new bistro in Sweetwater. It’s a bit of a drive, but in that new car, it might be fun.”

      “That’s the place with the lobster bisque and salad combo, right?” I asked, grabbing a bottle of water as Erika nodded. “Sounds perfect.”

      “Great, let me go change. I’ll just be a minute.”

      “Just wear that—”

      I wisely buttoned my lip when she threw me a dark frown and stood, closing her MacBook.

      “Bistro Gurti is frequented by players and power brokers. I’m not arriving in leggings and a tank top.”

      “They’d never forget you,” I said, letting her see me take in her stunning figure. “Do you think I should change too?”

      “Lose the shirt,” she said with a critical eye, taking in my slacks and flip-flops. “I can’t be seen with a stepson, but with a hot young gigolo…? Now, that’s good for the brand.”

      I felt my face heat as she threw me a wink and swept upstairs. She had to know by now what I’d been doing with her friends, but other than little sideways comments like the one she’d just made, she hadn’t pressed me for information or details, and I certainly wasn’t going to give them up.

      The click of heels announced her return downstairs, and I glanced up, my mouth drying as my eyes traced the defined muscles of her long, smooth legs. Her skin was tan and glistened with lotion or oil, the gap between her thighs hinting at the treasure hidden beneath her short black skirt. My stepmom had paired the skirt with a tight white blouse trimmed with lace around the neck and cuffs that bounced and swayed when she moved, almost like feathers. Every so often the lace around her neckline would move, and I would catch sight of her stunning breasts as the neckline swooped down to the edges of her nipples. Then the lace would sway back into place, hiding the vision from my eyes. It was torture.

      “Ready?” she asked.

      I grabbed my keys and opened the front door, letting her pass through, “After you,” I said, letting my eyes fall down to take in her incredible ass as it swayed in the tight skirt.

      “Thank you, dear,” she said, turning and catching me checking her out.

      We didn’t talk much as I opened the door for her and she slipped into the passenger seat, setting her purse by her feet and arranging the lace of her top carefully. I could feel her excitement as I pulled out of the neighborhood and onto the main thoroughfare. When I got up to speed, I glanced over and saw a smile stretching across her face from ear to ear. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw Erika that happy.

      When we got onto the freeway and I really let the engine rip, Erika held her arms up, letting the wind pull her glossy dark hair behind her. I nearly drove us off the road when I noticed the lace spread wide and my stepmom’s massive breasts practically popping out of her top. Erika only tossed her head back and laughed when she saw me looking.

      “Eyes back on the road, mister!”

      “Yes, ma’am,” I grinned back, and focused on driving.

      When I pulled off the highway onto city streets, mom let her hand drift to my shoulder, her fingers playing with the locks of hair hanging down my neck. The feel of her fingertips was distracting, sending shivers down my spine, but I didn’t let her notice how much it was affecting me.

      “Do you have anything planned tomorrow morning?” She suddenly asked.

      “No, why?”

      “I’ll be busy at the shop for a few hours, but I need some paperwork taken from my offices to Renata’s. Her firm is handling the divorce for me, and she needs my financials.”

      “Sure, I can take care of that for you, no problem,” I said.

      “Perfect, then lunch today is my treat.”

      The bistro was just as excellent as the reviews said. I was focused on the menu and all the dishes I saw being served, not to mention my half-nakedness that Erika insisted wasn’t a joke. As focused on the food as I was, I couldn’t help but notice the stares and looks Mom and I received as we swept into the posh restaurant. A giant NBA player was sitting at one table with a small man in a suit who looked like his agent. At another table were three women from a popular reality TV show about housewives.

      When we were first brought to our table, Mom drew the eyes of all the men, and I even saw the basketball player turn and cock an eyebrow in interest as she bent down to sit. A spark of acidic jealousy swirled in my stomach, but I pushed it down. Her perfect rear caused several men to bend nearly out of their seats as they’d watched her pass, their jaws dropping and earning them glares from their partners.

      As the men stared, I saw women turn to see who the competition was, their looks souring as they took in Erika’s stunning figure and fashionable clothing. Only after they’d measured themselves against her did their glances pass back to me. I saw many do a double take, either at my youth, or at the fact that I was shirtless and tanned.
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      I should have felt embarrassed at the attention, and I know Erika half expected me to be. She wore a half-amused grin as she took her seat, clearly ready to enjoy my discomfort at being made a spectacle of. But instead of letting myself be embarrassed, I focused on what I’d learned the night before. I sank into myself and became present in the moment.

      Remembering the look in Stella’s eyes as she took in my naked body, and Julia’s too, I was able to right-size my image of myself and not care what anyone else thought of me, at least not right now. It helped that I wasn’t the only man without a shirt in the restaurant. A man so tan and leathery he might have lived on the beach sat on the patio, surrounded by five beautiful older women in tennis outfits. The man was holding court with the women, regaling them with amusing stories as they sipped mimosas and stared at his muscles and bright blue eyes.

      The server brought us our meals and we dug in. Mom and I always liked to order different dishes off the menu so we could sample from each other’s plates, and as we took tastes from one another’s dishes, I saw the NBA player frown and stop looking back. Several of the women shot dagger glances at mom after ceasing fluttering their lashes at me.

      Mom didn’t seem to notice the attention or lack thereof. Instead, she peppered me with questions about what I wanted to do once I graduated. That was a tough question, because aside from wanting to do the opposite of what my father had done, I’d never given it much thought. Engineering had been practical, and the class work hadn’t been difficult so far.

      But was it really my passion?

      “You have so many talents and skills,” Erika said, as she sipped the last of her mimosa, “I’d hate for you to get stuck in something because you brain tells you it’s the right thing, but in ten years you realize you hate it.”

      “I know,” I said, “but once I have the degree, it’s not like I have to be an engineer. It’s just good to have it to fall back on.”

      “Evan, you’ll be successful at whatever you do. You could be a movie star, a CEO, you could even go into politics if you wanted. Don’t let your father define your ambitions. That’s all I’m saying. That bastard defined enough of our lives already.”

      “Thank you…you don’t know how much it means to hear that from someone who really knows me.”

      I hadn’t been prepared for things to get heavy, but things got intense when she reached out and took my hand across the table. Her fingers laced through mine and our eyes locked. I don’t know if it was just the alcohol, but there was suddenly a heaviness to the air between us. Erika swallowed hard, and I saw her thick bottom lip trembling. Surprisingly, there wasn’t a single butterfly in my belly as the moment stretched out between us. I felt calm. It felt right.

      Erika’s fingers tightened on mine, and I ran my thumb across the back of her hand. Her skin was soft as silk, and I saw a tremble pass up her arm and she pressed her eyes shut for a brief second before pulling the hand back, a smile finding its way onto her lips if not her eyes as she stood and picked up her purse.

      “Let’s head home. I have a lot on my agenda today.”

      I didn’t try to extend the moment, letting the conversation drift to more mundane affairs as we drove home. Leaving my shirt off, I noticed Erika glancing over a few times when she thought I wasn’t looking. The image of her teeth pressing into her bottom lip as she dragged her long nails up her thigh, eyes fixed on my torso and crotch, wouldn’t leave my mind that afternoon and evening, no matter how much I tried to excise it.

      Erika had set up a gym in one of the spare bedrooms and I spent a couple of hours in there, working up a good sweat before heading out and working on my tan by the pool for a bit. Erika left to go have dinner with a friend from work who was having troubles with her husband, and I made myself a big pan of risotto and stuffed myself before passing out.

      When I woke Monday morning the sun had barely risen, but Erika was already up and moving about the house. I found her in workout clothes in the kitchen, getting ready to go on a run.

      “You’ll swing by the office this morning and get that paperwork to Renata, right?” she asked as she was fitting in her earbuds.

      “I don’t know where Renata’s offices are,” I said, and my mom handed me a business card she’d set on the counter.

      “You can’t miss her office building, it’s the tallest one on the block and it’s all glass. Her office is on the top floor. She’ll be expecting you.” Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she went on. “Just make sure you don’t screw anything up. Renata’s a sweetheart when she’s off the clock, but at work I hear she can be tough as nails.”

      “I think I can handle it,” I said, chuckling.

      “Let me know when you’re done, and I’ll meet you for lunch somewhere. Or you can come by the shop. I know Sophia wouldn’t mind seeing you again.”

      I rolled my eyes and Erika laughed. “What, you don’t like her? She’s the prettiest girl who works for me.”

      “I’m sure she’s great at selling clothes,” I said, “but girls like that are more interested in status and wealth than they are in me. I grew up around a hundred Sophias.”

      “I forget how wise you are sometimes.” I couldn’t tell from her tone if she was joking or not.

      “Besides, isn’t it some kind of HR violation to set up your employee with your son?”

      “Former son,” Erika winked as she stretched her legs, bending low and taunting me with that perfect ass as I sipped my coffee and struggled to silence my groan. “But I suppose you’re right. I’d hate to turn into another ‘Me Too’ media feeding frenzy. Your father would have a field day with that.”

      “I don’t think that would ever happen,” I smiled. “Fine, I’ll swing by after I’m done at Renata’s. I don’t have anything else going on today and I wanted to stop at that kitchen supply store and check out a few things.”

      “Perfect,” Erika said, popping up and flashing me a cheerful grin, her dark ponytail bouncing as she threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tight.

      My stepmom had often hugged me like this before heading off to work when I was younger. It had been one of the highlights of my day, but only because it was so rare for me to receive affection. But there was an added dimension of awkwardness for me now, as Erika’s breasts, encased in her sports bra, smashed together and pressed up against my chest and neck as she pulled me in tight. My arms circled her shoulders, and I hugged her back, firm and secure, both of us drawing in deep breaths as the embrace extended for one long second, then another.

      My head filled with the smell of her herbal shampoo, and for one delicious second I felt her hips brush my crotch. My semi-hard manhood brushed up against her thigh and Erika suddenly released me and jumped back as if scalded, her eyes wide and small spots of red dotting her cheeks.

      “Right…see you later!”

      She spun around and was out the door, jogging down the walkway before I could say anything. But the image of her expression as her eyes held mine would stay with me the rest of the day, just as her shy glances from the day before had carried me through the night.

      The offices for the car business were in the corporate district. There were several girls going busily about their day when I arrived and her assistant Mary, a no-nonsense woman with hips so wide I wondered how she could make it through doorways, handed me a large manila envelope that was sitting on her desk.

      “Here you are. I told Mrs. Erika I could handle the delivery so she could be certain it was handled properly.”

      The woman’s thin mouth was turned down in a frown of disapproval as I slipped the envelope under my arm and twirled my keys around one finger.

      “You don’t trust me to get it done?” I asked with what I hoped was a winning grin.

      Her disapproval piqued my interest, and I saw it as a worthy challenge for my growing charm. Remembering Julia’s words, I locked eyes with the woman, pushing my feelings up as I noticed those traits about her that were most beautiful.

      Her hair was black and thick, cascading down her shoulders in delightful waves and loose curls. It was clear the hair had been dyed to hide the gray, but it only highlighted her pale complexion and large dark eyes. Mary was a good bit older than Erika, with slight crow’s feet around her eyes, and her body had softened considerably, but her breasts still looked just as plump and firm as they had when I first met her as a boy.

      “Mary, I’m not the same bratty kid who used to steal post-it notes from your desk and cover your computer and keyboard with them. You can trust me. I love Erika just as much as you do…perhaps more.”

      “Just see that you get it there,” the woman said. Her lips were still turned down in a frown, but I saw a softening around her eyes as she turned back to her computer screen. “And don’t let that bastard father of yours upset Mrs. Erika anymore. She’s had a hard enough couple of years.”

      “I won’t let anyone hurt her,” I said, far too fiercely.

      It caused Mary to turn back and regard me with a raised eyebrow and a thoughtful expression. Feeling a spike of embarrassment, I turned to go, but her next words froze me in place with my hand on the doorknob.

      “She cried herself to sleep every night for a month after you left…if you really love her, don’t ever do that to her again.” The words were delivered so softly and in such a serious tone that it drew my head around to meet her eyes. “Date or marry whoever you want, but don’t take love out of that wonderful woman’s life ever again. I’ve worked for Mrs. Erika fifteen years now. Long before she met that piche—long before she met your father. She was never as happy or as miserable as she was when she was with him…do you understand me?”

      “Maybe,” I said, but she seemed to be dancing around the subject and my brain hurt as I tried to make sense of it.

      “No…you don’t…but you will. You’re a good boy. Now get on with you. Mrs. Renata is expecting those before noon.” There was decidedly more warmth in the woman’s face now than before, though I had no idea what had changed.

      Trying to put the odd exchange out of my head, I drove across town, following my phone’s directions. Mary’s words kept tumbling over and over in my head, as did my conversation with Erika about my future and what I really wanted to do with my life. If I let my desire to live in opposition to my father dictate my actions, then I was headed for a life of misery, plagued by the same issues over and over again. It was more important to do something because you wanted to, not to spite someone else. Wasn’t it?

      Arriving at the tall glass building with “Corningstone, & Associates” stenciled across the top, I couldn’t shake the troubled feeling as I parked the Mustang in a covered lot and made my way to the main entrance. The lobby was massive and open aired, with a pond in the middle with goldfish swimming amongst lily pads and colorful flowers, and a living wall of greenery behind the reception counter.

      The receptionist was expecting me, handing me a lanyard to wear and making me sign into a digital guest book on their iPad system. The elevators were glass and faced inwards, affording a breathtaking view of the offices and the gardens dotted around the building as it ascended to Renata’s office on the top floor. Green ferns and tropical plants grew everywhere, not uncommon in Miami, but a little surprising for high-powered lawyers.

      I stepped out of the elevator and felt three dozen eyeballs fixate on me. I’d never felt so exposed and naked as I did walking down the line of heavy oak desks. Everywhere I looked were women, in all shapes, sizes and colors. Attorneys, assistants, clients, it seemed that there wasn’t a single man besides myself on the whole floor, and conversations died to silence as all eyes turned to me.
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      A squat woman with an angry frown on her face sprang to her feet and began marching forward, her mouth open as she readied a harangue for me. I could see grins of amusement breaking out on the more senior lawyers’ faces and some even whispered to their clients as the woman strode purposefully forward to deal with the intruder.

      She was intercepted by a slender young woman with her dark hair pulled back into a severe bun and a pair of thick glasses perched on her dainty nose.

      “Just a moment, Hilda. Forgive me, sir, but were you sent by Erika? Are those the financials for her divorce?”

      “Yes,” I said, and the slender little woman took me by the wrist and began hauling me forward towards a set of curving steps leading up. “I’m supposed to—”

      “Renata is expecting you,” she said, turning to the angry woman and waving a placating hand. “Evan will be coming and going many times over the summer, Hilda. While Renata handles her best friend’s divorce, she asks that her associates understand this one exception.”

      “Hmph. So long as he minds his manners and leaves our clients alone. The mere sight of a man is highly triggering to a lot of them,” Hilda said, not losing her frown.

      “Oh, I wouldn’t mind more men who looked like that,” said the woman sitting at Hilda’s desk. She had a handkerchief in her hand and looked like she had recently been crying, but now her eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked me up and down. “Tell me boy, do you deliver packages…to anyone?”

      There were a few shocked laughs from around the room and Hilda spun on her client.

      “Ms. Fiorello, I apologize for the intrusion—” She fell silent as the older woman stood, waving a hand bedecked in more diamonds than I’d ever seen in my life.

      “Hilda, you’re a brilliant lawyer, and you should know when to shut up.” The woman’s eyes, nearly purple they were such a dark blue, traveled up my body from toes to head so slowly I couldn’t help feeling like a piece of meat – a not entirely uncomfortable feeling that I found I was getting used to. “Mhmm, mhmm, mhmm, this Erika sure knows how to pick ’em. Is she your new sugar momma, boy? What’s she paying you? I’ll quadruple it and you’ll never feel a tighter pair of lips on that young cock in your life.”

      “Mia!” Hilda said with a shocked gasp, and the titters grew louder around the room as I felt even more eyes sizing me up, from women wearing nearly as much jewelry as Ms. Fiorello.

      “Well, boy?” The dark-eyed woman asked, her eyes filled with lusty promise as she ignored her angry lawyer, “What do you say?”

      “What’s going on?” The words were soft but hard as steel as they cut across the room, drawing all eyes to the head of the curving staircase.

      There stood Renata Corningstone, with all the poise and presence of a woman who’d argued successfully before the Supreme Court. I’d never seen a colder or more remote beauty than Renata, nor had I seen this side of her before at my stepmom’s dinner parties and impromptu cocktail hours.

      I’d known she was a powerful attorney with her own practice, but seeing her in complete command of the room inspired me. This was clearly a collection of intelligent, confident, successful women, and their clients were some of the wealthiest and most connected women in Florida, if not the entire east coast, but they held the woman standing above them is such esteem that just three words from her cast a deathly silence over the cavernous room.

      “I know I didn’t hear a client of Corningstone & Associates propose an illicit transaction to this young man…we would never be representing a woman that unwise.”

      “Never, Renata!” Ms. Fiorello said, her skin a sickly green as she smiled obsequiously up at the taller woman. “I was merely discombobulated by your handsome young friend here…Evan, was it?”

      “Yes,” I said, all too aware of the woman’s predatory eyes as they fell upon me.

      “This way, Evan,” Renata said, motioning up the stairs behind her as she turned to her young assistant. “Ellie, hold all my calls for the next several hours. Evan will be helping me cross reference the files.”

      “Surely one of the junior associates can handle that, ma’am,” the assistant said breathlessly. I saw Hilda pull her client back to her desk and shoot daggers at me under her lashes, while the older woman bit one nail and allowed herself to be led away while gazing at me over one shoulder.

      “I made my friend a promise,” Renata said, her eyes finding mine as her expression tightened, “and I have to see it through. Besides, it’s been far too long since I’ve prosecuted a case myself. Come along, Evan, I expect you to prove your worth today, or you’ll never be permitted on the premises again.”

      I had no idea what the woman was talking about and wanted to say something, anything, to relieve the tension building in the room, but with several dozen eyes either glaring at me or eyeballing me like a pack of perverted uncles after a few too many glasses of scotch, no words came to mind.

      Holding my head high, I approached and mounted the steps, feeling like I was in the classic dream where you show up to class naked. Renata’s black eyes and smooth features revealed nothing as she turned and walked before me, her tall black Louboutin heels clicking on the stairs as the sounds of the office started back up.

      Trying to mind my manners, I did my best to keep my eyes averted from the woman’s long slender legs as they pressed against her silky slacks. Nor did I allow my eyes to travel up to the firm little ass peeking from beneath her short black suit jacket. Her long, straight black hair was tied back in a no-nonsense ponytail, the ends highlighted in chunks of silver that matched the trim of her spectacles.

      At the top of the curving staircase was a small office and landing. There were more plants sitting in pots, and before the large window was a collection of orchids in all the colors of the rainbow. Renata’s assistant’s desk looked bigger than that of most CEO’s, with an iMac and glass everything, but it was the imposing double doors to the office belonging to the woman herself that really drew my gaze.

      Worked into the heavy black oak were designs of naked women in artful poses. The carvings were in such great detail that I thought I could see sweat beaded on one lovely young woman’s taut stomach as she arched back.

      “Don’t stare, it’s rude,” Renata said, pulling open one of the heavy doors and ushering me inside. “Julia said she was teaching you some manners, but it seems you’re still lacking in worldliness. But I’m sure Zoe will fix that, even if Erika can’t.”

      “Wh-what are you talking about?” I asked, but the woman just tsked and shooed me into her office, pulling the heavy door closed behind her with a dull thud.

      The room comprised a full third of the top floor of the building. The entire far wall was solid glass, affording a breathtaking and completely unobstructed view of the bay and ocean beyond. There was a large sitting area with a bar off to one side, and a conference table on the other, but the most dominant feature in the room was Renata’s mammoth desk that stood in the center of the room, black and imposing.

      “Julia informed me you would be open to our arrangement, but I remain unconvinced.” I turned to regard the woman as she walked past me briskly, taking the envelope from my hands and tossing it on her desk as she made her way over to the bar. “You must understand with my practice, discretion is a must. I have a reputation to maintain, and no one knows what you’re here for.”

      “I’m beginning to think even I don’t know what I’m here for,” I said, and even though the woman’s expression never broke, I thought I saw a softening around the edges when she caught my smile.

      Perhaps she’s not an iceberg after all, I thought to myself as she fixed two drinks. I was surprised to see her pour healthy measures of an expensive scotch into two tumblers and drop a square ice cube in each before indicating one of the comfortable leather chairs in the sitting area.

      “Have a seat while I brief you on what I envision.”

      Curious, I took the glass from the woman’s hand, feeling a little spark pass between our fingers when they made contact. The butterflies were suddenly awake in my guts as I took my seat and the tall, elegant woman began pacing as she took deep sips from her glass of whiskey.

      “I don’t think Erika is aware of my…situation, and I trust you’ll keep this in confidence.” She shot me a firm stare, holding it expectantly until I nodded. Taking a quick sip of the scotch, it was deliciously smooth, but I set the glass aside, wanting to keep my head.

      “I’ve managed to keep this part of my life a secret up until recently, when Julia unexpectedly discovered my leather hood. As you can imagine, it has been nearly impossible for me to find discreet and trustworthy partners to explore with, but she promised to keep my secret and find me someone. She is a good friend.” Renata was pacing back and forth, staring at the thick rug, her hands clasped behind her back. When she glanced up to see if I was following, she caught the confusion on my face and blinked.

      “Apologies, I have not been clear, and I made Julia promise not to say anything before you arrived. I propose hiring you to help me explore bondage and other fetish play.”

      Her oddly formal manner of speaking had made it hard to follow up till now, but the mention of bondage and fetish play caused me to sit up straighter and take another small sip from my scotch.

      “I see, this interests you?” She asked, relaxing slightly when I nodded quickly. “That is a relief. But you shouldn’t agree to anything until you’ve heard all the terms of the agreement. Never sign anything before you read it, and all that.”

      I took the advice to heart, recognizing this woman had boundless skills, talents and knowledge that I could learn from. She was a boss, and one that commanded oceans of respect from those beneath her. I’d do well to learn everything I could from her, no matter what I chose to do with my life.

      “Why did you bring me to your office to propose this?” I asked.

      That’s when I saw the first signs of real vulnerability and expression on Renata’s fine features. She licked her lips as she looked around the room and came over to take a seat across from me and crossing her legs one over the other in an elegant motion.

      “My home is my sanctuary. None may enter it. Neither Julia, Erika, nor Stella have ever come in, let alone a lover.” When she said the word lover, her lips caressed the word, and I found myself shifting on my seat. I was suddenly aware of how sensual her small mouth was as she gazed around the room, biting her bottom lip with a thoughtful expression. “In this place I am uncontested. My power and authority are supreme, you understand? With the one man I was lucky enough to call Master, we met in hotel rooms, but they were always set up like this office…so I could lose all control…in the place where I can never lose it…” A shudder passed through the slender woman and she looked like she was savoring something delicious as she closed her eyes. “It makes me weak and wet just to imagine.”

      Her eyes sharpened like daggers as they found mine, and her expression grew cold again. I was suddenly reminded of where I was and just how much trouble she could cause me if she wanted to.

      “Nothing is to leave the confines of these walls, do you understand?” There was no desperation or fear in her voice, but I thought I detected faint hints of both around the edges of her expression and in the way she gripped her scotch glass in white-knuckled fingers. “Not only my reputation, but my practice and the livelihoods of all those wonderful women downstairs could be ruined simply because of my indulgence.” She tossed back the rest of the scotch and stood, drawing in a ragged breath as she glared down at me. “Julia’s right, though. If I can’t find some pleasure in this world, then what’s the point? This…need has driven me crazy for long enough and if I don’t take matters into my own hands then I might do something even more rash in a moment of weakness. Something unsafe.”

      Those last two words were the most vulnerable and open Renata had been with me, and it shook me deeply to have had the normally cold and remote woman share so much so fast with me.

      “Is this something you think you can handle?”

      I took a second to think it over, weighing things from every angle, then asked, “What exactly is it you’re looking for?”
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      Renata offered me her first smile and walked over to the nearest wall. Pulling aside a scenic painting on hinges, she revealed a hidden safe with a digital lock. Pressing her index finger to the display, the lock released with a hiss of pressurized air, and the door swung outwards.

      There was a small file cabinet in the bottom of the safe, and above that a small shelf with a pistol and two loaded magazines. I blinked at the gun, but the woman didn’t give it a second look as she reached for an upper shelf and pulled down a manila folder and a large stack of hundred-dollar bills wrapped in a paper sleeve.

      “You’ll find a contract, an NDA, and on top, a list of my hard limits.”

      She brought the folder to me and I flicked it open, seeing a page covered in elegant handwriting. Looking up with a raised eyebrow, I caught a hint of blush on Renata’s features as she turned and grabbed her glass, heading back to the bar to refill it.

      Perusing the sheet, I saw a list titled Do Not, with several items written beneath it.

      Do Not:

      Tear out hair on my head.

      Leave marks above the neck or on exposed skin.

      Keep me immobile for more than 3 hours.

      …

      It went on for half a page and had a large note at the bottom with Renata’s safe word: Bubblegum. Besides the list there was a detailed paragraph where she went into the experience she wished to have:

      “I am a woman who prides herself on being in control and find that power pools around me, whether I want it to or not. Perhaps because of this, or other more internal motivations, my inner self seeks to relinquish that control and offer it up to a trusted partner. It is in service and submission I find meaning, and in pain, the pathway to pleasure.

      “Today will be a trial run, and if all goes well, then I would humbly ask that You collar me, and keep me as Your slave, to do with as You wish. I further ask, if that becomes O/our dynamic, that once a week You promise to put me in my place, as I crave being dominated.”

      I read the letter over two more times before glancing back up at Renata. The tall woman stood near the massive window, staring out at the bay with an expressionless face. She’d clearly said all she wanted to for now.

      Flipping the top sheet over, I scanned the next couple of documents and saw they were as she’d said, a simple contract spelling out the terms of our arrangement: no less than once every two weeks for the coming 3 months, should we decide to proceed, and a Non-Disclosure Agreement that made it clear I would see myself bankrupt and possibly imprisoned if I disclosed the nature of our arrangement to anyone not approved by Renata.

      The prospect of dominating a woman had never crossed my mind, and I wasn’t sure where to begin, but one of the things I had taken away from my encounters with Julia and Stella was that showing my ignorance wouldn’t win me any favors in this situation. Most women needed to feel a man was in control, Julia had taught me, and some craved it on a deeper level, as I was seeing with Renata.

      Standing, I walked over to her desk and found a fountain pen sitting in an ink well. Plucking the ornate pen free I scratched out a signature on both documents and heard the tall woman turn back to return to the bar, her eyes flickering over to me then back down to the floor.

      “You will stop right where you are.”

      I said it simply, calmly, but Renata froze as if I’d shouted it, her eyes pressed closed and her foot set down in mid-step. Closing the manila folder, I walked back over to the safe which was still open and, standing in front of it, turned to regard the stiff woman.

      “I assume every secret you wish kept is in here?” Her eyes flashed open, and I saw a heat enter them I’d never seen in her expression before as she nodded quickly. “Good.”

      I lay the folder back down on the shelf and ran my fingers over the file cabinet, watching Renata’s chest rise and fall heavily. Reaching to the back of the lower shelf, I felt heavy leather material and pulled it free, holding it up before my face.

      It took a second to puzzle out that it was an eyeless hood, with a hard ring of plastic worked into the mouth hole.

      “The body suit is—”

      The woman snapped her jaw closed with a click of teeth when I snapped my head over and glared at her.

      “I didn’t say you could speak, slave.”

      Dropping the hood to the floor I strolled over, seeing a shiver of fear or pleasure, I couldn’t be sure which, sweep over the tall woman. She never moved from her place though as I reached up and snatched the back of her ponytail and shoved her head down, so she stood bent over at the waist awkwardly.

      “Didn’t I order you to stop right where you were? Answer me.”

      “Yes, sir!” Her desperate hiss was so unlike the poised and professional woman I had met earlier, I felt my cock plump up in my pants.

      “Not even a minute in and you’re already proving to be fucking worthless,” I growled. I wasn’t actually angry, but reading the cues from Renata, I saw the effect my words had on her. She sagged in my grip, her knees growing so weak she nearly fell. The room was already filled with her womanly aroma.

      “Yes, sir, I am, sir. I’m a worthless whore, sir. Please punish your filthy slut, sir. Please show her what she’s good for.”

      “Hmm, we’ll see if you really are good for anything,” I said, allowing a skeptical note of derision enter my voice and letting her sag to the floor, her knees hitting the cold tile as I reached down to grip her chin in two fingers and tilt her head back up to look me in the eye. “Do you have a change of clothes, whore?”

      She nodded, or tried to, but I held her in place and she whimpered before hissing out a, “Yesss, sir…. closet…near the bathroom.”

      I followed her gaze and saw two doorways nearly hidden in the office’s wood paneling. Letting a cruel smile work its way onto my lips, I dragged my hand down her chin, my fingers pulling on her lips and then gripping her neck firmly before slipping down and inside the top of her expensive bra.

      Renata gasped as my fingers found one hard nipple and gave it a firm tweak, twisting her shirt and bra around. Then I pressed her cheek down to the cold tile and reaching back, lay the full force of a firm slap across the woman’s tight little ass.

      “Count it out, whore.”

      “One, sir! Ngnnnnnnn.”

      Renata’s whimper matched the flex of her hips as I drew my hand away, a wet spot forming through her pants at the base of her ass as she presented it towards the massive window. As my hand came down again, I marveled at the situation I was in. It was nothing I’d been expecting, but I would eagerly jump at the opportunity.

      “Two, sir!” Renata continued to scream out the count as my hand came down on her ass hard three more times.

      The last slap, I let my fingers explore her firm cheeks, even dipping down to slide two fingers over the wetness dampening her pants and enjoying the whimper of pleasure from the woman. Gripping her ponytail, I hauled her up to her knees once more and stepped around in front of her.

      Renata knelt before the window, with the entire city and bay stretching out behind her. Her cheeks were flush and her pupils wide and dilated with arousal. Reaching down, I plucked the glasses from her face and folding them carefully I set them on her desk and stepped back in front of her.

      Pushing her jacket down, I held her arms behind her back. Rising slowly, I dragged my nose and lips up the side of her neck and face, taking in her scent and enjoying the shiver that passed through her as I ran my tongue over her lips like she was my property. Rising, I loosened my belt, my heart racing as I contemplated what I was about to do.

      Renata’s eyes flashed wide when my enormous cock flopped free and she licked her lips in anticipation of what was to come, but I didn’t move forward, or invite her to suck me off like she expected. Instead, I reached down and stroked my cock slowly, drawing it to a stiffness I’d rarely before felt as I gazed down at the elegant woman kneeling before.

      “You’re a beautiful woman, slave,” I breathed as my hand continued its ministration, the woman’s eyes locked on the winking tip as it grew darker and darker with blood. “I’ve always thought you had the face of an angel…even if you refused to smile…mhmm…don’t you dare move…”
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      Renata sat there frozen. Her ragged, heavy breath was the only sign of movement in her entire body as she watched me stroke my cock with wide eyes. Feeling my pleasure grow I stepped forward and ran the tip of my cock across her lips, daring her to move, but the woman didn’t budge an inch. I trailed a wet line of pre-cum across one pale check and heard a quiet whimper of pleasure escape her throat.

      My balls were tightening as I hefted up my cock and then let it slap down on her face. Renata swooned, swaying gently but mastering herself quickly as her fingers bunched in her pants. The look that passed over her face as I dragged my heavy cock down it was one of absolute euphoria.

      “You haven’t earned the right to taste it yet,” I growled, my toes curling as the pleasure crested in me. “Just wear it like the whore that you are.”

      “Yes, sir!” Renata breathed, her jaw dropping and mouth opening wide, despite what I’d said, as the first thick spurt of my cum shot forth across her face.

      The second and third bursts arched to the side as I grunted in pleasure, unable to aim them properly, but I made sure that the next two coated the beautiful woman’s face. Thick drops spattered onto her hair and eyelashes but she kept her eyes open and locked on me, never moving besides the tongue that swirled the bits of my cum that had landed in her mouth.

      Panting, I grinned at what I’d done and stepped back. Renata remained immobile on her knees, her face a mess of pearlescent cum. As I took up the mask and approached her, I saw the woman’s hips convulse and a sigh of pleasure — or was it acceptance? — escaped her as I unzipped the back.

      “I have you for three more hours, slave?”

      Renata nodded quickly. “Yes, sir. I have an appointment I can’t miss after that and need at least twenty minutes to make myself presentable.”

      “Until then, you will wear this over my cum. Feeling it against your skin and filling your every breath with my scent as you serve me.”

      “Yessss, sir,” Renata said, her eyes sparkling with suppressed joy as I slipped the tight hood over her head, tucking her hair underneath it.

      The hood wasn’t eyeless as I’d first assumed. Instead, the eye sockets were covered in a thick mesh, giving the wearer only a dim view of the world. The plastic ring fit around her lips, locking her mouth open into a small ‘O’ that tempted my throbbing cock.

      As I pulled down the zipper and locked it in place, I felt an odd weight settle over my shoulders. I realized there was tremendous responsibility in the role I was undertaking, and I couldn’t let myself lose control or give in to my own desire too much.

      All of this had to be about Renata.

      With that thought in the forefront of my mind, I set about providing an experience for the powerful attorney that would satisfy her needs.

      Renata directed to me to her desk, and I unlocked a bottom drawer, pulling free the suit she’d mentioned and a set of soft leather cuffs for both ankles and wrists with a short rope that could be attached between them. When I got back the woman was breathing so heavily, I worried she might pass out from hyper-ventilation, but she calmed down as I dropped the items on the ground before her.

      “We won’t be interrupted, correct?”

      “Ellie was given very clear instructions,” Renata said, her voice faint and soft as I plucked a pair of steel scissors from her desk. She watched the gleaming metal approach, and I thought I detected a slight shiver of orgasm as the cold steel touched her flesh.

      Working swiftly and precisely, I cut the expensive pantsuit from her body, cutting free her underwear at the same time as the sharp scissors slid across her smooth skin, slicing through the material like paper.

      When the rags fell away from her, they revealed a body of breathtaking beauty. Renata was a woman who obviously took great pains to stay in shape and eat right.

      Her breasts were high and firm, standing out proudly from her slender frame. The smooth sweep of her slender stomach let down to a nearly-trimmed sex, a single line of hair marching up from bald lips. I took long seconds to savor the muscled and toned legs I’d tried not to look at earlier as I stood the woman up, naked but for the hood and her sky-high heels. The room was warm, but the woman shivered, and goose pimples popped out on the skin as I ran gentle fingers down them.

      “Turn and face the window.”

      The words were barely past my lips before she spun in place, the early afternoon light illuminating her. I couldn’t see her expression under the hood, but her tongue trembled in her open mouth.

      I pulled her wrists roughly behind her back, fastening the cuffs in place and locking them together, then put the ankle cuffs on as well but left them free. Then I slowly disrobed behind her.

      Renata could just make out my reflection in the glass and I saw a shiver pass through her body as my shirt fell to the floor. I felt confident and in control as I moved up behind Renata and pushed her up against the cold glass, my thick, semi-hard cock pressed between her tight cheeks.

      “I recently got to feel how tight and wonderful an ass feels around my thick dick…I wonder how tight this little butthole is…” Renata didn’t move, but I felt her breath catch, and heard a faint whimper escape through her puckered lips. “But first it needs a little stretching out.”

      “Nggghhh!”

      Renata somehow managed to stifle her gasped groan as I pushed the small butt-plug I’d found in her desk into her tight little ass. It didn’t take much force to get the pink rubber bulb past her tight ring, but the shock of it left her thighs trembling and a line of wetness dripping down her thigh.

      “What was that?” I asked, my tone dangerous.

      “Nothing, sir,” Renata gasped awkwardly around her puckered lips, making if sound more like ‘nughing nugh’, before nodding and saying, “Thank you…sir.”

      “Hmm, you might become a worthy slave after all,” I said, giving her tight cheeks a firm slap and pressing her harder against the cold glass. “Is that pussy juice leaking down your legs?”

      “Yes, sir.” Renata said, nodding slightly.

      “I suppose I should let you cum once, just to get it out of the way. You’re going to have to earn the next one, though.”

      Renata didn’t say anything, but I felt her whole body tensing up in anticipation as I angled the head of my cock down and pressed it to the quivering lips of her dripping pussy.

      Reaching up, I unclipped her wrists. She was pressed up against the window, naked and on display for the whole world to see.

      “You will show me how you make yourself cum,” I said, careful to keep my tone firm and in command. “You will have twenty seconds to get yourself off with one hand and if you beg me nicely, I’ll even let you feel my dick inside you when you cum.”

      “Oh, please, sir, please can I feel your huge, beautiful dick inside me? I will cum so hard for you, so fast! I need it so bad, oh god please let me feel that hot, hard young cock! Please, sir, oh please, pretty pretty please, I beg you! I’ll do anything! Anything!”

      “Anything?” I asked, raising an eyebrow dangerously as my dick pressed against her wet lips, like a battering ram preparing to attack the castle gates.

      “Anything!”

      “And if I want to see this slutty face buried between another woman’s thighs?” The words sprang into my mind and over my lips as I remembered Stella’s whispered confession from the other night.

      Renata didn’t hesitate for a second before nodding, her words unclear with her puckered lips but clear enough to make out. “Yes, anything! I’ll seduce Erika or Stella if you want! Anything, just please ohhhhhhh goooooddddd, yessssss!”

      “Good girl,” I whispered in the woman’s ear as I pushed into her shockingly tight sex, “You may cum for me. And cum hard…because it will be your last for a while.”

      “Oh, god, thank you…. MaAASTERRR!!”
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      Hearing the title ripped from her throat put a smile on my lips and made it easier to hold myself in place, the woman sandwiched between me and the thick glass. My cock spit-roasted her as she worked at her pussy with one hand, the fingers swirling her clit in hard and quick little circles. True to her word, it only took seconds before a guttural groan escaped her open mouth and I felt her sex tighten and throb around my cock.

      “I hope you enjoyed that,” I whispered in her ear, holding her close as she shook in the throes of a powerful orgasm, her entire body convulsing. The only thing holding her up was my pressing her against the window and my rock-hard cock filling her pussy. “Because your other hand didn’t stay in place, and that means you’re going to have to be punished.”

      Renata gasped again, her pussy flexing even more tightly around my cock as her orgasm stretched out. Then she fell to her knees as I stepped back and twisted her head. She was moving, tongue reaching out before I even stepped forward again, ready to take her punishment. Hands once again behind her back, she knelt and offered up her puckered mouth to be fucked by my cum-slicked cock, juices draining down her thighs as the dick she’d watched shoot across her face finally invaded her fiery mouth.

      It was almost as if she’d designed the hood for me, as the hole for her mouth was the perfect diameter for my dick to slip through as her tongue swirled around the head. Renata gave herself over to me, her shoulders relaxing and a blissful lassitude spreading through her body, as I began slowly fucking her face.

      The sight of my cock sliding in and out of Renata’s puckered lips was sexy enough, but with the view of the city stretching behind her it was doubly incredible. Her small, firm breasts shook with every thrust of my dick into her hot mouth, and her guttural moans of pleasure filled the office along with the wet sounds from the back of her throat.

      Renata wasn’t as skilled as Julia, nor as wickedly enthusiastic as Stella, but there was something completely intoxicating about manhandling her sexy body. I felt more powerful and in control than I ever had as I gripped the back of the leather hood tightly and drove my rock-hard dick down her tight throat.

      My orgasm was approaching but with a control I never knew I had, I held off, pulling out of her mouth and slapping her mask-covered face with my heavy slab of meat. Renata gasped when my dick struck her and thrust her chest and face farther forward as I slapped my cock against her other cheek, and a whimper of pleasure escaped her throat.

      Reaching down, I pinched one firm little nipple hard, loving how the pale pink flesh darkened and Renata’s hips shook. Her tongue reached out of her puckered mouth, seeking the head of my cock nearby and I indulged her, shoving my dick back into her mouth roughly and fucking it hard with quick thrusts.

      “Gluck! Gluck! Gluck! HHNNGHGGHNN!”

      “Swallow it all,” I roared.

      “NGggh!”

      Renata drove forward, and I watched the woman’s throat bulge and stretch as she stuffed the fat head of my cock down it. And then I came again. The pleasure made me weak in the knees and I had to reach out and put a hand on the window to steady myself as my balls unloaded another huge, thick load, this time straight into the woman’s belly.

      “Mhmm, that was…adequate,” I said, stepping back from the kneeling woman, panting  while her chest heaved, drool and cum coating the front of her body. “I’m not done painting you with my cum, so get to work, slave.”

      “Yes, sir,” she huffed, the words coming out nearly unintelligible as she fell forward onto my cock, once more inhaling it into her mouth. This time her tongue swirled the soft tip, still sensitive from cumming, and her mouth suckled it awake.

      I felt confident in our growing connection. Turning, I spotted a small statue in the corner, near the window. It was an elegant working of a woman standing on tiptoes, balanced with her hands arched above her head in a dancer’s pose. The statue was beside one of the chairs and stood no higher than my waist.

      Seeing the statue’s hands cupped around one another gave me an idea. I stared down at Renata as she suckled my cock hard again, her movements becoming more and more frantic as her need to be punished and pleasured grew with every second. Kneeling on the cold tile was its own kind of torture, I reflected, but I had something more ingenious planned.

      “Are you ready for your punishment, slave?”

      “Nghhh. Yesss…sir.”

      “As you should be,” I said, stepping over to her desk and pulling a short, thick dildo out of the drawer.

      Reaching down, I gripped Renata’s throat and hauled her to her feet. I could sense her confusion as I marched her over to the corner until she saw me stuff the bottom end of the dildo into the statue’s cupped hands. The woman let out a shocked gasp when she realized what I was doing and let me manhandle her forward, body trembling against me until she stood facing the window with the fat dildo invading her pussy.

      “You will stay in place while I mark this tight little ass of yours.” Reaching up, I snatched the back of her hood, turning her head so she was forced to look in my eyes through the mesh. “Don’t you dare cum without permission, or I will walk out of here now, and never bother training your worthless ass again.”

      “Yes, sir!”

      “Hmph,” I let my frown linger before releasing her head and stepping back to enjoy my handiwork and the view.

      Renata stood impaled on the dildo. I could see the muscles of her legs trembling, but they didn’t seem overworked, and tiny beads of sweat were breaking out on her thighs and back. The woman’s nipples here hard little diamonds on her firm breasts and if the twitching of her tongue was any indication, she was I the throes of blissful agony as she hovered on the brink of orgasm.

      Reaching up, I unclipped the o-ring from her lips, then I took up my belt and gave the leather a loud snap, which caused Renata to tremble even more. When the first strike hit her firm ass cheeks, she let out a scream of pleasure that echoed around the office, before announcing the count in a shaky voice.

      “One…master!”

      “You call me master now?” I asked, just before the second blow landed on her ass, leaving a red stripe across the first.

      “Two, master! Yes…oh god, may I speak freely, master?”

      “You may,” I growled in her ear, running a hand up her slender belly to cup one firm breast as she shuddered, legs shivering as she struggled to stay in place on the dildo.

      “Please be my master, please! I need this so badly, oh my god you have no idea how much I need this.” Renata broke down a little, the emotion too much for her, and I held her tight against my naked chest, letting the emotion shake itself out of her. When she was recovered, and blinking away the moisture in her eyes, she smiled up at me tremulously. “Now I see what Julia meant. In ten minutes, you’ve made me feel more like the woman I need to be, than I have in the last twenty years.”

      “Good,” I said, holding her for another long second before slowly releasing her and letting the hardness return to my voice and face. “Now back to the count.”

      “Yes, master,” Renata said meekly, before licking her lips and stiffening her posture again.

      SMACK!

      “Three, master!”

      The woman kept up her count, though I could see the strain on her face growing the more her cheeks reddened. When I let the leather belt slap across the backs of her thighs, Renata shook and bit her bottom lip, the count hissing out of her teeth.

      “Six, master, oh please can I cum, master, I’m about to explode!”

      “Not yet,” I said, waiting a long second before letting the belt pepper her ass three more times in quick succession.

      “Seven! Eight! Nine!”

      Then I whispered low in her ear.

      “Cum for me, slave.”

      “TEN MASTER OHH FUUUUUCCCKKKK NGGHHH!”

      Renata’s entire body was locked up as she shook in orgasm, her cream dripping down the dildo and coating the statue’s hands. When I pushed her, flicking the dildo free, she stumbled onto her hands and knees and I pounced on her, my dick driving down into her dripping pussy.

      “Keep cumming whore, I want to feel this tight pussy pulsing around my cock as I cum deep inside you.” Renata grunted and panted, her ass pushing back against me as I gripped her slender hips and driving hard and deep into her as we met in loud slaps of ass against hips.

      “Yes! Take me, Master! Make me yours!”

      I growled in desire as I hunched over her back, one hand exploring her slender torso and cupping her firm tits while the other gripped her hard, right at the juncture of hip and thigh, as I fucked down into her like an animal in heat. The need was powerful in me, but more than that, I sensed how much Renata needed it as her body convulsed in the throes of endless orgasms.

      “Are you mine?”

      “Yes!” The woman said, “All yours…body…soul…nghh fuck!...Too much…it’s too much!”

      ‘Then say it,” I growled. “Say your safe word and escape the torment. Or shut up and fuck me, slave.”

      “YESSSSSS!”

      Renata almost cracked my forehead when she threw her head back, crawling across the floor until she was again pressed against the window, the city and bay stretching below us as her face in the reflection twisted into a grinning snarl as she began fucking back against me so hard I had to brace myself and hold on tight.

      She became a writhing animal beneath me, her strong and leonine form undulating up and down my shaft while her sex gripped me as tightly as that of a woman twenty years younger. The slap of her ass on my crotch, her guttural grunts of pleasure, and the wet squishing sound as her juices oozed out of her, all had me on the edge of orgasm.

      Once more, I staved it off for long seconds as I felt Renata’s body tensing beneath me. When her rhythm gave out, I reached up and slipped a hand around her neck, loving the sight of her eyes flashing wide open, pupils dilating to their fullest.

      “Heaven…heaven…heav…” The words hissed out of her throat, her expression vacant and lost as she flopped beneath me.

      I finally released my control and with a bellowing roar flooded her insides with what felt like gallons of cum. My toes ground into the tile floor and I held myself up by one trembling arm, Renata clutching at me with the other.

      The lanky woman had completely lost control of her limbs, body shaking and shuddering, her eyes rolled back in her head. Gently and carefully I lowered her to the ground. I held her as we lay on the cold tile, in the corner of her office, spent, covered in sweat and our juices for long minutes.

      Renata pushed back against me and rested her head on my shoulder. Stroking her slick, sweaty hair back from her face, I placed a gentle kiss on her brow as she sighed gently. Keeping clear of the red marks on her ass and thighs, I ran soft fingers down her back, as she sighed in complete and utter contentment.
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      “You’re very good at this,” she said, as she picked her head up slowly and blinked in the bright afternoon light, “I have lots of feedback and I’ll be sending you a detailed report by email tonight, but all in all, that was…unexpected.”

      The stiffness of her posture and face was gone, though she was back to showing little emotion as she stood without embarrassment and wiped a glob of my cum off her nose and sucked it off her finger.

      “Let’s shower and get you out of here before Ellie begins to—what the fuck is that?!”

      I was slowly picking myself up from the tile floor when her voice rose an octave. I turned with a start to find her stalking over to the conference table. She bent low, giving me a delightful view of her bald pussy and ass, and snatched up a small silver device.

      “I’ll kill that stupid girl!” she growled in anger as she stalked back to her desk.

      “Renata?” I asked, but she slashed the air with one hand, silencing me with a look as she punched a button on her keyboard.

      Immediately I heard a click from the heavy, black oak doors and let out a strangled yell as I leaped for my pants. I hadn’t quite made it before Ellie rushed into the office with an iPad at the ready in one hand and a stylus in the other.

      “Yes, ma’am, how can I—”

      The woman’s voice instantly silenced when she saw Renata standing there in the nude with my cum still smeared across her cheeks and chin. The tiny assistant didn’t know where to look when she saw me snatch up my slacks and cover my hanging manhood.

      “Is this your voice activated recorder?” Renata asked in an icy voice as she held up the small silver device.

      Ellie gasped and reached for her breast pocket. When she found nothing, her expression turned sickly and green.

      “You’re fired. Box up your things and be gone from the building before security throws you out.”

      “What’s going on?” I asked, stepping forward but still clutching my slacks before my nakedness.

      Ellie didn’t look shocked or surprised, rather a calculating look passed over her face as her eyes scanned the room. When she saw the statue’s hands coated with wetness and a dildo lying nearby, the tiniest hint of a smile began to work its way onto her lips.

      “You can’t fire me. That recorder has evidence of illegal activity.” Ellie’s expression showed she was seizing on what little leverage she had.

      Renata didn’t miss a beat. Turning, she cocked back her arm and hurled the device at the far wall where it smashed into pieces with a terrible crash after hitting a glass shelf. I’d had enough of not knowing what was going on and roared.

      “Slave, you will tell me what the fuck is going on, or I’ll make you suffer while your assistant watches!”

      Ellie blinked, her expression careful as she readjusted her thinking. The young woman eyed Renata with curiosity, but the older attorney didn’t give her the satisfaction of blushing or showing the slightest hint of embarrassment at her nudity.

      “I would humbly ask that you forgive me, Master, but this is a matter of propriety and the law. We specially designed these recorders to activate on voice, giving our associates an advantage in interviews and when dealing with clients. But I have a strict rule that they are never to be brought out and used unless an associate is on a case. This young woman has done so. Not only that, but she left it in my own office. Either she’s a spy for another firm, or she’s a total idiot. I don’t need either of those working for me.”

      “Is that true, Ellie?” I asked. “Are you an idiot, or a spy?”

      Her poker face was terrible.

      “Who owns you, girl?” Renata asked, and even though she was nude, the woman could command the room like none other I’d ever seen. I stored away my observations, my mind spinning as I tried to keep up with everything that was going on.

      “No one owns me,” Ellie said, her back stiffening as she stood straighter.

      “I.T. has access to your personal phone and email, you know. I’ll discover who it is before you’re even out of the building. Just tell me. It’ll be much simpler.” Renata turned, a sneer on her face as she headed towards her computer and I saw the girl’s face crumple and she wrung her hands.

      “It was just supposed to be this one time,” she said, her voice raw with emotion. Renata listened as the girl went on, the tears flowing and heavy racking sobs escaping her in heaves. “I did…a video in college…They were supposed to blur my face…ohh god this is so shameful…”

      She trailed off in silence for a second before drawing in a ragged breath and standing a little straighter, her face haggard and drawn.

      “It was a fetish video…something I was into…am into…” Pressing her eyes tight, she drew in a deep breath but Renata surprised me by crossing her arms and nodding for the girl to continue when she finally opened her eyes. “I got into Princeton no problem. Thought it wouldn’t be an issue, that it was a chapter of my life that was finished. But a week ago someone contacted me…they had an unblurred copy of the file and they told me they’d send it to my dad and mom…that they’d put it up  on the internal servers.”

      “Who contacted you?” Renata asked.

      “He had a gruff voice and said he worked for a single client, other than that I don’t know.”

      “And his instructions to you?”

      “I was supposed to leave that,” she indicated the broken device across the room, “in your office when Erika, or her representative, came to go over her case.”

      Renata and I glanced at one another and though she looked puzzled, I felt a snake of cold anger swirling in my guts. I was sure my dad had something to do with this.

      “What are you doing in the video?” Renata asked.

      “I can’t say,” Ellie whispered, shaking her head. “It’s too shameful.”

      “Ellie, I hope you know I’d never press charges against you,” Renata said, the false sweetness somehow sounding more dangerous than her cold anger a minute before. “But if you aren’t 100% honest with me going forward, forever, then I will bring so many civil cases against you, and every person you ever come to love, that you’ll kill yourself in order to escape the crushing misery of your life. Do you understand me, Ellie?” The girl's face was green, and I wished I could have reached out and given her support, but she deserved every word of this verbal tongue lashing. “Now, speak.”

      “I…I signed up to a website that offered dates to older men in exchange for tuition payments, dinners, rent, things like that. The man who helped me through sophomore year turned me on to daddy fetish roleplay. I got really into it, but he moved back in with his wife and in desperation I signed up for the porn shoot.”

      “For the money?” Renata asked.

      “No…” Ellie’s cheeks turned bright red, an odd contrast to the fading sickly color, and the words began to tumble out in a rush. “I wanted to live in that world again. To hear the words and feel the comfort and experience the power exchange. But it’s a terrible and shameful thing, and I can’t let him release the video, so I…I did what he told me to.”

      “No video will ever reach your parents,” Renata said, walking over to her desk and pulling open a top drawer. Pulling out a pack of cigarettes, she pulled one out and offered it to me, but I waved her off. Meanwhile Ellie took one and they both lit up. It was an odd sight to see the naked, powerful executive, and the clothed, fragile assistant, smoking together in the massive office.

      “I will file an injunction before the courts close, and we have a private security company on retainer that can make sure nothing reaches your parents’ devices.”

      “I don’t…is she still fired?” I asked, pulling on my slacks and trying not to show any embarrassment when Ellie’s eyes fastened on the heavy log of flesh between my legs.

      “I’m not sure. This isn’t something I can entirely overlook…” Renata said, then a thoughtful expression entered her face. “But perhaps it can be used to our advantage. If your father, or his lawyers, want to breach law and etiquette in this case, then why not make use of the double agent?”

      I was completely lost at this point, but Ellie was grinning.

      “Do you still need me?” I asked, glancing around for my shirt and finding it behind one of the chairs.

      “No, Evan,” Renata said, turning to me and offering a rare smile as she stepped close. “I’m sorry but work has come up. You understand. But I need to see you again, and…” she glanced over at Ellie and a sparkle of interest entered her eyes, “about what you said earlier…I might be open to it. But only with women I approve.”

      “Stella?” I asked, one eyebrow raised. Renata twisted, her slender but strong arms tightening around me as she flashed a grin up at me.

      “If Master desires it, and he’s certain to make sure I do a good job…or else…then, yes. Of course.”

      “I want to see it in writing,” I said, laughing when Renata gasped and pinched me on the butt.

      “You’re learning quickly,” Renata said, her stoic expression vanishing and peals of laughter breaking from her.

      Ellie and I stared at one another in shock as Renata laughed, the sound swiftly turning into a grating bray as she began to slap the table.

      “You hear that Ellie? He got me!”

      “You can leave her to me, sir,” Ellie said, taking my elbow and steering me towards the door as Renata continued to laugh as she headed for the hidden bathroom. “I’m sure you have a busy day ahead of you. I will be contacting you for the next…appointment. Mrs. Corningstone is very busy, so I can’t be certain when that will be.”

      Before the young woman rushed me from the room, I hastily put on my shirt, which lay near Renata’s desk, and slipped the stack of hundreds into my pocket. I barely had the last button done up before a firm hand pushed me out the door. The last thing I heard before it slammed shut behind me was a hissed whisper.

      “Speak a word of this to anyone, girl, and I will make sure you go to prison!”

      After taking a few seconds in the assistant’s outer office to compose myself I headed out, feeling the eyes of dozens of women track my passage through the law firm as I tried very hard not to scratch at my itchy balls. Something perverse inside me wanted to shout that their boss had been so wet that my balls were sticky after fucking her so hard, but I could never betray her trust like that.

      Instead, I chuckled to myself as I passed Hilda’s desk and her eyes shot daggers at me.

      “You have a wonderful day, Hilda,” I said, offering her a dip of my head and my most winning smile.

      She only frowned all the harder, but I saw most of the surrounding women look softly at me, then glare at their co-worker. Feeling as though I’d scored a point on her, I headed out and climbed into the Mustang. A cruise down Ocean Drive, with the top down, sounded perfect to me, as I fired up the engine and pulled away.

      Somewhere twenty-five floors above me, a brilliant mind was plotting her revenge against my father. Pulling out my phone, I dialed his number, and wasn’t surprised when it clicked over to voicemail a second later.

      “Hey dad, I just wanted to let you know I’m back from school, if you wanted to go get lunch or dinner. Give me a call when you’re free.”

      I hung up, knowing it would be days if not weeks before I heard from him. Then I dialed another number.

      “Hello, Evan,” came the throaty purr from the other end. “Did you see my text message?”

      “I did.”

      “Then you saw what I’m still wearing…or rather, not wearing. Momma needs to get fucked, baby. Get your sexy ass over here, so you can tell me all about your afternoon with Renata.”

      “You know I can’t do that, Julia,” I said with a grin as I turned off Ocean Drive and headed for her place.

      “We’ll see about that,” Julia murmured into the phone, her voice letting out a soft whimper, “Mhmmm maybe the woman whose tongue is in my pussy will get it out of you, hmm?”

      “What?!” I said, nearly swerving off the side of the road.

      “Mhmm, tonight you learn how to please two women at once, Evan. Mmmm you better get over here fast, before she eats me all up and doesn’t leave anything for you.”

      The phone clicked off just as Julia let out a huffing moan of pleasure, and my cock throbbed as I stepped on the gas. I was exhausted and needed a shower after my session with Renata, but Julia seemed hell bent on putting me through my paces. As I raced across town, I tried to focus on the adventure to come and not think about Erika, but my mind kept straying back to her bright-eyed smiles and our easy camaraderie over the last few days. I feared another fight might be on the horizon, like we’d had before I went off to school, and was desperate to avoid it, while at the same time keeping this incredible gig I’d fallen into.
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      The sun was dipping near the western horizon when I pulled into Julia’s driveway. There was a brand-new hot pink Tesla with a black leather interior parked behind Julia’s Mercedes. I’d never seen a Tesla with those colors before and figured from the rhinestones I could see glittering from the steering wheel that whoever Julia’s guest was, they had had it specially painted and upholstered.

      And whoever they are, they must be wealthy, I thought to myself when I spotted the pile of shopping bags in the tiny backseat.

      I knocked at the front door, but when no one came to greet me, and finding the door unlocked, I let myself in. No one answered my call, but I heard music coming from upstairs. Butterflies danced in my belly as I closed and locked the door.

      There was an empty envelope sitting on the stand just inside the door, with another full one beside it. The full envelope had my name scrawled across it in Julia’s elegant handwriting, while the empty one bore the name Serenity Steele.

      My heart quickened when I saw the name, and the palms of my hands grew clammy and refused to stay dry no matter how much I wiped them on my pants. Inside the envelope with my name on it, I found the same amount Julia had given me last time, and pocketed it.

      A high laugh drew my attention back upstairs, and I climbed the curving staircase with slow steps, my ears trying to identify the two voices I heard. Julia’s I could make out the closer I grew, but the other voice, low and throaty, I couldn’t place. It made my heart beat all the faster.

      When do you ever hear a porn actress talking for any length of time? I thought with a giddy grin, then forced the smile away as I berated myself. Don’t get ahead of yourself. There’s no way the Serenity Steele is here. That would be—

      “Insane…” I breathed, as I rounded the corner of the short hallway and saw into Julia’s massive bedroom.

      The women either noticed movement, or heard my whisper, because both turned to regard me with nearly identical smiles. Julia sat in a cream-colored silk robe with a champagne flute in one hand that she tilted in my direction. The silk robe hugged every perfect curve of her body, even showing the pebbled flesh around her large nipples. Then my eyes drifted to the stunning creature sitting in the padded chair beside her.

      Serenity Steele, the Serenity Steele, the woman devoted to whom I had created an entire folder on my computer, sat sipping a glass of champagne. Her icy blue eyes traveled up and down my form as I stepped into the room. I could feel my jaw hanging open, and forced it closed as I smoothed my expression, but it was a struggle to keep my composure in the face of the actress’ flawless beauty.

      Serenity Steele had just a short run in the adult film industry, only shooting a few scenes when she was in her early twenties, but they had been some of the hottest and most intense scenes ever produced by the production company and she’d been plastered all over the internet for years.

      A decade had passed since she left the industry, but as my eyes drank up her every curve, I thought she hadn’t changed a bit. She still had the same thick, brunette locks and the almost inhuman hourglass figure as she had when she was younger. If anything, her breasts looked bigger, and I could tell she’d taken care of herself over the years because her skin practically glowed in the dim bedroom light.

      “Took you long enough,” Julia said with a smirk as she stood, long legs flashing as she reached into the ice bucket standing beside her and pulled out a glass before filling it and bringing it over to me. “This is my friend Linda. She’s going to show you a thing or two, and then you’re going to prove you learned it. Got it?”

      “Right,” I said, accepting the flute of champagne and taking a small sip, “Nice to meet you, Linda. I’m Evan.”

      “I’ve heard all about you, Evan,” the woman smiled, and whatever she wanted to call herself, there was no mistaking that innocent, yet seductive smile. “We’re going to have ourselves a great time tonight, and perhaps many more nights to come.” When I raised an eyebrow at that, she winked and said, “Depends how good of a student you are.”

      “I need to take a shower first,” I said, and Julia patted me on the shoulder, steering me towards her large bathroom and the glass sided shower enclosure.

      “I’m sure you do. I don’t want to know what kind of closet freak Renata is,” Julia said with a laugh, “but we all guessed it, Evan. The woman always has handcuffs or silk ties secreted in her purse. Don’t tell her we know though, it would probably break her.”

      “Hurry up, Evan,” Serenity or ‘Linda’ said, “the appetizer I had earlier merely…wet my beak.”

      “Is this where I’m supposed to offer some quip about food? Perhaps a pun like, ‘I’ll feed you a meal that will fill you up…’ or something like that?” Linda cocked an eyebrow, that little smile of hers never leaving, but I shook my head. “Nah, on second thought, it feels forced.”

      “Yes. Silence leads to mystery,” Julia said, draping an arm over my shoulder. “Better to be tall and brooding. Let the ladies fill in the gaps.”

      I turned questioningly to Linda, and she nodded her head.

      “If it isn’t real, it won’t feel authentic, and that’s all anyone wants in the end. An authentic experience. Something that is real, that they can remember and cherish. Men, women…we all want to feel loved and valued, and we are always on the hunt for liars in order to guard our hearts. Tell a woman the truth, even a vulgar truth, and she’ll value your honesty, if not the sentiment, and hold you closer in her heart for it.”

      I stood there for a long second, processing her words as the gorgeous woman calmly sipped her champagne.

      “I’d say I was surprised to find such wisdom in this place,” I gestured around the bedroom and the robed woman draped on me, “but that would be a lie. I see you and want to crawl into your mind because you’re the mystery to me. You’re nothing like I dreamed you were…I guess I only knew a character.”

      “Smart as he is pretty,” Serenity – I would always think of her as Serenity – said, tilting her glass to Julia who laughed and kissed me on the cheek before goosing my ass and walking back over to refill her champagne.

      “Darling, you ain’t seen nothing yet. Wait till you feel those hands…Mmmmm gets me wet just thinking about it.”

      I ducked into the bathroom and the woman’s laughter rose, chasing me into the shower. The heat in my cheeks faded as steam filled the bathroom and I was rinsing herbal scented shampoo out of my hair when the lights in the bathroom clicked off.

      “Julia?” I asked, a touch nervously.

      I reached out, hunting for the wall and the tap to turn off the water, but before I could, the shower door rattled open, and gentle hands took mine and drew me forward. I gasped when a hot mouth closed around one finger, the tongue swirling the tip as if it were a cock and causing my manhood to rise to attention.

      “That was your first lesson,” Serenity purred, my breath catching when I realized who it was. “The power of touch, in the absence of other senses…can be transformative.” I moved to step towards her but a hand pressed to my chest, “Stand still…let me get a look at you.”

      The soap still covered my eyes, but I remained in place, feeling the woman’s naked skin brush mine as she stepped out of the shower and then in again after turning the light back on . She took the opportunity to raise the water’s temperature as she stepped back into the stall, her sighs of pleasure as she finished rinsing off causing me to shiver in anticipation of what was to come.

      “I don’t get to sleep with many men as beautiful as you are,” Serenity purred, running a single nail across my broad shoulders and up to press the sharp edge in my neck, causing me to tilt my head back under the falling waters, “But why aren’t you arrogant? Huh?”

      I gasped in shock when her other hand took a firm grip on my balls, the sudden ache causing me to groan in pain and blink away the water as I stared down at the gorgeous porn star.

      “What?” I asked, my voice higher-pitched than normal as I froze in place.

      “Julia says you come from money…I’ve seen your dad’s former trophy wife.” I frowned at the words and Serenity cocked an eyebrow, her lips quirking up in a crooked grin. “Touched a nerve there, did I? So you want to fuck mommy?” She purred the question as her hands caressed my balls. “Is that it? Are you a weak little boy, who wants mommy to take pity on your cock?”

      “I’m no such thing,” I growled, reaching down and gripping the woman’s slender wrist in a powerful grip. I don’t know where the anger came from that suddenly flooded me, if it was from her domineering and painful grip, or from her words. But my hand tightened until I feared for the bones in her wrist. I knew the grip was painful for her, but Serenity’s lips broke out in a blissful grin as she calmly softened her grip on my balls. What had been on the edge of aching pain a second before, was suddenly sublime pleasure as her fingers expertly manipulated my flesh, then released me.

      “Good…there’s some fire in you.” I was suddenly painfully aware that the naked body I’d worshipped and watched for so many hours was now mere inches away from mine, surrounded by swirling steam. “It’s a good thing you aren’t arrogant. Though you could do with a little more confidence and certainty. Now,” she said briskly, stepping back and giving me an unobstructed view of her naked body, “I want to see what I’m working with…you want to show me what you’ve got?”

      She cocked an eyebrow, her lips quirking into a hungry grin that only grew wider as I stepped forward and swept her into my arms. Hands cupping her perfect ass, I pressed my lips to hers, savoring a long slow kiss as I let my stiffness drag along her sex.

      Serenity’s body was spellbinding, but I couldn’t let it distract or divert me from my mission. Julia, Renata and Stella had each given me something precious in our time together. Knowledge of what women really wanted and desired. I knew Serenity could teach me much, too.

      Using my hands to caress and massage the woman’s body, I let her see the desire in my eyes as my lips trailed kisses down her slender neck and across her shoulders. Serenity gave a delicate sigh of pleasure when I planted a gentle kiss at the nape of her neck, my fingers brushing lower down her body and between her legs.

      Pressed up against the wall as she was, Serenity was at my mercy, and I felt her wetness coating my fingers as the pressure of my touch increased. By the time I dropped to a crouch, Serenity was shaking with desire and her sharp cry of pleasure as my tongue trailed fire across her stiff clit was music to my ears. Sinking my fingers into her, I feasted on her shaven sex, and tried to ignore the long nails digging into my scalp as she clung to me.

      “Fingers…slide your finger…yesssss…deeper…. Ohh right there…mother…fucking G-spot oh god baby I’m cumming for you! I’m cumming you gorgeous boy!”

      The woman’s scream could have been heard by the neighbors as she shook and shuddered above me. Her knees gave out and her weight pressed down on me, but I eased her to the floor, and let her desperate hands drag me between her legs.

      “Now fuck me Evan, ride my orgasm with that big diiiii— ohhhh baaaby!”

      Her pussy swallowed my cock, sucking me into her using some crazy sex judo I’d never heard of. She wasn’t nearly as tight as the other MILF’s I’d slept with, but the control she exerted over the muscles inside was second to none. It felt like a soft, wet hand was milking my cock whenever I pulled out of her and hammered back in.

      I put my lust in check, and instead of grabbing and feasting on her big perfect tits, I reached down to cup her ass with one hand, letting the fingers sink into the firm flesh, as the other hand took a firm grip on the back of Serenity’s neck.

      “Good boy…ho good boy, treat me like a…. mhmhmm piece of…fucking meat!”

      This wasn’t the gentle lovemaking I’d experienced with Stella or Julia, nor the intense session I’d had with Renata. This was straight-up, animalistic fucking, as immediate and desperate as I’d ever experienced.

      Something shocking took over both of us as our passions grew and Serenity was carried away in another orgasm. As Serenity and I stared into one another’s eyes, our sexes slapping into each other harder and harder, something passed between us, a sharing of our own truths and though there had been no emotion at the outset, I was suddenly flooded with them as we clung to one another, our bodies in perfect sync, our orgasms gripping us at the same moment.

      “NNNGHHH!”

      We both let out wordless moans, our lips seeking and finding each other as our rhythm slowed and finally stopped. I’d lost myself so completely in the moment I’d barely registered how much cum I’d flooded her with, and it oozed around my dick as I slipped out of her. For her part, Serenity laughed at the pool she left behind her as I helped her to her feet.

      “Well?” I asked, causing Serenity to frown up at me in confusion as she pushed a strand of damp hair from her face with a shaky hand. “How did I do?”

      “Ha!” Serenity’s laughter softened her features, and I saw a hint of the woman behind the Serenity Steele brand, charming me even further. “You’re a natural, kid.” She bit her bottom lip and stepped back up to me, running a long nail over the ridges of my muscles. “If I could bring you to Dubai for a month…we’d earn enough to retire,” she winked. “But we can discuss that another time. We have a client waiting.”
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      I moved to head out of the bathroom, but Serenity reached out and caught my jaw and tipped my head down to stare at her. Her glorious eyes traced the lines of my face and an odd smile played across her mouth before she planted a deep, passionate kiss on my lips.

      “Mhmmm.” The butterflies awoke in me and I relaxed and softened my lips. Serenity moaned gently, her incredible body melting against me for one second before she pushed away and tore her lips from mine. “Damn, you’re dangerous…I could spend all night eating you up.” Her eyes grew sharp with interest and she cocked an eyebrow. “How many times can you cum in a night?”

      “I…don’t know.” I said honestly. Thinking back, I added up how many times I had so far that day and shrugged. “A lot.”

      “You’d better not slip out in the morning without exchanging numbers with me,” Serenity said, winking and turning to leave the bathroom. Once again I admired her incredible ass, and she turned and smiled when she caught me staring. “Tonight will be a good warmup for what I have in mind for you.”

      With that, she slipped back into the bedroom. I followed her to find Julia lounging on the bed. She had changed into a set of white lingerie and stockings attached with a garter belt. She was sipping her flute of champagne and judging from the wet spot on her panties hadn’t been idle while listening in on us.

      “How’d the instruction go?” Julia asked with a crooked smile. “Sounds like Evan did the teaching.”

      “The kid’s good with his hands. You were right about that,” Serenity said, slipping onto the bed and crawling over to Julia to pluck the glass from her hands and finish it off. Turning onto her back, she passed back the empty glass and stared over at me with Julia. “The question is, can he take charge when he needs to while also being soft when that is appropriate?”

      Serenity saw my frown and flashed a grin at me. Crooking a finger, she beckoned me onto the bed as she turned to Julia with a hungry smile. The porn star kissed the other woman’s neck, running her fingers up one of her thighs and pressing her leg aside, spreading her wide for me.

      “Two women are no different from one,” Serenity breathed, her lips causing Julia to shiver in pleasure. “We all want to be desired…the center of attention…and as the man you must be the center of that desire…a magnet for all the action.”

      The bed shifted under my weight and Julia glanced up with a shy smile as I crawled between her legs. Letting my eyes trace her breathtaking curves, I saw her smile deepen as she relaxed into the moment. Running light fingers up the sheer nylon of her stockings, I planted a single kiss on her thigh where Serenity indicated, then another just up from it.

      Soon my fingers were curling around the waistband of her panties before yanking them down. Serenity took Julia’s firm breasts and pulled down the cups of her bra to suck on her nipples. As I pressed my lips to her wet sex, Julia shuddered beneath us. The woman was in heaven as the two of us pleasured her, my tongue seeking and circling her engorged clit, while Serenity pulled on her nipples.

      The porn star was rougher with the woman’s breasts than I ever would have dared to be, but Julia loved it. In fact, she came so hard a couple minutes into me eating her out that I was a bit worried about my neck when her thighs closed around my head and wrenched it to the side.

      “I’m sorry, oh come here baby, let me kiss it better, holy shit that was intense!”

      Shaky hands pulled me up and Julia’s hungry lips found mine. She rolled me onto my back and flashed an eager grin to the porn star.

      “Can we do it now?”

      “I suppose he’s earned it,” Serenity breathed as she slipped down my side with a wicked grin.

      The two MILFs shared a heated glance, and I thought they were about to kiss as they moved towards one another, then I noticed my cock rising between them like a flagpole. The shock of realizing what was about to happen drew a groan from the back of my throat as they pressed their tongues on either side of my cock.

      The sight of the two beautiful women moving up and down my dick, their wet tongues sending shivers of pleasure all through my body, was incredible. I’d seen double blowjobs in porn before, but Julia and Serenity put them all to shame.

      Serenity was an artist.

      She used her full lips and nimble tongue as if they were paint brushes and she was intent on creating a masterpiece with my dick. Quick little flicks of the tip of her tongue on the underside of my cock had me trembling. Then as she took me deep, lips puffed around my dick, she sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed out and it felt like she would steal my soul.

      Julia wasn’t as skilled, but she more than made up for it in enthusiasm. She made love to my dick with her mouth, only pausing in her worship for the occasional hot make-out session with Serenity.

      The women’s bodies were all mine and I played with their big tits, twisting and pinching the nipples before slipping my hands down to cup their wet pussies. Julia moaned, pressing herself into my hand, while Serenity shifted her hips so my wet fingers trailed over her ass.

      “Stretch it out big boy,” Serenity purred, her lips teasing my dick as she spoke, “because I want to feel this hard, fat thing balls deep in my ass.”

      “Yessss!” Julia hissed with an eager grin. “God, I want to watch that!”

      “First, I want to see my cum coat your sexy faces,” I groaned as they ran gentle teasing tongues around the head of my cock.

      “Good boy,” Serenity breathed. “Tell us what you want…take what you need!” Then she pressed on the back of Julia’s thick tresses, shoving her mouth down my dick.

      

      Reaching down, I slipped my hands over Serenity’s and took a firm grip on Julia’s head and gave into my desires. With Serenity’s hands encouraging me, I held Julia’s face and drove my big dick deep into her mouth.

      At first, I was nervous and anxious about hurting her, or scaring her, but the woman only moaned all the harder as her drool and saliva coated my cock. Her beautiful eyes rolled up to meet mine and crinkled around the edges in a smile as she swallowed the head, her throat and tonsils massaging me and causing me to groan in pleasure.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned.

      “That’s it, fuck her beautiful face!” Serenity urged as she released my hands and plopped down onto her chest.

      The porn star watched in delight as I pounded Julia’s perfect face, one hand behind her teasing and playing with her ass and pussy as she watched the other’s woman’s frothy lips engulfing my cock again and again. My toes curled and my balls tightened as the gathering orgasm rushed through me and when I screamed that I was cumming Julia moaned, her sucking only increasing until she pulled her mouth off my cock with an audible ‘pop’ at the last second.

      Both women’s hands worked my cock, stroking and milking it as my cum coated their thick lips and smooth cheeks. Collapsing back onto the bed, I tried to catch my breath as they began kissing and licking my cum from each other’s face.

      The sight was so hot I instantly firmed up again and slipped from beneath them and dropped a heavy slap on Serenity’s ass. The woman let out a high-pitched giggle, and her hips rolled in anticipation as I moved behind her.

      “Slow baby…You need to ease that— OHHH GOD…that’s a biiig…fucking…cock!”

      Julia crawled around to my side, the bed shifting beneath her. After giving me a brief kiss, her tongue tasting my lips, she turned to watch in awe as my dick slowly slid into the porn star’s tight ass.

      “Holy fuck, that’s hot,” Julia breathed.

      “Nggghhhh!” Serenity’s body locked up when the head of my dick popped past the tight ring of her ass and she moaned, hands grabbing fistfuls of the sheets as a small orgasm shook her body. “I’m…oh…fuck baby, you’re stretching me soooooo gooooood!”

      I’d never felt anything like the tightness of the woman’s ass. It gripped my cock hard, massaging me as she came, and then pushed back against me, letting another couple of inches sink in as she moaned softly. Taking my time, I drove into her with small little thrusts, pushing in a little at a time until I filled her completely. She reached back, gripping my hips and holding me in place.

      “Never…so…full…Oh fuck…I’m…I’m—!”

      Serenity let out a scream of pleasure as she writhed beneath me. My steel hard cock speared her to the mattress, and she weakly worked her hips back and forth, grunting and groaning as words failed her. Taking the initiative, I let myself enjoy the tightness and wicked sight before me, as Julia’s hand worked her pussy and Serenity came again.

      I don’t know how long I fucked Serenity’s ass like that on the bed, but she came so many times that eventually she couldn’t hold herself up anymore, and we collapsed onto our sides. I found this position far better for anal, as I still had control of her hips and my motions, but also got to feel up and caress her stunning tits and body.

      Julia crawled up and pressed her body against Serenity’s front, cupping and massaging her tits and teasing her slit, as she alternated between kissing us. I was wholly absorbed in the porn star’s incredible body, and the feel of her ass riding my dick.

      We were hot and sticky with sweat, our rhythm lost and limbs shaky with need by the time I flooded Serenity’s ass with a massive blast of cum. Her ass had softened and relaxed, taking my thick cock with ease, and she encouraged me to let loose. Her body pressed against the mattress, thighs tight around Julia’s teasing fingers, and I pounded her with long hard thrusts until I came with the loudest roar I’d ever made, and she screamed as my seed filled her.
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      We lay there for long minutes, catching our breath and caressing one another, before I slipped out of the bed. Flicking on a soft light in the bathroom, I drew a bath, dropping in one of Julia’s bath bombs that soon filled the room with its floral scent. I found a few candles in a drawer and arranged them around the large tub.

      When I returned, they were holding one another and watching me curiously.

      “We aren’t done yet,” I said with a smile, reaching down to draw them to their feet.

      “What are you doing?” Serenity asked with an amused frown.

      “I’m taking charge when I need to,” I said with a wink.

      Julia clapped her hands in delight when she saw the candlelit tub waiting and hurried over to slip into the steaming waters. She reached over and hit a button I hadn’t noticed, starting up jets that caused the bath bomb to froth and fill the air with its scent even more.

      “Evan, this is perfect,” Julia said, turning and reaching out a hand for us to join her.

      Serenity turned to me, and a little smile played across her perfectly-sculpted lips.

      “Go take a bath,” I said, nudging her gently towards the tub, “I’ll join you both after changing the sheets.”

      “Changing the sheets?” Serenity laughed. “He’s sexy, and he does housework too? You’re trying to get us to fall in love with you, aren’t you?”

      She offered me a sly wink as she slipped into the tub, making sure that I took in every perfect curve of her body before slipping under the swirling bubbles.

      “Bring us the champagne, boy!” Serenity commanded, earning a snorting giggle from Julia and a chuckle from me.

      “Your wish is my command, my lady,” I said with a slight bow, then delivered the bottle before attending to the sheets as I had promised. When my work was done, I joined them in the tub for an hour. That night Serenity and I held Julia between us in bed, the beautiful blonde  in a deep sleep while the actress and I spoke quietly about life.

      Serenity was a fascinating woman. A college graduate and sharp as a tack, she’d stumbled into the porn industry by chance through an ex-boyfriend’s buddy. The money was excellent and the people who worked in the industry, especially those in Florida, were professional and honest. For the most part, that is.

      “I wouldn’t suggest you try it,” she sighed with a shake of her head, one hand gently combing Julia’s hair. “I’m sure you’d do great, if you could get it up on screen. But there isn’t a lot of money or opportunity for men…sorry.”

      “Don’t be,” I said with a shrug. “It’s not something I’ve ever considered.”

      “Hmm. You strike me more as the wall street type, or maybe one of those Silicon Valley investors,” Serenity chuckled. “I’ve met my fair share, and you’d fit right in.”

      “I’m studying engineering, but I doubt I’ll be great at it.”

      “They’re rarely engineers. Oh, they like to talk about it, but the one thing they all have in common is charm.” She cocked an eyebrow and nodded as she considered me. “Actually, yeah, you’d be great at it.”

      As we lay in silence and I began to drift off, I thought over the night. I’d just had the most incredible sexual experience imaginable, but the most profound thing I’d take away was this final conversation with Serenity.

      The next morning, the sun was already high in the sky as I drove away from Julia’s massive house. The palm trees swayed in the stiff morning breeze along the boulevard, and I enjoyed the wind in my hair as I made my way back home.

      The closer I drew, the more nervous I became about what my mom might have to say about me staying out for another night. I’d never been one for parties when I was in high school, and with the hints she’d dropped, I feared she knew about my extracurricular activities.

      There was a silver Mercedes parked in the driveway when I pulled up outside the house, and I wondered who it could be. It sure wasn’t Julia’s. Then I heard the loud voice as I walked up the path. Esmerelda was here.

      “Where is mi nieto?!”

      The door flew open when I was six feet away and a flurry of silk and thick black hair flew at me, engulfing me in a firm hug as Esmerelda gripped me tight.

      “Let me get a good look at you,” she said, pushing me back and taking me in from head to toe.

      That gave me the chance to eye my step-grandmother up as well, without her noticing. It seemed she hadn’t changed a bit. She still had the same strong features, gorgeous eyes and thick black tresses. The woman really was Erika’s mother through and through, except where my stepmom was slender and svelte, her body trim and bust heavy, my abuela was all chest and hips. The flowing silk dress she wore covered her from neck to knees, but when she spread her arms, the deep neckline was revealed, and I struggled to take my eyes off the impossibly deep shadow between her massive breasts.

      “Es muy guapo! Erika, isn’t Evan the most beautiful young man you’ve ever seen?”

      “He’s certainly…something,” Erika said from the doorway, a small frown marring her dark red lips, though if it was because I was returning so late in the morning, or at her mother’s outrageous behavior, I couldn’t say.

      “Don’t mind her, she’s been working the entire time I’ve been here. Never even took a break to welcome her old mom into her house!”

      “That’s not true—” Erika began, her frown deepening, but Esmerelda cut her off.

      “Evan here will show an old lady a good time,” Esmerelda said with a sly wink at me as she slipped her arm in mine and steered me towards the house. I was all too aware of the soft bra encasing her heavy breasts as she pressed against my arm, her hands gripping the muscles as if she were kneading dough. “I went shopping on the way here from the airport. A city this big and it’s impossible to find a 24 hour supermarket! Anyway, I bought a few stock bones and some lovely shellfish. What do you think we could make with that?”

      I gave Erika an apologetic shrug as we passed her heading into the house, and her frown crumpled into a grin as she chuckled.

      “Just don’t make too much noise, please. I have a lot of work to get done.”

      “Erika mentioned Zoe would be joining us for dinner tonight.” Esmerelda’s eyes twinkled with suppressed mischief as she released my arm and moved about the kitchen pulling out pots and pans. “I haven’t seen her since she and Erika were in college together. I thought we could make something special. Have you ever made Potaje de lentejas?”

      “No,” I said, picking through the grocery bags she’d bought. I hadn’t been looking forward to her visit, but if we were going to spend the day cooking, well, that was another story.

      “I think that will be good to start off with. And how are your Wellington skills?”

      So that’s what the puff pastry and tenderloin were in there for. “I’ve only tried making it once,” I said with a grin, feeling that old spark of excitement at the thought of a day spent in the kitchen slaving over a complicated dish.

      “Let’s get started then,” Esmerelda said, tossing me an apron as she pulled one over her head. “I’ll get started on the soup if you want to make duxelles.”

      Erika put on some quiet music as she sat at the kitchen table with her laptop and notebooks spread before her, and Esmeralda and I got down to cooking. The first thing I did was make myself a cup of coffee, then pull out my knives and set the steel to their edges to sharpen them.

      As we worked, Esmerelda spoke about her life up in the Glades. The retirement community she lived in was so massive that it was almost its own state, and from the stories she told it sounded like high school all over again. She mentioned drama with friends and even a suitor or two, though she only hinted at those with flirtatious bats of her eyelashes.

      Esmerelda had always been an outrageous flirt, even when I was younger.  But I was seeing an even freer woman now, and found her earthy openness refreshing. Her flirtations never grew inappropriate, except for the one time she got a face time call from a girlfriend.

      “Who’s that handsome young man behind you, Essy?” The silver-haired lady asked through the speaker’s phone.

      “This is my soon-to-be ex-grandson, Evan.” I was rolling out the pastry when she came over and threw an arm around my shoulder and held the phone screen before me. “Say hi to Darci!”

      “Hello, Darci,” I grinned, enjoying the older woman’s deep blush.

      “Ohh, he’s dreamy Essy!”

      “Si, he has to fight the ladies off, Erika was saying,” Esmeralda laughed as she threw me a wink.

      “Mom,” my stepmom’s voice held a warning note, but her mom just winked up at me again.

      “Has that daughter of yours moved on yet?” Darci asked. “If not, have her hop on that stud and get over the bastard already!”

      “I’m going into the living room to work,” Erika said with an exasperated sigh as she picked up her laptop and headed out of the kitchen.

      “Don’t mind her,” Esmerelda breathed as she brushed a bit of flour off my shoulder and looked up at me through those incredibly long lashes of hers. “My daughter’s never been good at knowing what she wants when it comes to men. Business, sure…but men…” she ran one finger over the apron tight against my chest and I saw her eyes flicker down to my crotch and I swallowed hard as the butterflies awoke in my guts.

      “Mmmhmmph…” A gentle moan came through the phone’s speaker, breaking the tension until we looked at Darci’s expression.

      The elegant older woman had fallen back onto a crochet pillow, and from the beautiful agony of her face, she was engaged in something that shocked me to see, right in the middle of her call with her friend.

      Esmerelda caught my confused expression. “There’s one thing you should know about women of a…certain age, Evan,” she purred as she slipped a hand beneath my apron and ran firm fingers over the lump in my jeans. “We’ve stopped giving a fuck what the world thinks of us.”

      “Do it, Essy!” hissed Darci, the image shaking as she bit her lip.

      “If you say the word, I’ll step away and never speak of this again…but if you don’t…I’ll ravish you, my gorgeous boy…I’ll make you feel things you never dreamed possible.”

      I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move.

      I stood there frozen in place, shocked and turned on at the same time. My eyes flickered down to the massive ‘V’ down the neckline of her dress and the shadow between her cleavage, and her painted lips curled into a hungry grin as she saw me swallow hard.

      “I’ll take that for a yes,” Esmerelda purred, her fingers flicking down the fly of my jeans and slipping inside to caress my cock. The woman’s pale blue eyes widened as her fingers curled around the thick shaft.

      “How is it Essy…oh fuck, tell me! Is he big? Does that boy have a big fucking cock?!”

      The wet sounds of her fingers frigging her clit could be heard over the elegant woman’s shocking words, and only added to the tension growing between my grandmother and I. Remembering my lessons at the hands of Julia and Stella, I made a quick decision to let the woman see just how much I desired her as I stepped over, pressing her against the counter, and letting her hand reach all the way down to feel how hard and long I’d gotten.

      “Oh Christ,” Esmerelda breathed, spots of color appearing for the first time in her cheeks. “Evan you’re…Oh Miho.”

      She licked her lips and slowly sank down, her back pressed between me and the cabinets. The phone was still held in her hand, the camera angled so her friend could watch what happened. Add to that the fact that my stepmom was forty feet away in the living room, and my every sense was heightened.

      DING DONG!

      A flash of frustration swept over Esmerelda’s face as she stood, and before her friend could say anything, she ended the call.

      “Zoe’s here! God, why did I ask her to come so early,” Erika grumbled as she hurried for the front door.

      “This will have to wait for another time,” my grandmother said, in a tone that had nothing matronly about it. “But don’t think it’s not happening, young man.”
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      Darting forward, she planted a fiery kiss on my lips, causing the butterflies in my stomach to explode, and I groaned as I let my hands wander up the sides of her body. Stepping back, her eyes twinkled mischievously as she took both my hands and pressed them into her massive breasts, squeezing the heavy flesh together and rolling them one atop the other.

      “Wait until you feel these wrapped around that enormous cock!” she breathed in my ear as she twisted away to escape my grip and waltzed back to the stove.

      I could only stare with my mouth hanging open as she started stirring, whistling merrily to herself. Then Zoe was bustling into the kitchen with a bag of clinking bottles.

      “Who’s ready for a drink?” Zoe asked, then frowned when she looked from Esmerelda to me, “Did I miss something?”

      “Just something between Evan and me,” Esmerelda said with a sly wink for the younger woman as she came over and folded her in a warm hug. “Oh, Zoe it’s been far too long. You look amazing! I take it work is good? And you’re eating and sleeping enough?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Zoe said with a laugh as she released the older woman and started pulling mixers and alcohol from the bag. “What about you? You haven’t picked anything up from that orgy-fest you moved to, have you?”

      “Of course not!” My grandmother laughed, swatting the younger woman on the shoulder as she turned back to the soup. She threw me a surreptitious wink as she did so. “The Glades is a quiet, churchgoing community. Nothing so wicked goes on there.”

      “That’s not what I’ve heard,” Zoe said, popping a grape in her mouth and laughing. “When’s dinner going to be ready? I’m starving.”

      “Five hours,” I said, then laughed when Zoe groaned. “Here, I made a dip, just don’t fill up on it—hey!”

      I’d barely had the bowl of dip out of the fridge before Zoe snatched it away.

      “Thanks! Bring me a vodka tonic, will you?”

      I nodded before she slipped out to the pool. My mom’s best friend and I’d always had more of a brother-sister relationship than anything else. She’d helped me learn to drive when both Erika and my dad were traveling for work, and had been there when my heart was broken the first time, telling me bluntly that no one likes a boy that cries and that I should just get over it.

      Her advice was always that frank, and I’d come to appreciate it more and more over the years. In return she’d always continued to push me around like an older sister and I let her, finding it amusing.

      Esmerelda shot me a glance as I mixed the drink and carried it outside along with a bag of chips. Zoe had already stripped out of her t-shirt and shorts and was lounging in a tiny two-piece suit. She flashed me a grin when I set down the drink and tilted her sunglasses down.

      “Your mom’s watching us through the living room window right now…so tell me, is Renata as much of a freak as we guessed?”

      “I…don’t know what you’re talking about.” I said, but before I could back away, Zoe grabbed my wrist and sat up.

      “Oh come on, I know all about the Dating Club! I was there when they came up with the idea! You think I’m going to judge you?!” The dark-skinned beauty snorted a laugh. “Sean, you’re a handsome young man with his entire life ahead of him. Why would I care if you make a few bucks this summer fucking my friends?”

      “Glad you’re taking it so well,” I said, then cocked an eyebrow when Zoe reached up and unlaced the thin strings holding up her top. “Ummm I’m not sure—”

      “Chill, dude,” Zoe laughed as she lay down on her stomach and pointed to the suntan lotion, “You can go ahead and take your time with that…” she sighed and flicked her long black hair over one shoulder and out of the way. “I need to see what Julia’s talking about before I decide to…employ you myself.”

      Glancing up, I caught Erika quickly returning her eyes to her laptop. She was only a couple dozen feet away from us and with the shadows covering the glass I had a clear view of her. Her eyes flickered back up when I knelt on the lounger, but by the time I settled into place, she was outside the field of my view. Feeling more than a little nervous and excited, I squirted a dollop of lotion into my hands, careful not to use too much, and began working it into Zoe’s back.

      “Hmmm, I needed this,” the woman sighed lazily. “Work has been killing me lately.”

      “How are things at the bank?” I asked, looking for something, anything, to draw my attention away from the muscled back beneath my fingers.

      “I’ve moved from commercial to investment banking and the people I deal with…morons…ohh baby mhmmmmm god damn that feels good.”

      Zoe’s round ass rocked beneath me and I had to shift to keep my heavy cock from dragging between her firm cheeks. I’d given a few massages in my life, but never to someone with such tense shoulders and neck. A minute into it, a solid knot in her left shoulder gave loose under my fingertips, and the woman gave such a groan of pleasure it gave me a hardon.

      The more I worked her back, the louder and more lascivious her moans and whimpers became. Her firm round ass rocked beneath me and jiggled side to side until I could no longer keep the log in my pants off her. Zoe let out a loud whimper when she felt my dick press into her ass, and her hands gripped the towel beneath her. The whimpers only grew faster and sharper as I worked my way down to her lower back until she gave a final shudder.

      “No more…or I won’t be able to control myself,” she twisted like an eel beneath me and covered herself, flashing a Cheshire cat grin when she saw the lump in my pants. “Tonight’s going to be amaaaaazing. Now get up, big boy, before Erika soaks the couch through.”

      Suddenly remembering where I was, I jerked up and glanced around. I caught Erika slipping away just as I stood, her laptop abandoned on the couch as she hurried upstairs. Frowning, I went to go after her, but Zoe caught my wrist as she lifted her empty glass with the other hand.

      “Be a dear and get me another drink?” Her eyes twinkled with amusement and I could see her reading my expression. “Don’t worry Evan, I know exactly what Erika needs. Now get me a drink, then finish up dinner. It smells delicious, whatever it is.”

      I could only shake my head and headed in with her glass to refill it. I’d just handed Zoe a fresh drink and was heading back inside when my cell phone rang. Normally I’d ignore a blocked number but I’d learned that Renata’s number always came up as blocked so I took a chance and answered it.

      “Hello, this is Evan,” I said, and frowned at the delighted laughter that erupted out of the speaker.

      “I found you!” a woman said triumphantly.

      Zoe shot me a frown when she heard the woman’s loud voice and I shrugged. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”

      “I certainly hope you remember me, but if you don’t that’s all right…I’ll make sure you never forget me after our date. We met yesterday at Corningstone & Associates, I believe my lawyer gave you a hard time. Do you remember me now?”

      “I certainly do, Mrs. Fiorello,” I said, remembering the elegant older woman with her designer clothes and hot stares.

      “Please, call me Sophia,” the woman purred. “I was wondering if a strong young man like yourself would be interested in earning himself some spending money. I have some…ornamental shrubbery that needs…tending to.”

      I blinked, and Zoe’s grin grew wolfish as she realized what the woman was asking for. Raising her eyebrows suggestively she nodded for me to take the woman up on the offer and mouthed, ‘Is she hot?’ When I nodded in the affirmative, she waggled her eyes brows and grinned.

      “Taking care of your garden sounds like the perfect summer job, ma’am,” I said.

      “Oh perfect! And I insist you call me Sophia, young man, I’m not so old and ugly that I’m a ‘ma’am’ yet!”

      Zoe was shaking her head at me like I was stupid, but I recovered.

      “I’m sorry, but it’s a habit to call any beautiful, older woman ma’am and just speaking with you made me nervous. I can’t wait to come over and…work on your garden.”

      “Ohhh god! When can you come over? This Friday? Is there anything special you like to eat? Or…anything? I’m sorry, I’m so nervous all of a sudden…”

      “Relax, Sophia,” I said, letting a touch of the calm confidence I’d learned into my voice. “Friday night will be perfect and no, nothing special. All I need is your company.”

      “And how much…err, I mean what does it cost…Oh Jesus, I’ve never done this before!”

      “Whatever you feel it’s worth,” I said gently. “I’m sorry Sophia, but I have to get going now. You can always text me at this number if you have any more questions.”

      “Perfect! Thank you! I’m so excited and glad I called you!”

      I hung up with a frown and fled inside and back to my cooking, hearing Zoe’s peals of laughter on the patio behind me. Not sure how to feel about the encounter, I pushed it out of my mind and got to peeling potatoes for the mash. With Zoe right outside and Erika joining her an hour later, Esmerelda stayed mostly innocent, although a couple of times her hands did stray to my firm ass. Each time that happened she would let out a giggle like a schoolgirl, and her cheeks would turn scarlet.
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      The sun was just beginning to sink, turning the sky pink and purple, when the Wellington was finally done and rested. As Esmerelda and her daughter set the table, I cut the meat with some trepidation until I saw the perfect medium-rare of the pink tenderloin within. Then and only then did I breathe a sigh of relief.

      I’d been pretty certain it would turn out to temp, because the pastry had a perfect golden crust, but I don’t bang out twenty a night like a professional chef. As I finished the sauce and poured it into a gravy boat, Esmerelda dished up her soup. The rich, ham hock scent mixing with the beans and spices smelled so good my mouth was watering.

      “Everything looks amazing!” Erika said as she took her seat.

      “A toast,” I said, raising my glass. “To family.”

      “I’ll drink to that,” Erika said, tilting her wineglass at me.

      “To a sexy man who can cook and fill out a pair of jeans better than anyone I’ve ever seen,” Zoe said, raising her glass and biting her bottom lip as she let her eyes travel the length of me lasciviously.

      “I’ll drink to that!” Esmerelda said, laughing all the harder when Erika frowned at her. “You don’t remember Abba, do you? Your grandfather…now there was a man.”

      “I remember Abba,” Erika said, her smile small and secretive as she peered into her glass.

      “Who’s that?” I asked.

      “My father-in-law,” Esmerelda said, her cheeks still bright red, but her breath was coming heavier. “For some men, Patron is more than just a title…it’s a lifestyle.”

      “I need to hear more,” I grinned, enjoying the shyness that for some reason had come over both women as I prodded them. But the questions flew out of my mind when I took my first bite of Esmerelda’s soup and couldn’t help groaning in pleasure. “Ohh, Essy, this is incredible.”

      “Thank you,” she beamed.

      As we ate, we talked, and the wine flowed. Esmerelda told stories of her father-in-law that made the man sound like a turn of the century hero, from his exploits in World War II to starting his own business. The man had been the patriarch of a large family, and from the hints Esmerelda threw around when she started on her third glass, he’d been even more to her.

      “The man’s hands made me melt,” she said with a crooked grin and a far-off look once.

      “Mom!” Erika said in a shocked but amused tone.

      “Good for you, Esmerelda!” Zoe laughed as she leaned over to top off the woman’s glass. “Tell us, did anything ever happen between you two?”

      “Oh, A lady doesn’t kiss and tell,” Esmerelda said, spots appearing in her cheeks as she dipped her nose in the glass and hid her face. “Why don’t…why don’t we have dessert now…”

      She got up quickly, but in her drunken state she tripped, and would have fallen if Erika hadn’t reached a hand out to steady her.

      “You ok, mom?”

      “Uhh, fine, dear…fine, just…Do you want ice cream with your cake…or?”

      “No ice cream, thanks,” Erika said, and she patted the older woman’s hand and offered her a warm smile. Something seemed to pass between them, and Esmeralda folded her daughter in a quick hug before slipping away hurriedly. I felt like I’d missed something, but wasn’t sure quite what. “Do you like to dance, Evan?” Zoe asked, changing the subject abruptly as she finished off her glass of wine.

      “I’m not a very good dancer,” I said tentatively. “Why?”

      “Because you’re taking me to the club tonight. Erika, you coming too?”

      “I have a meeting early in the morning,” my stepmom said with a smile at her friend and a thoughtful look at me. “Just make sure you’re at the store by 1pm. I have a designer coming by and could use a model.”

      “I’ll be there,” I promised, then frowned at the thought of going to a club. I’d never been to one before, but the idea of all the glitter, lasers, and loud music had never been super appealing to me. “Maybe we can go another night. If Erika needs me tomorrow—”

      “Don’t.”

      Zoe shook her head as she stood and planted hands on her hips.

      “Don’t what?” I asked.

      “Don’t let fear or anxiety get in the way of experiencing something new,” she said, with all the directness that I had come to expect from her.

      Blinking, I realized she was right. In fact, when I thought about it, my distaste for clubs wasn’t because of the music, or even dancing, but my anxiety around looking like a fool.

      Do I really care if I looked like a fool? I thought to myself, Yes, of course I do…but I don’t have to let that control me.

      “Go to Basement,” Erika said, pulling out her phone. “A few of the gogo dancers also work as models and I know them. They’ll get you straight in and if you’re lucky, even get you bottle service for free. You brought something to change into, Zoe?”

      “I brought two options. Maybe you can help me choose,” Zoe said.

      “Go get ready, Evan,” Erika said, offering me a wink as she stood. “Don’t worry about cleaning up, I got it. But you might want to drink an energy drink or something if you plan on keeping up with Zoe all night.”

      The two were off to my mom’s room, discussing clothes and shoes while I was left sitting. I should have been exhausted after my long night and day of cooking, but instead I felt a thrill of nervous energy course through me. After a quick shower and shave, I pulled on one of the outfits Erika had bought for me and slicked back my hair.

      “Miho, you look so handsome!” Esmeralda enthused when I came downstairs.

      My step grandmother was reclined in the living room, enjoying the view out the window with a glass of white wine when I came down.

      “Zoe’s not ready yet?” I asked, and the woman chortled.

      “Please. A lady needs more than twenty minutes to get ready,” she said, patting the couch beside her and shifting over. “Come keep me company while we wait. The view here is lovely. That’s one thing I’ll say for your father, he does know how to pick good real estate.”

      “What happened between you two, anyway?”

      “Humph!” She snorted a laugh and tossed back the last of her glass before setting it on the stand beside the couch. “I found out the hard way about his particular…tastes. You know about his and Erika’s…arrangement?”

      I nodded. She raised an eyebrow at me and she harrumphed again, crossing her arms about her midriff as if hiding within herself.

      “Well, I didn’t, and when I asked about their love life,” her words slurred ever so slightly as she glowered, “he laughed and said that his whores treated him quite well, and no, he wasn’t interested in buying any more! Can you believe the man?! And the way he looked at me when he said it…that’s why I’ve never wanted to stay even one night here.”

      There was genuine hurt in her voice, and I reached over and put my arm around her shoulder, drawing her close.

      “He’s just an asshole,” I said. “And he doesn’t live here anymore. You know you’re an amazing, beautiful woman. He can’t take that from you.”

      Big, pale blue eyes blinked up at me and I was suddenly aware of how close we were, pressed together on the couch. Esmerelda’s lips were ruby red, her skin was flushed, and she was breathing heavily as she looked up at me. Her massive chest rose and fell, and I had to avert my eyes.

      “You don’t have to say that just to humor an old woman,” she said, her warm hand patting my knee.

      “Look at me,” I said, reaching out and taking her chin in my strong fingers. Those big blue eyes of hers locked on mine and widened almost imperceptibly, “Do you honestly think I don’t find you gorgeous and sexy?”

      Her eyes searched mine for a drawn out second. I let her see just how much I desired her, and she gave a delicious shudder.

      “No…” the word came out as a bare whisper and her fingers gripped my knee tightly.

      “Good.”

      The fluttering sensation was back in my guts, but I ignored it and reached over with deliberate slowness. As my arm crossed over her, I let my hand and wrist graze the firm mounds pressing out from her heavy bra and even pressed the heavy flesh back against her chest.

      “Ohhhh god,” the words were barely audible, and I saw her lips tremble as she stared at mine, readying for a kiss. “You make me feel like a girl again,” she breathed.

      Before I had a chance to speak, the clip clop of Zoe’s heels coming down the stairs broke the spell. I turned to see her slender, dark tan legs flashing. The straps of her tall black heels reached up to mid-calf and were tied off in a little bow that matched the one on the back of her tight dress. My mouth went dry as her slender body came into view, every supple curve perfectly hugged by a sparkling green material.

      “You look incredible,” I said when she cocked an eyebrow at me and struck a pose there on the stairs. A grin flashed across her lips as I stood, careful to adjust the lump that had formed in my pants.

      “And you look so tasty I could eat you!” Esmerelda blinked owlishly over the rim of her wineglass when all eyes turned to her. “Mhmm, was that out loud?”

      “Why don’t you stay the night, mom?” Erika said carefully, coming down the stairs with an amused smile on her face. “I know you don’t usually like to, but…come on, I’ll get you a blanket and some pillows.”

      “Come on, dollface,” Zoe said, pulling me out of the house as Erika tried unsuccessfully to wrestle the glass away from Esmerelda. “Let’s see if the town’s popping tonight. You drive, that wine went straight to my head. I need to dance it off.”

      Zoe loved the Mustang and insisted we put the top down. I couldn’t be certain there wouldn’t be a rain shower that night, but it was worth the risk to see the look of joy on her face, and her dark curly hair streaming behind us beneath the streetlights.

      South Beach was indeed popping that night, and we made a grand entrance rolling down the streets. I found a covered garage next to the club, and minutes later we were walking onto the crowded street. I started heading for the club’s entrance.

      “No, no, no darling, you can’t go straight in without doing a circuit first.”

      “A what?” I asked, grinning, realizing she wasn’t joking as she adjusted her hair and checked her makeup in a reflection.

      “Half of the reason to go out is to be seen. And to be seen being seen.” When I frowned in confusion she went on, pushing my hair back from my brow and undoing a couple of the buttons of my shirt as she spoke. “This is modern pageantry, Evan, with big players. NBA stars, NFL quarterbacks, pop stars, porn stars, you name it, they’re all out on South Beach. Other than maybe New York, there’s nowhere else to be seen by the most powerful and influential people around. Plus,” she winked, “it’s fun getting attention.”
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      With that, she hooked her arm through mine, and swept me onto the crowded sidewalks. Her beauty and purposeful strut parted the crowds before us like Moses and the Red Sea. It was as if she had magical powers.

      Zoe had spent a few years as a model with moderate success. Her walk tonight was worthy of the runway and somehow her confidence rubbed off on me. I found myself walking with my spine straight as a blade and my legs flowing with an easy stride.

      The streets were filled with people hopping from club to club, and Zoe was right, I spotted all manner of celebrities in the crowds. Most had knots of followers or groupies surrounding them, but a few were out on dates. When I spotted a notorious comedian with a six-foot blonde with tits as fake as her smile hanging all over him, I realized there were plenty of pro’s out there in the crowds as well.

      “You saw her too?” Zoe asked with a sly smile when I turned my head back around after staring at the couple. “There’s another one over there.”

      She pointed surreptitiously to a handsome young man of slender build who had just laughed too boisterously at something a distinguished Asian man said.

      “Don’t worry, they aren’t your competition,” she laughed, and patted my hand. “You’re only young once, Evan, and it’s good you’re having fun. Just make sure it’s for something, you understand?”

      “I think so,” I said.

      “Evan?!”

      Turning, I spotted a familiar face standing in line outside of the club staring incredulously at the woman on my arm, then back at me.

      “Hey, Ty, what you up to?”

      “My Frat bros are in town.” He hooked a thumb behind him at a crew of douche bags wearing polo shirts who were staring around themselves as if they’d never seen a beautiful woman before. “You trying to get into Basement? The line goes back to there,” he pointed at a snake of people stretching down the block. “And it takes forever to get in.”

      “Oh, child, they let you in when you have someone pretty on your arm,” Zoe said, winking at Ty as she pulled me along towards the entrance.

      Ty called after us, his voice growing a touch desperate as we neared the security checkpoint. One man was checking ID’s and letting people in from the main line, slowly, while another bouncer, twice as wide, manned another door. This second entrance had a crowd around it but no one was getting let through until a threesome of gorgeous women, obviously models, waltzed up and the huge security guard let them in without a second glance. So that’s how it works, I thought.

      I was surprised when Zoe and I approached and the man lifted the velvet rope and even offered me a wink as I went past him. Zoe paused and slipped something into his pocket, then whispered in his ear. He nodded, tapping his earpiece and speaking into it.

      “I got us a table in the back,” the woman smiled as she pulled me along with her into the pulsing interior of the club.

      The throbbing lights and music from the moment I stepped inside might have been disorienting if Zoe hadn’t known exactly where to go. We went by the coat check station where a couple was pressed into the corner canoodling, and straight past the bar with its clamoring crowds. The dance floor had a twisting layout, with pockets of space for dancers between hanging cages with scantily-clad women dancing in them.

      Zoe took me around the dance floor and to a darkened back area where there were a half dozen roped off tables. A man nodded to her and pulled a rope aside for us to slip into a small table.

      “See? Now I don’t have to worry about my bag,” she said with a bright grin as she dropped it and spun, hauling me back towards the floor.

      “Don’t you want to get a drink first—”

      “I only want to do one thing,” she said, turning and walking backwards as we entered the dance floor.

      I’d know the woman for years, but I’d never seen her move before as she did now. Her hips swayed with the beat and her body undulated, every movement graceful and sexy. Her sinuous movements were understated, not the wild displays of some on the dance floor, but Zoe moved so well heads turned to stare.

      “Relax. Feel it in your hips,” she said, reaching out and resting her fingers gently on me.

      I felt extra self-conscious with the woman coaching me, but pushed it to the back of my mind and drew in a deep breath. As I let it out, I also released my anxiety, and my need to be ‘cool’, whatever that means.

      But the more I focused on the music and the harder I tried to keep my hips moving in time with the beat, the more stilted my movement became. I was getting more and more frustrated and felt my cheeks heat a cherry red when I noticed a pair of girls sniggering at my efforts.

      “I suck at this,” I growled, and was about to ditch Zoe when she pulled me close, and I was suddenly lost in her pale brown eyes.

      “I can tell you have rhythm, you’re just in your head too much.” Her red lips turned up into a crooked grin as her fingers slipped around my hips and caressed my ass. “Let’s fix that.”

      The butterflies were rioting in my guts when Zoe pressed herself against me, and my discomfort and self-awareness disappeared as her lips met mine. The kiss awoke my desire, and I felt my manhood rise and press against her firm stomach. Zoe broke off the kiss and glanced down between us with a sly smile.

      “Looks like someone’s having a good time.” She cocked an eyebrow and winked at me, “And look at that, someone learned to dance.”

      I wasn’t really dancing, but my body was moving in perfect time with the music as I swayed with Zoe on the floor. She released her hold on my ass and I kept up with her. She was nodding and grinning as the music carried us away. The more I let myself sink into lust and desire, letting Zoe’s sexy, model-like body draw me deeper into the dance, the better I moved. It seemed counter-intuitive, but the less I tried, the more fluid and easier my movements became.

      “There you go baby!” Zoe’s white smile flashed wide, and she spun around, dancing back so her ass rubbed up against my crotch, “Now let’s make them all jealous.”

      We danced up front near the DJ booth and were surrounded by some of the most beautiful people I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to focus on any of them, not with Zoe before me. Turning and winking, she pressed her perfect ass against my crotch and bent low.

      Her slender body curved back, and she reached down, drawing my hands up her sides as she gyrated against me. As my hands caressed her sides, I felt like a schoolboy stealing a treat. This woman had been foremost in my fantasies for years, and now she was pressed against me and offering herself up to my wandering hands.

      As I caressed her, Zoe reached up and ran her fingers through her curly locks and shook her mane out. Heads turned, and I saw people take note.

      Once she had their attention, Zoe spun back around and with a hand on my lower back and one leg between mine, she let me take control of her body. Our movements were like sex, hips thrusting and bodies undulating together, with the music guiding our rhythm.

      At first, I was loath to manhandle her too much, or go too far, but as I read her body and the signals she was feeding me through the night, my inhibitions melted away. One song rolled into another, over and over, and I grew braver and wilder. Instead of breaking away from me, Zoe’s smile only widened, and I knew then that she would be mine before the night was over.

      “You’re incredible,” I shouted over the beat, unable to keep the words to myself anymore.

      “You ain’t seen nothing yet, baby,” she purred, her whole body pressed against me and her warm hands on my cheeks. Her lips teased mine, tongue grazing them gently, but as I moved forward, she pulled back, out of reach and laughing. “And I’m not the only one with a fan club.”

      Blinking, I looked where her eyes cut to and saw a large group of Asian women, all dressed in similarly colored little dresses and wearing paper crowns, of all things. I caught several staring openly, their pupils far too dilated and their jaws hanging open as they watched Zoe and I dancing.

      A few in the group tittered and turned away, shyly, but a small knot seemed to have no inhibitions and let out a whoop of laughter and pushed one slender young woman ahead of the rest. Her crown was silver with pink lettering on it that I couldn’t make out under the dark strobing lights.

      “These girls are high as kites,” Zoe laughed in my ear as we turned to the group. When I frowned at her, she winked. “Bachelorette party. Go give them a good time, stud.”

      Before I could protest, she shoved me forward, into their midst. The women were young, I guessed just past college or in grad school, but it was hard to tell in the smokey atmosphere. Many reacted like schoolgirls when I stumbled amongst them, most giggling and covering their mouths shyly.

      The small woman with the silvery crown and her inner circle did the opposite, however. One of them, a gorgeous girl with peach-tipped hair, ran a hand down my chest and abs while another took a firm grip on my ass as she danced in close.

      “Whoo hoo!” Shouted the peach-haired woman. “Minh, here is your bachelorette stripper! Enjoy your last taste of freedom, ha!”

      The others laughed as the woman in the silver crown danced right up to me, her eyes wide and hands trembling as she reached out and drew me into her. I could see now that the crown had “Bride-To-Be” stenciled on it in pink. The music pulsed and I let it carry me away as I danced with the slender little woman. Her hands were all over me, as were her friends’, and I almost jumped when I felt a pinch on my ass, but I didn’t mind. Zoe danced over to join the group with a huge smile on her face.

      “Get him warmed up for me, ladies,” she said to the shy girls. “I plan to fuck that big white dick all night long.”
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      The shy little crew didn’t know where to look: at their bride-to-be and her three friends who were doing their best to dry hump me to death, or at Zoe who danced like a pop star and looked like a model. The woman’s confidence infected them, or perhaps it was the drinks they sipped through thin straws. Either way, they soon lost themselves in the music as much as the four girls who were high on Molly.

      I’d never done the drug, nor had I ever had any desire to; but judging by the four girls dancing around me, I might reconsider that. Their pupils were wide as saucers, and their jaws clenched, but all inhibitions and embarrassment had deserted them.

      It was a new and strange experience for me to be the center of attention, but not uncomfortable. I didn’t let the girls get too carried away, not wanting to take advantage of them in their inebriated state. Even so, with all the above the clothes touching and dancing, it became something of an orgy in the center of the dance floor.

      The bachelorette grew carried away, her jaw dropping and knees gripping my leg tight when she felt the lump in my pants, and I breathed a sigh of relief when she let me shift around away from her. The next one was hardly any better, treating me like a stripper pole as she ground her ass against me and reached up to run her hands down my shoulder and arms.

      As we danced there, I kept reaching out and pulling Zoe into the tight press of bodies. After half a song with the entranced women, she would slip back out, teasing me with her touch.

      Finally, I could take no more of the slender young women. They were fun, but like appetizers when a gourmet meal stood mere feet away. Smiling my apologies, I prised myself free of their clutches only to have Zoe slip away into the crowd, and I saw men turn and offer flirtatious smiles, several dancing up against her.

      Jealousy flared in me. I tamped it down, but it spiked anew when I saw Zoe reach up and pat one handsome young man on the cheek. But then she turned and threw me a wink as she slipped past him, deeper into the crowd, and I stood a little taller when I passed him.

      Zoe was like a faerie flitting through the crowd, staying just on the edge of sight, but always out of reach. Twice I lost her, once as the crowds pressed in close and another time when a young actress I recognized from one of my favorite TV shows grabbed my wrist and tried to dance with me. Both times I jumped as I high as I could until I spotted Zoe’s mass of dark curly hair and pushed my way towards her.

      Breaking through the crowd, I found myself in a long hall with small groups of people pressed into dark nooks. There was a long line for the bathroom on the opposite side, but I didn’t see Zoe anywhere. Spinning, I cursed, and was about to head back into the crowd when I felt a firm sideways tug on my belt.

      Turning, I fell into an almost invisible little alcove concealed by a heavy curtain. Hands were suddenly on me and I could feel Zoe’s slender form pressed up against me as her fiery tongue slid into my mouth.

      “I can’t wait for your cock, baby, please!”

      The desperation and need in her voice was clear. There was also something more, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Knowing it was risky, I threw caution to the wind and dug my cock free with one hand as the other reached down and underneath her dress.

      My eyes widened when I found her pussy bare and sopping wet. Flashing me a wicked grin, Zoe pushed a pink lacy nothing into my shirt pocket and then reached down and helped guide my dick into her. Hooking an ankle behind my thigh, she drew me forward as my hand cupped and held her ass, the other holding us up against the wall behind as people shuffled past in the dim hall not six feet away.

      “This is what you wanted?” I breathed, as I felt her tightness engulfing my cock, wetter than any woman I’d felt before.

      “Shut up,” she hissed in a tense, tight voice that belied the excitement burning in her eyes, “or we’ll get caught!”

      I couldn’t lean down and kiss her, not without making too much noise. I could only drag her ass forward, sawing her pussy and clit along my thick cock with delicious slowness.

      Long nails sank into my flank and I saw Zoe’s face tense, her red lips trembling as the muscles of her ass flexed. The orgasm was small but it was shocking how quickly it hit her, and then another followed another right after it, her tightness pulsing around my cock as she froze, holding me for a long second before exhaling out a breath.

      “Shiiiiit you’re fucking good.”

      “No,” I said, softly, the hand gripping her ass tightening as I pulled her close and massaged it. “We are.”

      Her light brown eyes flared, she slammed her hips forward into mine, and she did things with the inner muscles of her pussy that made my knees tremble. Her grin was as bright as her shining eyes as we fucked with the music throbbing all around us.

      For long minutes we ground our bodies against one another in the shadows. Zoe’s orgasms came with increasing frequency and size until she could take no more, and I held her close as she shuddered against me.

      “I’m sorry,” she panted, “it’s been so long and this…” Her head tilted up and those luminescent eyes met mine. “This was …”

      “I know,” I said, pulling her into a tight embrace and letting my stiffness slip free of her sex. “This was perfect. I never dreamed I’d get a chance to…I mean…Jesus fucking christ…you’re Zoe!”

      “Stop it,” she said, swatting me on the chest as she stood on wobbly legs and adjusted her skirt. Glancing around she beamed up at me. “One last dance?”

      “As many as you want,” I grinned back and tucked myself away.

      “I’ll hold you to that!”

      We were halfway onto the dance floor before I realized her pink panties were still hanging out of my shirt pocket, and one couple even noticed my new treasure and winked. Zoe didn’t want to stay much longer, and my hips were getting sore in strange places, so we made our way back out. As we left, I saw the bachelorette party was still in full swing, and I noticed a familiar blonde head jostling in the bar area, trying to get a drink.

      “Ty, have a good night!”

      I was feeling magnanimous as I waved to him and his frat bro’s, but they didn’t seem to take it that well as they frowned after me. Perhaps the panty-less woman hanging all over me as I headed towards the exit was what soured their expressions. Whatever. It was pretty hard to care about them when I had Zoe whispering in my ear as we headed to the Mustang.

      “I want to thank you for being so…understanding back there,” her lips sent shivers down my spine as they tickled the hairs behind my ears. “That was very sweet of you.”

      “It’s what any red-blooded man would do,” I said.

      “No, it isn’t,” she said as I opened the car door for her to take her seat. “Thank you,” she continued, tucking her dress as she sat, giving me the tiniest peek of her waxed lips before pulling the dress in place. “Now take me home before I tear your clothes off while you’re driving.”

      “Point the way,” I said, firing up the Mustang and loving the engine’s throaty purr.

      Her hand gripped my thigh as I drove down the highway, her nails massaging the muscles as the music blared from the radio. All while she shook in the passenger seat, making it difficult to keep my attention on the road.

      The surroundings grew familiar, and I shot her a puzzled frown when she pointed towards the turn off.

      “Isn’t this where Stella lives?” I asked.

      “I’m staying in her guest room for a few days while I’m having work done at mine. Is that a problem?”

      There was a hint of something mocking and seductive in her eyes, and she threw her head back and laughed when I gunned the engine and let the tires spin out as I hurried to the little place.
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      It was the middle of the night and the neighborhood was fast asleep when I rolled to a stop outside, the music low. Zoe practically tore me from the car before I had the engine off, and fumbled for her keys to get into the house as we approached.

      I barely registered the familiar surroundings or the turn we took into a downstairs guest bedroom. My attention and focus were entirely on the woman’s slender body. Once the guest room door was open, I wasted no time in hauling her dress up over her head as her nimble fingers undid my belt.

      The material of her bra was flimsy and the clasp easy to manipulate, and finally I took in my stepmom’s best friend in all her glory as she stepped back from me. Her naked beauty was even better than my boyhood imaginings. Her breasts were high and firm, larger than Renata’s, and capped by large, inverted nipples that make my mouth water to see. Her torso was long and slender, her bellybutton elongated, and her sex smooth and hairless.

      “See something you like?” She asked, a wicked light entering her pale brown eyes. “Or are you just going to stand there and stare all night?”

      Unlike any other woman I’d been with, even the porn star, Zoe knew exactly how beautiful she was. Yet she owned it in a way that wasn’t arrogant. Her quiet confidence only made her that much more attractive and desirable.

      “I see something to emulate,” I said.

      Zoe paused. The hungry smile on her lips faltering as she got a warm look in her eyes.

      “I’ve never heard that before,” she said, her fingers lacing into mine as I pressed her back onto the frilly comforter covering the guest bed. “A woman could get used to things like that.”

      “A man should worship this,” I breathed as I trailed kissed down her neck and beyond.

      “Oh, baby…you don’t have to— uurmmmmmm!”

      Her back arched and her nails dug into my scalp as I pressed my mouth against her sex. My tongue ground against her hard little clit as one finger dug up to rub the rough patch just inside her pussy, which caused her cry to raise several octaves into a sharp scream.

      The ease with which Zoe was able to cum was a huge turn-on, and as she sagged against the comforter, I kissed my way back up to caress and play with her perfect tits.

      “Mhmm come here,” she purred, pulling my ass up and wrapping her firm breasts around my dick. “Damn baby…you barely fit.” She flashed me a wink. “I’ll get some help for this later.”

      Before I could ask what she meant, her hot lips wrapped around the head of my cock and I gasped in pleasure. The woman did something with the tip of her tongue to the sensitive underside that had my knees trembling. The memory of her tightness as she came around my cock at the club had me positioned again between her slender thighs, and we both growled with need as she pressed the fat head between her wet lips.

      “You feel so fucking good,” I moaned, as I sank to the hilt in one gentle thrust.

      Zoe didn’t speak as she gripped my forearms, her long nails biting into the skin. Her sharp hisses and gentle grunts filled the small bedroom, and were joined by loud squeaks from the cheap bed that punctuated every thrust.

      Her long legs wrapped around my hips, heels pulling me deeper and harder with every thrust, and I took off the reins, letting myself loose. Her screams only grew louder after that, as if she were trying to wake up the neighborhood, and the sounds started my balls churning.

      “I’m…cumming…”

      “Yes! In me! Cum in me!”

      Her words were desperate, and I couldn’t have pulled out if I wanted to as her ankles locked behind me and the tightness of her pussy spasmed in orgasm. The gentle walls milked my cock as I flooded her with an orgasm that had been building all night. Zoe’s eyes widened, and I saw a weak smile grow on her lips, then her eyes rolled back in her skull as the pleasure crested and she locked up again.

      Minutes later we lay with our limbs intertwined. I stared at her naked body beside mine with wonder and was considering if maybe she was too sore to go for another round when there was a creak on the floor outside the open door. I shifted, startled, but Zoe rested a hand on my chest, settling me down.

      “She wanted to watch,” Zoe murmured in my ear. “I hope you don’t mind.”

      I shook my head, mute and suddenly throbbing when I saw a short, rounded shape emerge from the shadows in the hall. Red hair glinted in the faint light reaching in from the street, and I saw the nightgown she wore was bunched up around her waist, the fabric held in two trembling fists.

      “Well, I don’t,” I said, resting a hand on Zoe’s firm ass and crooking a beckoning finger towards Stella, “so long as you don’t mind what’s about to happen next.”

      “Baby, I was praying for it,” Zoe purred in my ear as Stella scurried forward into the room.

      Much to my amusement, Zoe settled in to watch, propping herself up on one elbow and even pulling over a pillow to rest on as Stella crawled onto the bed. She trembled, and her shoulders were hunched in either shyness or embarrassment, but I knew exactly what she wanted.

      “Let me see you,” I said, reaching down and angling my cock so it stood up straight.

      Stella’s eyes fell to it as she moved closer, and my gaze shifted from her nervous face to the pendulous breasts swaying beneath her. Slowly she knelt up between my legs, lowering her arms to let me behold her hourglass form.

      “Zoe’s only going to watch,” I said, seeing Stella breathe a gentle sigh of relief and flicker an almost apologetic glance to her friend. “But you don’t own me tonight…I own you.”

      “Ohhh god, yesss.”

      She was nodding like a bobblehead as I waggled my stiffness in her face. Almost in relief she dropped and took my cum-slicked cock deep in her hungry mouth as I groaned in pleasure. The sight was even more incredible than the feeling, with Zoe’s elegant form stretched out on one side, and Stella’s curvy body pressed between my legs.

      As the redhead worshipped my cock with her wet, slobbering mouth, Zoe trailed a hand down between her legs, touching herself languidly as she stared at her friend. Every now and then Stella would remember she was being watched and grow self-conscious, her eyes flickering up and over to Zoe, but I noticed she would throw herself into the act even more after each glance, and when I finally pulled her on top of me she was wetter than she ever had been on our first night together.

      I pulled Stella down onto my dick with deliberate slowness, loving her whimpers and shivers of anticipation. Her lips pressed firmly together as she tried at first to stifle her moans, then gave up as my cock stretched and filled her. My hands gripped her wide hips as I drove up into her soft pussy over and over.

      I could feel the roll of her large ass and hear the sharp cries of pleasure each thrust was met with, but it was the sight of those massive breasts swaying and dancing above me that had me mesmerized. It was only as my orgasm neared and Stella fell forward onto me, her hands resting on my chest, that I noticed how close Zoe had come to us.

      No longer resting on an elbow, the gorgeous woman had one hand between her legs while the other pulled on one inverted nipple, drawing it firm. I could see her jaw shivering as she bit her bottom lips, and I wanted nothing more than to reach over and kiss her, or draw her into the moment, but I was too focused on Stella.

      Hands gripping her tight, I pulled her close and let loose as I hammered away. For a wonderful moment, my face was completely buried in her cleavage as my pounding drove her forward. She started to pull back with a muttered apology but changed her tune when she noticed the lust in my eyes.

      “Mhmm, yeah, suck them baby! Suck them while you cum…in me!”

      Stella pulled my face up between her breasts and I gripped her hips tight, fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her ass as the orgasm rushed through me.

      I’d never been so completely engulfed in flesh before, and it was a heady thing, oddly comforting and arousing at the same time. Stella panted atop me, her body shivering as she pushed damp strands of hair away from her grinning lips.

      “That was…intense.”

      She glanced over at Zoe shyly and instead of getting off the bed, slipped onto my other side. Stella kissed me gently on the lips, then I saw her reach out with her free arm and pull Zoe close. The feel of both of them resting against me, hearing the ebb and flow of their breathing, was too much. My exhaustion caught up with me.

      I heard Stella murmur something, but the words were faint and far off as I fell down into sleep. Just before I drifted off completely, I started dreaming about what might await me when I awoke.
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      One thing I learned from spending the night in the small guest bedroom of Stella’s house is that as hot as a naked woman can get when she’d pressed up against your side all night, add a second woman on the other side, on a muggy Miami night, and it becomes unbearable.

      At some point before dawn the three of us decided to escape the sweat-drenched sheets and stumbled upstairs to Stella’s much larger bed so we had more room. I took note of how the two friends lay beside one another. Zoe didn’t even seem to notice she was  resting her hand on the other woman’s hip, but I saw Stella staring at it nervously.

      Moving with deliberate slowness, I turned over and pressed myself up against Stella’s back and ran my hand down her side. She sighed in pleasure and turned her head to kiss me, but froze as I took her hand and reached it forward to rest on Zoe’s smooth belly.

      Stella turned and stared at her pale fingers where they lay splayed across the dark skin. Her eyes were wide and her bottom lip trembled with nervousness, but I saw those massive nipples of hers hardening as she kept her hand there.

      Zoe undulated gently, a little smile playing across her lips as she reached down and slipped her hand over mine and pushed lower. Stella’s breathing grew deeper, her fingers trailed over the woman’s smooth lips, and a gentle sigh escaped both of them as she came in contact with Zoe’s wetness.

      “Ahhh…”

      Releasing Stella’s hand, I reached down and pushed my thickening cock between her thick thighs as she turned and flashed me a shy smile. She shifted her ass around so her own wet lips rested against my cock. I didn’t move, staying still and watching her fingers gently tease Zoe’s pussy.

      “Hmmm, you’re good at that,” Zoe murmured, her soft words encouraging Stella, who ran her eyes up and down the other woman’s lean torso. “Mhmmm but these are what I want.”

      “Ohhh!” Stella moaned in surprise when the other woman latched onto one of her massive breasts. “Mhmm I could get used to…. ahhhh!”

      My cock sank into her soft pussy with delicious slowness as her hands continued their ministrations.

      “I want to watch you eat her out,” I whispered softly into Stella’s ear.

      “Would that turn you on, baby?” Stella asked me huskily, her pussy tightening around my cock at the prospect. “To watch me lick my first pussy?”

      “It sure would turn me on,” Zoe growled, shifting up against the pillows and spreading her long legs wide.

      “Oh god,” Stella breathed, as I rolled her over onto her knees.

      The woman was staring at Zoe’s tight pussy with a mixture of awe and trepidation. Holding onto her hips, I pushed my cock back into Stella’s pussy and she took the opportunity to run her tongue up Zoe’s tight lips.

      “Mhhhhh,” Zoe moaned, reaching down to run her fingers through the other woman’s red locks.

      Stella took the plunge, and I saw her grin before she pressed her lips against the other woman’s sex. The wet sounds of her licking tongue and kissing lips were soon joined by those of her own dripping pussy, as it gave off squishing sounds as I fucked her gently.

      I took my time, in no hurry as I enjoyed the scene playing out under the moonlight before me. Zoe met my eyes and smiled a hungry grin as she rode Stella’s face. The woman took to the task as if she’d been doing it all her life. As I’d seen before, once she was past the initial fear or hesitation, it was easy for her to become uninhibited.

      “Fuck, girl…right there…steady…you’re gonna make me…fuck!”

      Zoe’s orgasm hit her hard and she shook, gripping Stella’s head tightly before sagging back into the pillows. The busty redhead meanwhile was busy having her own small orgasm, as her pussy shivered and gripped my cock.

      “Oh god…please…too much…” Panting, she curled up in my arms as my still stiff cock slipped free.

      Sore and exhausted from a long night, the pair of them drifted off in Stella’s big comfortable bed, cuddled close to one another, and I sank back into darkness as well, still horny, my dreams filled with sexy scenes.
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        * * *

      

      I woke with the sunrise, the light reaching through Stella’s bedroom windows and illuminating the colorful paintings on the walls. The women still slumbered, and I lay there for a good twenty minutes, thinking about all that had happened since summer break had started.

      The memories would be with me for a lifetime, but was I really building anything from it? My conversation the other day with Erika still reverberated in my mind. If I lived by defining myself merely in opposition to my father, I was doomed to unhappiness. I needed to find out what inspired me, the same way fashion inspired my stepmom.

      These thoughts were still swirling around my head when Stella stirred awake. Yawning, she picked up her head, the red curls forming a wild halo around her pale face. When she noticed I was awake, she sat up on one elbow and offered me a warm smile.

      “Morning, tiger,” she said softly, resting a hand on my abdomen, her green eyes fixated on the heavy log resting against my thigh. She licked her lips. “Last night you were a true gentleman, and I meant to…relieve this beautiful thing,” gently she ran her hands down my stomach, under my cock and hefted it in her hand as if checking its weight. “But I was so spent I passed out…will you forgive me?”

      “There’s nothing to forgive,” I said, reaching down and running my hand up her creamy thigh to cup her soft ass. “But if you’re handing out blowjobs…”

      “Mhmm, it just so happens I am,” she purred with a lascivious grin.

      Turning her head sideways she dropped down to suck the underside of my cock, then drag her plump lips up to the head. As she slobbered all over the thickening tip, her moans and sucking sounds awoke Zoe, who peeked down and moved to join in, licking her lips to wet them.

      “Mhmm Hmm,” Stella moaned, turning her head to the side again, plump lips kissing and sucking around the shaft as she pulled Zoe onto the other side of me.

      “Holy fuck,” I breathed, watching in awe as the pair moved as one.

      Their beautiful faces were coated in saliva, and the loud sounds of their moaning and sucking must have been heard next door, but neither seemed to care. Stella grinned in delight when she saw how deeply Zoe could take my cock, then choked herself on me when she tried to reach the same depth. When I gasped at the sudden and intense pleasure of her throat constricting around my cock, she dove again then traded with Zoe.

      “I’m…”

      I could barely get the words out, their fingers interlocked and hands working as one as they stroked me, tongues slithering side to side, warring across the tip of my cock. It was their cheeks pressed together and their beautiful faces gazing up at me, hungry for my cum, that finally did it. The pearlescent fluid gushed across their tongues and, moaning, both lapped it up.

      They shared my cum back and forth, their kisses growing more passionate until I was forgotten. The pair made out for a long time, kissing, touching and teasing one another to shuddering orgasms. I was witness to the friends becoming lovers under the golden rays of early morning.
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      When I drove off, it was with a mug of coffee and a small basket of croissants that Stella had insisted I take, claiming I needed to keep up my strength as she shoved an envelope in my pocket and shut the door before I could give it back.

      “Go buy yourself something pretty!” Stella shouted from the other side of the door, then she and Zoe burst into laughter.

      Her words reminded me that I hadn’t yet visited Rosco again to make a further payment on the car and I decided to fix that immediately. The freeway was blessedly empty of traffic as I hit the on ramp, and by the time the speedometer moved past 120, I was wide awake.

      A black and white parked behind a billboard flashed its brights when I tore past, and my heart seized, waiting for the blue and red lights to flash, but they didn’t. Easing off the gas pedal, I thanked god for small mercies and took the next exit. I found myself in a familiar part of town and wound my way around the residential neighborhood until I found Rosco’s Used Autos.

      A baying hound greeted me as I pulled the Mustang to a stop on the dusty lot. The squeak of a screen door opening told me Rosco was up, and a second later the man himself ambled around the corner of his mobile home.

      “Morning, Rosco,” I said, climbing out and walking over with my hand extended.

      The man ignored me and made a beeline straight to the car. He walked around it with a critical eye, even bending low and running his fingers over all four tires. Finally, he stood up with a frown.

      “You’ve been driving her hard.” Flinching, I shuffled from foot to foot, knowing anything I said would sound like an excuse, but then the man barked out a hearty laugh and slapped me on the back. “Good! A car like this is meant to be driven and enjoyed. I’d be upset if the tire rubber was still squeaky. We might want to check the balance too; the left rear is wearing on the inside edge.”

      “I brought this,” I said, reaching into my pocket and pulling out the envelope and handing it to him. He looked surprised as he hefted its weight and thumbed through it seeing nothing but hundreds.

      “A man of his word,” he said, nodding with a pleased smile as he pocketed the cash. “That’s a rarity these days. Come on, we’ll see about that alignment.”

      The birds were still singing their morning cacophony as Rosco began telling me about toe-in, how wheels were angled inward slightly to put a load on the bearings, and explained that they could be canted in or out, depending on the conditions the driver expected. As he set up his tools and spoke, I couldn’t help checking out the cars hidden beneath coverings and the mountain of parts he had carefully stowed away in the garage and storage sheds.

      “You’ve got more parts in here than cars,” I joked.

      “Bah. They’re all from European cars,” he said with a frown. Picking up various parts, he held them up to show me. “Aston Martin carburetor from 1945. A shifting box from an Alfa Romeo. It’s all useless nowadays.”

      “What do you mean? People collect old cars all the time, imports especially, I’m sure you could sell this stuff. Is there a marketplace online?”

      “Not really,” he said, scratching his chin and looking off in thought. “Ebay and the other online stores are hard to search, and it’s impossible to know a part’s condition or history when you buy it. No, it will all just collect dust till I die, then some poor fool will have to haul it to the dump. Anyway, let’s give her a test drive and see how she runs.”

      We climbed into the car and I pulled out of his little lot and wound my way to the freeway. I put some Steely Dan on the radio and Rosco seemed to have a grand ole time as we cruised by the beach and attracted the attention of bikini-clad women making their way to the sands.

      “Is it always like this?” he asked me as I pulled into the parking lot of a breakfast place.

      “Like what?” I asked with a frown.

      “Like that,” he said, throwing a significant glance at a pair of young women standing on the sidewalk near the crosswalk, watching me with shy glances as I climbed out of the car.

      “I guess I never really noticed,” I said, offering a little wave to the two who burst into giggles as if they were schoolgirls.

      “Good god damn,” he swore with a wide grin, “I tell you what, boy. I’ll work on the Mustang free of charge if you can get those ladies to join us for breakfast.”

      “Seriously?” I asked with a raised eyebrow, but I didn’t need to hear his answer.

      The man’s cheeks were scarlet, and he was fastidiously straightening his faded overalls. The sight would have been comical if I hadn’t seen how much it took for him to ask, and how lonely I suddenly realized he must be. Before he could answer I threw up a hand in greeting and waved to the pair who were still standing there speaking quietly to one another and ignoring the crosswalk light that had turned for them.

      Both perked up when I waved, but then glanced behind them, clearly expecting that I was waving at someone else. When they saw I meant them, they let out another set of breathless giggles and flashing each other nervous grins came over to meet us.

      “My friend and I were about to head in here for breakfast,” I said, offering the pair of them friendly smiles as I waved to Rosco who stood to one side bashfully. “But we need someone to settle a bet for us. I was wondering if you ladies might be able to help us.”

      “Of course,” the blonde breathed, her eyes flickering between me and the furiously blushing giant over my shoulder.

      “I’m Evan, and this here is my good friend, Rosco, a true prince amongst men. And your names are?”

      The pair were a good ten years older than me, but with their makeup and expensive leggings and workout tops looked younger. The blonde had bright blue eyes but ducked her face down shyly when I glanced her way, and covered the softness around her midriff with an arm. Her friend was more outgoing, though equally nervous. She kept glancing side to side to see if there was someone else I’d meant to address instead of them. Finally, she opened her mouth and spoke.

      “I’m Jo and this is Amanda,” she said. Amanda offered Rosco and I a weak grin as she finally peeked her eyes up.

      “What was…” Amanda’s voice started high and girlish, but she faltered when she noticed she had our attention. Then she withdrew into herself before continuing. “…your bet?”

      “I’m glad you asked, Amanda—”

      “It’s ok, Evan,” Rosco began, waving his hands warningly, as the smile slipped from his lips,  but I spoke over him.

      “I bet Rosco here he couldn’t eat more flapjacks than me, or else I owe him another meal.” Rosco sighed in relief and grinned at the slightly confused women. “And you see, that wouldn’t be an issue, except I’m a known cheater.” I shook my head in mock sadness and went on. “So Rosco here won’t agree to the bet unless there’s two witnesses to make sure I don’t cheat if he has to go to the restroom or happens to turn around.” I offered the women a wink and Jo blushed and laughed, but Amanda shot me a frown of disapproval and stood a little closer to Rosco.

      Interesting, I thought.

      “As you can see, the bet won’t work without witnesses. So, what do you say? Want a free meal in exchange for making sure I don’t slip my food onto his plate when he isn’t looking or get up to any other shenanigans?”

      “Is this true?” Jo asked Rosco with a crooked grin.

      The man held his empty hands out wide with a helpless expression on his face that said he had no idea what he was getting himself into but would like to get the hell out of it, and fast.

      “Well, we can’t have any cheating, now can we?” Jo asked. She shot Amanda a questioning look, and the blonde glanced from Rosco to me, then back and again and nodded.

      We got a table outside and had a wonderful breakfast. My little ruse about the bet was revealed the moment we sat down, of course, and the ladies admitted I hadn’t pulled anything over on them. As the first round of mimosas went down, Rosco and the ladies loosened up. I refrained from drinking because I was driving, not that they would have served me anyway, and facilitated the conversation and growing flirtation between the shy Amanda and the gentle giant.

      After the meal we all exchanged numbers and agreed to meet the next week for breakfast. I drove Rosco back to his lot and dropped him off, saying I’d love to stay, but I had to go home and get showered before meeting my stepmom.

      “Boy, that surely was the best morning I’ve had in years,” the large fellow said, tipping his hat to me as I turned the Mustang around. “You get home safe now, and don’t forget about next week!”

      “Don’t you lose that number,” I said with a wink. The man clutched at the tiny pocket in the center of his overalls’ chest flap with a terrified expression until he felt the little slip of receipt with Amanda’s number on it. Then he relaxed and smiled.
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      As I drove away, I saw him scurry inside and wondered if I should have warned him about playing it cool. Then I thought that games like that only happen if both sides are playing them, and I doubted Amanda was a player. Not with a career managing a day care center.

      Erika was at the house when I got home, working on her laptop at the kitchen table. She shot me an amused look as I hurried upstairs to clean up and change, but never mentioned that I’d spent yet another night away. When I got downstairs, there was a cup of coffee waiting for me on the counter and I found her putting things into a large bag.

      “Where are you headed to?” I asked. She must have been deep in thought because she leaped straight up, startled.

      “Oh, Evan, you scared me.” Cheeks flushed, she pushed her hair back into place and slipped her bag over her shoulder before going to head out. “I have an appointment at the Salon that I can’t be late for.”

      “Don’t let me keep you,” I said, turning sideways in the doorway to let her pass.

      I deliberately didn’t step back out of the way, which normally would have been my first instinct before. This way my stepmom would be forced to sidle past me in the narrow opening. Shooting me a little frown, she turned sideways and slipped by, pausing with her massive breasts pressed into my chest and glancing up at me through her ridiculously long lashes.

      “With Zoe and the others, I understand if you’re not wearing protection, but if it’s anyone outside their little…Club, I trust you’ll be more careful. Ok?”

      My jaw worked up and down but no sound came out, and she gave an amused little laugh and patted my cheek lightly before slipping out the door and down the hall with a happy little skip in her step. I was more confused than I’d ever been, and more than a little pissed off, too.

      I still had a couple of hours before I had to be at the store, so I pulled out eggs, muffins and some sliced ham. The stove had just popped on when the front door banged open again and I flinched, suddenly annoyed at the woman’s snide little comments.

      “Look, I’m doing this escorting or gigolo thing because of you…Ohhh shit.”

      “Doing what?” Esmerelda asked in a dangerous tone as she stepped through the kitchen door.

      Her tone carried an edge, and the steely look dancing in her eyes was one I’d come to recognize. Tossing her keys and purse onto the kitchen counter, she stalked towards me with a long-nailed finger extended and a frown marring her beautiful features.

      “If my daughter and her friends have gotten you mixed up in some bad business, it ends. Do you hear me, young man?”

      “I’ve made my own choices,” I said, keeping my voice low and firm. “And what I do with my free time is my own business. I love you, grandma, but I’m a man now. Whether you want to see it or not.”

      The anger fled her features and stance as quickly as it had come over them, and a sly smile grew on those full lips of hers.

      “It is, is it?”

      I didn’t care if I got to the mall early. I wanted out of this conversation. I switched off the stove, grabbed my stuff, and headed out without bothering to comb my hair. I arrived at the open-air mall and found it packed with people. They didn’t seem to be shopping but milling about the concourse as if waiting for something.

      After poking about the stores until just before 1, I made my way over to Amò. I found Sophia in the shop, looking harried by the dozen or so women shopping in the store. When she spotted me, she waved me over with an exuberant motion.

      “I didn’t think you’d make it. Quick, you need to get changed. Erika has your outfits all set up and ready to go in the back room. The show starts in twenty minutes and your hair isn’t even combed!”

      “Show?” I asked with a frown, trying to ignore the stares from the female customers and the glares from their husbands as Sophia began pulling my shirt over my head. “I thought it was just a meeting with some designer.”

      “Erika didn’t tell you?” Sophia snorted when my frown deepened. “Probably thought you’d bail if you knew what was going on. Enzio’s puts on a little fashion show every year, and some of the biggest designers in Miami and New York come out to watch. Amò joined the show this year. They asked us to provide a model and, well, you’re it, dude.”

      “What the fuck,” I groaned.

      This was the last thing I wanted to do, and I was still trying to think up an excuse to get me out of it when I spotted a familiar set of blonde highlights.

      “Don’t worry, Evan, I’m here to save the day!” Julia is the type of woman that usually draws frowns from other women, and Sophia was no exception. The beautiful young woman saw the MILF in her tight little dress, with those bulging fake breasts practically popping out the top of it, and I heard a disgusted sound in the back of her throat.

      “Sophia, just leave Evan to me and my friend Mia here,” turning sideways she drew forward a plump young woman with purple hair and a tackle box filled with makeup and all manner of beauty products. “Give Mia twenty minutes and she’ll have him ready for the catwalk. She’s doing all the models’ hair and makeup.”

      “Catwalk?”

      “Don’t repeat other people, dear,” Julia said, patting me on the cheek, “it’s rude. Now, Sophia, where can Mia and I work?”

      “The backroom, I guess…” the young woman said vaguely. The intimidation she felt from the taller, older woman was palpable, as was the envy from the other women crowding the store. More than a few sent jealous glances Julia’s and Mia’s way when they saw them squeezing into the small back room with me.

      “Perfect, all the suits are here and ready,” Julia said when she saw a rack shoved into the small space.

      “Julia, what the hell’s going on?” I asked.

      “It’s a fashion show, silly!” she said, ignoring my frown as she tried plucking my shirt over my head. “Remove your clothes so Mia can get to work.” Finally, she met my eyes and gave a great sigh. “Erika knew you wouldn’t agree to participate, but they needed a male model to show off Enzio’s suits. I figured as long as you got to keep the suits, it might sweeten the deal for you. Aren’t they amazing?”

      She ran a hand down the rack of ten outfits, and I had to admit they did look phenomenal. Judging from the other clothes I’d gotten from the store thanks to Erika, the rack I was looking at cost more than the Mustang.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let it out slowly, releasing all the frustration and annoyance at having been shoehorned into this, and decided to try and make the best of it. I didn’t have plans for the afternoon, anyway.

      Erika and I had discussed runway shows in the past. My stepmom was a huge fan of them, but I’d always argued they objectified women too much. She’d laughed, but I’d been young, and idealistic, and adamant that models gave girls bad body images—until my roommate pointed out that Marvel and GI Joe had been giving boys unrealistic body images for years and it hadn’t made us want to bulk up like Stallone of Schwarzenegger.

      “Good boy,” Julia said with a wink when I let her friend pull the shirt over my head.

      Mia blinked at my smooth, tanned muscles and I saw her blink rapidly, her breathing growing heavier before she shook herself and began fussing with my hair.

      “You needed my shirt off to do my hair?” I asked with a sly grin, but Julia swatted me on the shoulder.

      “No more cheek out of you. I’ll go make sure the other models are ready. Mia here will get you all pretty, and handle anything that…arises.” Julia threw the plump woman a sly wink and Mia blushed an even darker shade of red. When I frowned, she pressed a kiss to my cheek and whispered in my ear, “I’ve arranged for a half dozen possible clients for your business. Make sure you let Mia do her work, so you’re properly…impressive. And don’t make any plans for this evening, I’ve already scheduled a date.”

      “What?” I asked, but Julia just winked and slipped out of the backroom.

      Mia was left alone with me, and she shuffled from foot to foot awkwardly.

      “That woman’s something else.” I said with a rueful shake of my head. “How do you know her?”

      “Julia’s been coming to my salon for years…” She pressed both of her hands to her fiery cheeks and shook her shoulders. “I’m sorry, I can’t seem to get a grip on myself but you’re sooo beautiful and I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man as pretty as you are, I can feel it in my belly and now I’m babbling like a fool and I can’t seem to shut up but I’m too nervous to do what Julia suggested I don’t—”

      Her torrent of words cut off only when I laid a finger across her lips. I could feel her trembling, but instead of stepping back, she pushed forward, kissing my finger. The door swung inward and Sophia poked her head in, staring in shock at my shirtless torso and taking a second before she could speak.

      “Julia said to tell you thirty minutes. Do you need any help?”

      “We’re fine,” I said with a firm smile. Pouting, she pulled the door closed, cutting off the noise from outside and leaving Mia and I in silence once again.

      “I think you should get started now,” I said in a calm voice. Mia jumped as if I had goosed her.

      “Right! Sorry, I’m such an addle-brain, let me get some hairspray…”
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      I sat in the lone chair as she rifled through her box and selected various items. As she worked, I took the opportunity to admire her in the tall stand mirrors around the small room. Her body was thick and curvy in all the right places. The woman reminded me of Esmerelda, with her round rear end and massive breasts that hung heavily, but the shy glances she kept shooting at me in the mirror weren’t like Essy’s at all.

      After giving it a quick trim to neaten it up and styling it with product, my hair looked better than it ever had before. I’d been growing it, mostly out of laziness, and the longer locks were curling slightly at the ends. Mia slicked it back, which made me look years older than I was.

      The first outfit they had for me was a tight woolen suit with a vest and a frilly shirt. I was not a fan of the shirt, thinking it looked more like a blouse than a men’s dress shirt, but Julia bustled into the backroom just as I was holding it up and frowning.

      “Hurry up and put it on, the girls are good to go, and the DJ wants to get started.” Glancing down she reached over to pull Mia close, “Fluff up our stud, I want the ladies to get a good gander at what he’s packing.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Mia beamed, licking her lips and dropping to her knees right there.

      “What the…” I raised an eyebrow when her quick hands fished my cock free and gripped the base tight as she stared at the fat head as if it were a delicious treat she couldn’t wait to gobble down.

      “Don’t worry, baby,” Julia purred as she slipped out of the room. “Mia is like family, safe and completely clean. We’ll make sure you get some relief before you’re done for the day. Just keep that chin up and break a leg out there.”

      “Ohhhh god,” I moaned as my cock disappeared into Mia’s mouth.

      She held my dick there, humming gently as the door clicked closed, her dark eyes burning up at me from under the bright purple hair. My entire dick disappeared inch by inch down her throat until she was resting her nose against my pubic bone without effort. This woman was something special.

      “Jesus, you’re good,” I breathed as she pulled back, my cock coated with the slick saliva from the back of her throat.

      Grinning with pride, she brought her second hand up to join the first. They twisted opposite one another, gliding easily up and down my cock. The feeling of her talented hands added to the slick saliva was heavenly.

      “I have a lot of friends who are gay men,” she whispered, pursing her fat lips and sliding them all around the underside of my cock as she sucked, causing my toes to curl. “I’ve learned a few things. Enough to take my love of cock and worshipping it to the next level. Mhmm, baby, you have the biggest, most beautiful dick I’ve ever tasted…it’s just a shame I have to wait until after the show to taste you properly.”

      Her eyes burned with an inner fire as she pressed her body against mine, her loose clothing and thick bra pulling down to show me hints of pale flesh beneath.

      “No waiting,” I said, letting my hunger fuel the firm command. “I’m going to cum in your mouth, now.”

      “But Julia said—”

      “So you’d better hurry if you’re going to have me hard again by the time I have to walk out there, hadn’t you?”

      A touch of darkness entered my voice, and Mia whimpered in desperate pleasure and threw herself into the task. Reaching behind me, I had to hold on to the rack with one hand and the wall with the other, as the woman sucked the life out of me.

      She drove forward and backwards, her fingers interlocked, forming a tight ring in front of her lips. There was shockingly little sound as she kept the seal of her lips tight around my dick. The intense suction, together with the magic she was working with her nimble tongue on the underside of my cock, had my toes clenching in less than a minute.

      “I’ve never…been sucked…so fucking good.”

      Her eyes flashed wide at my words, lips curling up at the corners, and a low moan of pleasure escaped the back of her throat as she released my cock with her hands, reaching around to grip my ass. Hauling on me, her eyes hungry, I got the message.

      Reaching down, I slipped my fingers into those purple locks and began fucking her face with short, fast thrusts. Mia kept her lips in a tight seal, tongue teasing and throat swallowing each time I drove into her pretty face, and in seconds my balls tightened, and I grunted in pleasure. As my cock throbbed, I watched her wide ass shiver and a radiant smile stretch across her lips as she pulled back.

      Opening her mouth and rolling my cum around on her tongue, she closed her eyes and savored the taste of me. She ran her hands over her body, massaging her breasts and even pressing a hand between her legs, forming a damp patch on her dress.

      “That was…”

      “Mhmm my pleasure,” Mia purred, leaning forward and swiping the tip of my cock with her tongue, then gently nursing on the tip.

      I inhaled sharply at the intense sensation of having her suckle the head so soon after cumming, but the woman never let up.

      Drawing my softening cock back into her mouth and swirling her tongue around it, I was treated to a second round of heavenly sucking. A minute later my dick was solid again, and I was contemplating what her breasts might like feel wrapped around it, or even better how soft her pussy might be, when there was a knock at the door.

      “Evan, Julia sent me to get you…are you decent?”

      Sophia didn’t wait for an answer before she entered, and I felt a thrill of delightfully erotic panic as the door began swinging inwards, wondering what the pretty young woman would think when she saw the plump hairdresser on her knees worshipping my cock. Only I didn’t get the chance.

      Mia’s quick little hands had my dick tucked back into my tight boxer briefs and was buckling the designer belt on my pants when the girl walked in.

      “Can’t do up your own belt?” she asked with a mocking sneer.

      “I wanted to make sure Evan’s…endowment wasn’t quite so visible,” Mia said with a raised eyebrow as she stood aside to let me pass.

      Sophia’s eyes went wide when she saw my manhood hanging like a log down my thigh, the fine material pressed tight against its firmness. Contrary to what Mia had said, it couldn’t have been any more visible, unless I were nude. Sophia gulped and blinked again, her gaze locked downwards.

      “We should go, they’re about to begin…” The young woman’s voice was a touch breathless, and Mia had a satisfied look on her face as I followed Sophia out.

      “I’ll be here for…wardrobe changes,” Mia said as I left the room, and I couldn’t help but shiver a little at the promise of her help. The woman was a genuine treasure.

      Sophia led me out of the store and down a curtained-off path to a small backstage waiting area. There I found seven women and two other men, all dressed in designer clothing of one brand or another. Three of the women were wearing outfits from Erika’s store, but she wasn’t there doing the fittings, leaving those to one of the junior sales associates. Frowning, I tried poking my head to look out, but one of the guys stopped me.

      “I wouldn’t do that, they don’t like it when we reveal their art before we walk.” He had an apologetic smile, and I offered him a smile of thanks.

      “I’m a bit lost here. Do you know what we’re supposed to be doing?”

      “Honey, you’re not lost,” the man said, patting me on the arm and drawing me over to where a lady was doing last minute touches to make-up and hair. “And this is the easiest job in the world. For us, that is,” he winked. “We don’t have to do it in heels. It’s just a walk. And look good while doing it. For you, darling, that won’t be a problem.”

      He shot me another wink, and I saw the other man frown at him.

      “I’m Evan,” I said, reaching out a hand, and he took it.

      “Bradley.” His eyes took me in speculatively as he said, “Come on Evan, I’ll introduce you around.”
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      Other than Bradley, most of the models were an unfriendly bunch. One or two of the women might have been interesting, but their guards were up for some reason, perhaps nerves. When it came time for me to head out, I was near the end of the group, last amongst the men.

      Perhaps I should have been more nervous, but to be honest I thought the whole affair was slightly amusing. Compared to sitting topless in a restaurant with everyone staring at me, this was a piece of cake.

      When I stepped out, I was shocked at how they’d turned the open-air concourse into a full runway. I stood on an elevated platform and walked out in front of hundreds of spectators sitting in neatly arranged chairs all around the runway. Packing in behind them, smashed up against the buildings, were more people and photographers.

      I’d been expecting a small local gathering, but this felt serious. Especially as ten or so photographers scurried up from the back when I was nearing the T at the end of the catwalk and followed me all the way back. Their flashbulbs might have blinded me had I not taken Bradley’s advice and stared at a fixed point the entire walk.

      I couldn’t figure what the fuss was about. Not knowing what to do, I’d opted for a quick stroll, but it came off a bit bored. When I stepped past the curtain and the next model passed me on the way out, a lady with a clipboard was there. She seemed harried but was grinning as she hurried me along.

      “Great job! Now get into wardrobe for the second walk, hurry!”

      Mia had the next outfit ready for me, and the crowd in the store was even bigger this time as I ran through. Sophia was busy at the register as I ran back past, still buttoning up the loose silk shirt they’d given me.

      By the second outfit change, I had no idea what was going on. Instead of getting more orderly, the place fell deeper and deeper into chaos as girls cried out for hair extensions, makeup touchups, or their shoes. In the end, the show went off without a hitch, and I even had fun in the midst of the chaos. I grew a deeper appreciation for the fashion industry, that’s for certain, and even for the outfits I got to wear.

      All the models did a final loop around the runway together and the floppy-hatted women and Italian-suited old men offered us a polite standing ovation. As we waved back, the designers and boutique owners came out, and I saw Erika. My stepmom had gotten her hair done for the occasion, the dark locks newly highlighted in gold. She was wearing a deep blue dress that hugged her every curve.

      She threw me a wink when she walked past, but when we got off stage, I couldn’t find her in the confusion. Mia and Julia stopped me as I was heading back to Amò to look for her.

      “That was amazing!” Julia enthused, her firm breasts bouncing as she jumped up and down enthusiastically.

      “You’re a natural,” Mia said, pointing to where a small group of photographers stood. “I overheard some of them talking. They think they can get good money for today’s shots.”

      “Really?”

      “Come along, dear,” Julia cooed, hooking her arm in mine and steering me towards the parking garage, “I believe I promised you a reward for your hard work today.”

      “Did you see my mom?” I asked, craning my head back to look over the crowd one last time.

      “Erika had some things to do at the office. You understand. Come along, Mia. Unless you’d rather not—”

      “Coming!” The purple-haired makeup artist said, her tackle box of supplies rattling along at her side.

      “I’ve been meaning to speak with you,” Julia said, once we’d left the crowds for the quiet darkness of the garage. “I think I told you…I’ve arranged a very special date for you tonight. I hope you can be ready by 7 to meet her.”

      “Yea…Julia…I think I should spend the night at home with Erika,” I said, frowning. “It’s not that I’m not grateful or anything, I really am, it’s just that I’ve hardly spent any time with her since I got home from school.”

      “That’s sweet, baby,” Julia said, patting my cheek, “but just do me this one favor…please?”

      “All right. But only because it’s for you,” I said, and the gorgeous blonde did a little gleeful jump, making sure her firm breasts shook against my arm enticingly.

      “Mmm, good boy.” Julia purred, kissing me hotly on the lips.

      “Julia…”

      The pleading in Mia’s voice was clear as she bit her bottom lip.

      “My, you’re a hungry little whore, aren’t you?” Julia said with a laugh.

      Mia nodded and grinned wickedly, her eyes gazing up at me through those long lashes of hers.

      “Yes. I’m a hungry cock-worshipping whore, and I’ve found one I want to worship all day long.”

      “All day?” Julia asked. Mia nodded again. “Prove it.”

      The look of delight on the plump woman’s face silenced any objections I might have had. We made it to Julia’s car, where she pushed back the rear bench seat and quickly pulled off my pants before I pulled the two of them in with me. Mia’s lips locked around my dick the second it was free, and she only released it to share with Julia.

      The blonde MILF took her time sucking and licking all over my cock, loving the look of delight on my face as their tongues warred across the tip. When the plump younger woman took me back into her mouth and encouraged me to fuck away, Julia slipped up beside me on the seat.

      “Fuck her face hard, baby,” she purred in my ear, “and then I want to see you coat it in all that delicious cum.”

      “Mhph! Hmph!” Mia’s garbled agreement was cut off as I shoved my dick back down her throat and held it there for a long second as she swallowed the head.

      Julia got her wish a few minutes later as Mia stroked my dick with two hands, the tip spewing pearlescent cum all over her cheeks and lips. But I wasn’t done with her, and before long had her bent over the back seat, her purple hair hanging in her face and her massive breasts flopping as I railed her from behind with long, hard strokes. The woman shot off like a rocket the second my dick slid into her soft depths, and though she never screamed in pleasure when she came, I left the encounter with nail marks on my arms from where she’d gripped me.

      Her tight little pussy could only take so much of my big dick before Mia had to tap out, and Julia crawled into my lap. Her big firm breasts out, the happy MILF rode me with delicious slowness, our kisses and touch gentle as she coaxed another big load from my cock, this time deep within her womb.

      “Mhmm, I needed that,” Julia purred as she slipped off my lap.

      “When do you need me again, Mrs. Julia?” Mia asked with a mischievous little grin.

      “Next week, darling. I’ll need your services to fluff young Evan here before the show at Epcot in Orlando.”

      I raised an eyebrow at the woman, but she just gave a shrug. “It’s up to you if you want to keep up with it or not, but today was an audition. The gig’s yours if you want it, pays ten thousand.”

      “It pays what?” I asked, sitting up straight and catching the amused grin Julia wiped off her face.

      “Hmm, yes, I thought that might make it more interesting. Did you enjoy yourself today?”

      “It was fun,” I said. “Nothing like what I’ve done before…well almost nothing.”

      “Your mom put you up for it, so if you’re interested in taking the gig, let her know.”

      “Please take it, Mr. Evan,” Mia said, her massive breasts jiggling as she shifted around on her knees from where she’d been licking my balls as Julia rode me. “Then I can be your personal makeup artist and…hairdresser.”

      “She was telling me how much she loves this cock,” Julia purred as she shifted around on the bench seat and joined Mia in kissing my cum-slicked cock.

      “You ladies are going to be the death of me,” I said, but it only took seconds for their skillful ministrations to have me completely stiff again.

      “Mhmm, the magic of youth,” Julia murmured before joining her tongue with Mia’s as they flicked gentle licks around the head.

      Outside the dark windows of the woman’s SUV, the occasional shopper passed, but none happened to look in and see the wild show happening inside. The plump woman sucked me as if her life depended on it, proving how eager an employee she would be, and eventually she and Julia coaxed one last powerful orgasm from my cock.
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      I got home an hour later and fell into bed, passing out just few seconds after setting an alarm for a two-hour nap on my phone. There was a buzz of energy coursing through me from the runway show, but I’d pushed myself too hard over the last 48 hours and it had finally caught up with me.

      Waking in a pool of sweat, I cursed when I noticed the purple haze of twilight outside and realized I’d slept through the alarm. Leaping from bed, I jumped in the shower and did my best to copy Mia’s technique from earlier in the day for my hair. I pulled on one of the new pairs of slacks and one of the shirts Erika had bought me on that first trip to Enzio’s.

      The TV was on in my stepmom’s bedroom, but when I poked my head in to say goodbye, Esmerelda was there, lying on top of the comforter. The woman wore nothing more than a small chemise, and the black silky material did little to hide her stunning curves.

      “Come lie with me,” she said as she patted the bed beside her with a warm smile. “I’ll even let you pick the movie…anything you want.”

      She bit her bottom lip and raised one knee as she shifted to the side, forcing me to swallow hard before replying as I took in her spread thighs.

      “I’m meeting someone for dinner,” I said. “Is Mom here?”

      “She said she had something at the office tonight and that she wouldn’t be home until late. If you need something…anything…I’ll be here when you return,” she said. There was unmistakable promise in her husky words, but she made extra sure I got her meaning as she ran one hand down the neckline of her nightgown and cupped one massive breast.

      Not trusting myself to speak, I nodded, fled downstairs, and grabbed my keys. Her seductive laughter followed me out the door, and I could have sworn she was torturing me on purpose. I tried to push thoughts of the woman out of my mind, but they kept creeping back in as I made my way downtown to the restaurant Julia had told me to go to.

      I found a parking spot in the back and pulled on my coat as I made my way around the building. The hostess greeted me, and I took the opportunity to scope out my date as she led me to a table in the back. I couldn’t make out the woman’s face with her head turned away, but the moment I saw her shadowy figure the familiar feeling of butterflies arose in my stomach.

      I was readying a line as we approached the table when the woman glanced around, and my breath caught when my stepmom’s eyes met mine. For one frozen moment we stared at each other. Erika’s gaze had a shyness and a nervousness in it, as a fragile smile broke out on her lips. I don’t know what was registering on my face, but my shock dissipated, taking with it the butterflies in my guts. Unbelievably, I was completely calm.

      “Julia said nothing…” The words sounded stupid coming out of my mouth, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say as I took my seat.

      “I asked her not to,” Erika said with a blush, and turned to the hostess before she left. “Could you ask the server to get us a bottle of Dom? Thank you, dear.”

      The hostess nodded and beamed at my gorgeous stepmom and I was once again reminded of the effect she had not just on me but on the whole world. As the girl walked away, the two of us glanced at one another nervously, then away, unsure how to begin. The moment stretched for a long, awkward second, but I just couldn’t tear my eyes away from her gorgeous face. It still didn’t seem real that she was sitting across from me.

      “Say something, don’t just stare at me,” she whispered with a shy little smile. “Is this how Julia and Stella taught you to treat a lady?”

      “What the fuck?!” I breathed, the exhalation turning into a chuckle, then a full-on laugh.

      “Stop that!” Erika said, but her frown of annoyance slipped into a grin of amusement as I tried to get a handle on the laughter. “What’s so funny?”

      “You,” I said, then twirled a finger around, indicating us, the table, the whole situation. “This. If it’s some kind of joke—”

      I reached across the table and took both of her hands in mine, trapping them against the table and forcing her eyes to meet mine. There was no need to ‘show’ her the desire and passion burning within me because it was right there, hovering just beneath the surface. As my fingers tightened on hers and those pale blue eyes recognized just how serious I was, the server arrived with the bottle of bubbles.

      “Were you two ready to order…?”

      “Give us a minute,” I said, not breaking eye contact with my mom, who swallowed hard, her eyes smiling. There was so much I wanted to say, so many questions I wanted to ask, but I pushed them all aside as I realized I was exactly where I wanted to be. The server poured two flutes of Dom, placed the bottle in an ice bucket off to the side, and discreetly disappeared.

      “I’m sorry I laughed, it wasn’t you, or the situation, just…everything in general.” Releasing her hands, I handed her one of the glasses of amber liquid and held the other up in a toast. “I have a hundred questions, and maybe you do too, but let’s forget them for now and just have a good night.”

      “To the perfect date,” she said, taking a sip, and I felt a shiver of pleasure run down my spine when she said the word. “What did you think of the runway today?”

      “It was absolute chaos there for about an hour, but it was surprisingly fun. Why didn’t you warn me what I was walking into?”

      “I didn’t want you to be nervous,” she said with a shrug, then added with a little laugh. “Or wiggle your way out of it. Remember how many times when you younger, and I tried to get you to do things you didn’t want to? You’d always find a way to bail on me.”

      My smile soured as I recalled the last fight we’d had, and Erika seemed to know exactly what I was thinking about.

      “I’m sorry about last summer,” she said with surprising emotion in her voice. “You don’t know how much it’s torn me up this past year…the things we said to one another.”

      “We always hurt most those we really love.”

      Her eyes flashed to me and I saw a tear shimmering on one of her lower lids, but it didn’t fall. She stared at me for a long second, then took another sip from her champagne.

      “I’ve loved you since I was a boy,” I breathed the words, sensing that I’d never get a better opportunity to be honest with this gorgeous woman than right now. “I know it’s wrong and I’ve hated myself for years for it, but you’re everything I’ve ever wanted.” My eyes flickered down from the perfect lines of her face to the deep neckline of her blouse and back up.

      “I love you too, Evan—” Erika began, but I cut her off.

      “Let me finish.”

      Blinking, she sat up, and I realized this was the first time I’d ever used such a firm tone with her. Instead of frowning or getting upset, as I half suspected she would, spots of red color bloomed in her cheeks, and she sat quietly, and nodded for me to go on.

      “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known, both inside and out. You’re brilliant, capable, and made a home for me when I’d never known one. It killed me to see you unhappy, and the whole of this past year I was miserable thinking you hated me. I can’t tell you what this is, but I know I can’t go through that again.”

      “Well,” she said, sitting forward and resting her elbows on the table and crossing her hands, “you’ve certainly grown up, haven’t you?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement and emotion as she went on. “I can’t tell you what this is either, Evan…I barely understand it myself…but I can promise you I’ll never push you away again.”

      “And if that isn’t enough for me?”

      “I’m here, aren’t I?” She countered with a raised eyebrow. She held the expression for a full second before blushing furiously and drinking deep from her champagne glass.

      “You’re not going to make this easy for me, are you?” I laughed.

      “I’m going to make it very, very hard,” my stepmom purred, a fire suddenly entering her eyes that dried my laughter. Suddenly confident and in charge again, she leaned forward. “You were amazing on the runway. What did you think of Enzio’s clothes? Brilliant, right? I don’t know who told you to do that arrogant stroll, but it drove the designers in the crowd crazy. They love it when people wear the shit out of their art. Do you think you’ll do the show in Orlando?”

      “I want to,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat at the memory of Mia’s eagerness but pushing the lascivious thoughts down. “But I had an idea today. If I can get it up and running in time, then I’d love to go.”

      “What’s the idea?”
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      I told her about Rosco’s and the thousands of parts for vintage European cars just sitting around collecting dust. As I sketched out my idea for a website that sold or traded rare auto parts, the idea grew and expanded as Erika threw out problems and issues I might face. The woman was brilliant at business and got as worked up about the idea as me.

      “I don’t know anything about the engineering,” she said, our plates pushed aside as she sketched out a business model, “but you’ll potentially be dealing with older, less tech savvy people so ease of use will be important. We see that in fashion all the time now with online sales. Nobody wants to get bogged down when they’re ready to buy. One click is the way to go. For this stuff you’ll need some kind of software that can recognize parts with just a picture.”

      “That’s a good idea,” I said, nodding. “It’s actually not that hard to do, but it would take a lot of computing power. Machine learning to analyze a database of pictures of the parts, and a data center to feed it.”

      “If it’s a data center you need, then talk to Renata. She could also help with legal or recommend someone who could.”

      “Yea, I don’t think her partners would appreciate working with a man,” I laughed.

      “I wouldn’t be too sure about that,” Erika said, sitting back and sipping her champagne. “This could be something big, and every law firm likes to represent big name clients. If you can show enough value, they’d have to take you on as a client. What about the website design? Have you thought about that?”

      I did have a few rough ideas, but as we spoke they grew and were refined. The server returned with the appetizer we’d ordered but it sat barely touched as we talked. Erika dug in her purse and came out with a pen and scrap of paper, and we began sketching out the landing page, even playing around with what the user interface of an app might look like.

      Our conversation flowed into her business and the crossroads she found herself at.

      “The car business is on autopilot,’ she said with a sigh. “The gang can run it fine without me.”

      “What about Amò?”

      “I love the store, but it feels like taking a step backwards, moving into retail. It was supposed to be a pet project.”

      “You seem to enjoy spending time there. I know it’s a bad time to think about opening up brick and mortar stores, but what if you used them as venues for more events like today? I bet women all over the country would like to see fashion shows, but they seem to only happen here, LA or New York.”

      “That’s a terrible idea,” Erika laughed, “but you might be onto something with the runway shows. They have been coming back in fashion, pardon the pun, over the past decade. If you take more modeling gigs, we might get a chance to work together.”

      Her eyes sparkled with merriment as she sipped her champagne. I’d barely touched mine, so it couldn’t have been the alcohol, but it felt like I was floating on a cloud. Remembering Julia’s words from our first night, I reached out and snatched the server’s hand as she passed and slipped a pile of folded bills into it. The woman glanced down and blinked. I was already standing. Erika looked up at me and frowned.

      “We’re getting out of here,” I said, and held out a hand to her.

      Those brilliant eyes of hers considered me for only a second before reaching up to take my hand. As I pulled her up and led her from the restaurant, my heart was racing inside my chest, but my nerves were calm. I’d know the woman beside me to be stern, short-tempered, irritable, and every other emotion over the years. But I’d never seen her like this.

      The woman who stood beside me was submissive and calm, perfectly content to have me take charge, eager even. When I glanced down and allowed myself to take in the black dress that hugged her hourglass figure, I saw two large peaks on the tips of her breasts and the confidence that had flooded me a second before grew even more.

      “We have a room set up…there,” Erika said, her finger pointing to the hotel that stood beside the restaurant, and I saw her swallow hard as she slipped free of my arm. “Give me twenty minutes to get ready? I want everything to be perfect…”

      I couldn’t wait, and neither could she. Before I would let her go, I hauled her forward and took my stepmom into my arms right there on the sidewalk outside the restaurant. The second her lips touched mine, it was as if the world froze. I’d felt passion, desire and all sorts of other intense emotions when kissing or making out with women before, but never this.

      Pulling back with a gasp, we both stared into each other’s eyes and I saw the same illicit desire in her. The same all-consuming fire that filled me.

      We released each other as if we had been scalded, the other’s skin so hot we could no longer touch for fear of ripping one another's clothes off then and there. I saw a shudder pass through my stepmom when the realization hit her of just how taboo and wicked what we were about to do was.

      “Go up to our room and get ready,” I growled, “you have five minutes.”

      “Oh god, this is really happening!”

      Her excited whisper sent a thrill down my spine and I nearly stepped forward to pick her up again. Flashing me a nervous but excited smile, she nodded. “Room 343…and if you decide it’s too weird and you don’t show up—”

      “Go,” I said, “and stop being foolish.”

      I watched her hurry into the hotel and couldn’t help staring at the perfect curves of her ass. Suddenly my nerves were jangling, and I felt sweat form on the palms of my hands.

      What the fuck and I doing? With my mom?!

      The taboo thought only made me more nervous and excited as I paced the sidewalk outside the building. Pulling out my phone, I saw I had missed a few text messages from Julia.

      Julia: How’s it going?

      Julia:

      Julia: Erika says you kissed?! Call me!

      The last text was from seconds before, so I hit the call button and Julia picked up immediately.

      “Oh my god it’s about to happen isn’t it!”

      “I’m freaking out a little,” I admitted.

      “You’ll be fine, honestly, it’s Erika I’m worried about. Just do everything you’ve learned, and you’ll be fine. So, slugger, how’s it feels to know you’re about to fuck your mom?”

      “Jesus,” I breathed, glancing around the street in embarrassment, though of course none of the people passing had heard her.

      “It’s been a long time for your mom, so take your time with her, ok? And go buy a bottle of wine and some flowers, surprise her.”

      “Good idea,” I said. “Thank you, Julia, for everything.”

      “Don’t thank me yet, tiger. This is going to be the night of your life, just you wait. Now don’t keep her waiting.”

      I found a gift shop in the hotel that had small bouquets of roses and bottles of cheap wine. I bought one of each, plus a tin of candies that I knew she loved, and found the elevator. An older couple rode up with me and smiled knowingly when they saw the gifts.

      “Go get her,” the man offered as they exited, as his wife gave me a nod of approval.

      My nervousness faded as I walked down the hall. In a lot of ways, it felt like I was walking home. I knew this woman, inside and out. Better than anyone else in the world, even myself.

      Pushing the door open, I froze at the sight before me. Erika lay atop the bed in a white negligee that covered yet hinted at the treasures beneath. Her legs were bare, and the white panties covering her sex were sheer and molded to every delicious fold. Her face was shining but nervous as my eyes took her in from head to toe.

      “You’re gorgeous,” I breathed. The words ripped from my chest as I stumbled into the room, setting down my purchases on the nightstand.

      “Mommy can’t wait any longer, baby,” Erika moaned as she shifted around on the bed to kneel on its edge. Reaching out she snagged the tails of my jacket and pulled me up against her. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

      “Me too,” I breathed, letting my trembling fingers trace down the woman's incredible curves. “Oh god, you have no idea.”

      “Tell me,” my stepmom breathed as she pushed the coat off my shoulders. “I want to know everything, every wicked detail.”

      “I—” The words died in my throat as the memories rushed back up and triggered a wave of embarrassment. But Erika planted a kiss on my neck and repeated her words in a hot whisper as her fingers found the buttons of my shirt and began working them free.

      “I used to come home from school…and stare at you…sunbathing. My room looked right out over the pool...”

      “And what would you do when you stared?” She asked with a teasing grin, her fingers tips tracing lines of fire across my chest and abs as she tugged the shirt free.

      “You know what I’d do,” I said, the embarrassment burning in me.

      “I want to hear you say it,” my mom hissed, her eyes pleading with me.

      “You want to hear how I stared at my stepmom and jerked off?” I asked, suddenly seizing her hips and grinding her panty clad pussy against the stiffness in my pants and slid my hands around to massage her glorious ass. “How I stole an old magazine spread you did and kept it hidden under my bed?”

      “Oh god, yes,” Erika moaned, and I realized she was on the verge of orgasm without even being touched. “What did you imagine doing to mommy?”

      Julia’s words about women liking men who knew what they wanted and reached out to take it came back to me, and I took a half second to read the signs in my mom. From the dilated pupils to the flexing of her hips and the iron hardness of her nipples, it was clear that she wanted this as much as I did.

      “I wanted to see you take that top off…dreamed about your boobs every damn minute of every day. Even tried to steal glances when you were in the shower,” I said, blushing at the admission, but Erika only ground herself all the harder against me, her whimpers of pleasure growing more desperate as she flicked my belt open. “I would dream of you crawling into my bed at night and making love to me.”

      “More,” she purred, her eyes flashing up to meet mine as one hand slipped down into the waistband of my pants.

      “Jesus,” I gasped as her fiery fingers slid down the length of my stiffness. “I would dream of you crawling beneath my desk when I was studying and giving me a blowjob…of pressing my face between your legs when we were watching TV…oh god...”

      I couldn’t take any more of her teasing touch and threw her back onto the mattress and kicked my pants free. Erika’s eyes flashed with hungry desire and she pulled me atop her, her fingers desperate to pull my cock into her depths. But I had my own plans.
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      I whipped the negligee over her head and, sitting on my knees, took in her perfect figure. She didn’t preen under my gaze, but neither was she shy as I stared at her body. She reached up behind her back to unclasp her bra. Eyes watching my face carefully, she released the thin white cups and I let out awed breath as her perfect breasts sat there, capped in puffy areolas and hard nipples.

      She took my breath away.

      “Erika…you’re incredible.”

      “Call me mommy…please?”

      The plea in her voice had a huskiness to it, and I could tell how deep the desire ran. In answer, I leaned back and let her see how much harder my cock got when she said those words. With wide eyes she watched it bounce and let out an awed sigh.

      Bending low, I took a hard nipple into my mouth and suckled on it. Erika let out a gasp of pleasure that grew into a scream after just a couple of seconds. The hand which had reached down to grip my cock grew weak, the fingers letting go, and her body curled in around me. Glancing up, I was shocked to see her face was pale and dark spots of red marked her cheeks.

      “Oh baby,” she moaned, gentle fingers gliding through my hair as she cradled me close. “That was…intense. Does my good boy need some relief?” Her eyes alit on the throbbing spear standing up between us, and she reached over with shaky fingers.

      “Tonight is all about you,” I said, laying her back down and kissing her.

      The kiss awoke that same intensity in my breast again and it was long seconds before we broke off, both of us gasping. I took the chance to taste the smooth skin of her neck, taking small nibbles and leaving trails of hot kisses as I made my way back down to her glorious breasts. Sucking first one, and then the other, I confirmed how sensitive they were, as well as how much she seemed to love me nursing from her.

      My other hand reached down and ran up her thighs. They parted around my fingers and I found her panties were soaked through. The scent of her sex aroused me so much that I nearly came across her belly. Kissing my way down, I ignored her weak words of protest.

      “I’m going to make you feel good, mommy,” I growled, just before planting a kiss on her puffy lips.

      “Oh god!”

      My tongue sank into her fiery depths, and I heard her moan in pleasure. The feel of her body shuddering beneath me had my cock throbbing, and the taste of her intoxicated me. In seconds I was feasting on her pussy, my tongue digging into her in between running tight little circles around her hard clit.

      “Yes, my son!” Erika hissed, “Lick mommy’s pussy…ohhh good boy…ohhh god…mommy’s cumming baby! I’m cumming!”

      The world went silent as her thighs squeezed my head between them and a gush of her fluids coated my tongue. The bed convulsed as she released me and flopped back, her body coated in a thin sheen of sweat as she panted, eyes wide.

      After catching her breath for a minute, she began crawling down my body, her lips suddenly on mine as she tasted herself, moaning even more.

      Then it was my turn to gasp as I felt her hand grip my steel hard cock.

      “Tell me what you want,” Erika purred in my ear as her fingers glided along my length with teasing slowness. “Tell mommy what you need her to do for you, my son.”

      “Suck me, mommy,” I breathed, shocked at how turned on the illicit words made me. “God, I want to watch my cock sliding in and out of this sexy mouth.”

      Hauling back on my hips, she scooted me to the edge of the bed and slipped down between my legs. I sat in awe and watched as my stepmom cradled my cock in her hands, staring in fascination at its length and girth before pressing her cheek against it and inhaling deeply.

      “Relax, baby. Let mommy take care of you like she’s always wanted to.”

      My jaw fell open as she ran her hot tongue up the underside and then swirled it around the head. Watching my dick disappear into my mom’s mouth was so hot and intense I nearly came right there, but I held back, intending to enjoy this. Reaching down with one hand, I pushed the dark hair out of her face and met those brilliant blue eyes of hers and marveled at the unconditional love and devotion I found there.

      “I love you,” I breathed, “unnnhhh!”

      I groaned aloud as she sucked the head of my dick into her mouth, tongue swirling around the slit. Her acts said more than any words could as she worked my cock deep into her mouth. She wasn’t a brain-melting talent like Mia, or even as wickedly enthusiastic as Stella, but what she lacked there she more than made up for in the slow, loving touches that drove me to the brink again and again.

      I’d never had someone take their time and lavish so much attention on my cock as my stepmom did. Gripping the base tightly, she ran her tongue up and down the underside with delicious slowness, her eyes watching the pleasure turn to agony on my face as she edged me ever closer to an explosive orgasm.

      “I…can’t last much longer…” I panted. “God, I want to fill your mouth with my cum, mommy.”

      “Yes, baby! Fill mommy’s mouth, give me all of that delicious cum.” Her hands flew now, one still gripping the base, the other stroking me with quick little motions as her lips and tongue teased the head.

      Our eyes were locked on one another right until the last second, and I saw a thick spurt of thick creamy cum coat Erika’s bottom lips and tongue before she dove forward to trap the tip of my cock between her lips. She sucked, stroked, and milked every drop of cum from me.

      My toes were curled, and the world had gone to white, but as I slowly came back to myself, heart racing and body still shaking, the sensation in my dick never ceased. Reaching down, I gripped my mom’s head as she rose and fell over my cock, her sucking now a full body motion as she drew my dick back to stiffness.

      “Mommy can’t wait baby, I need to feel this fat cock in my pussy.” Her fingers clawed at me, and mine at her, as I pulled her body beneath me.

      I threw aside the hotel sheets, twisted and damp with sweat, and crawled between Erika’s legs. Her heels pulled me into her and in seconds we were lost in a passionate embrace, our hands exploring one another’s body, as my hard dick pressed against the entrance to her wet lips.

      Like teenagers making out, we rolled around on the bed for a few minutes, just enjoying touching and being touched. I took her breasts in my hands again and felt her shudder beneath my touch. Gentle fingers pressed the fat head of my cock against her opening and Erika pulled my lips to hers. Our eyes were open as we kissed, and I was filled with joy as I felt her wetness grip me.

      “I love you.” We both breathed it at once, our tongues dancing against one another as my hand slid down to grip her ass.

      Growling in desire, I could hold back no longer and thrust my cock into her pussy all the way to the hilt. My fingers sank into her perfect ass and I felt my stepmom’s incredible tightness shiver around my cock as she let out a shriek of pleasure.

      “YeeEEESSSSS!”

      After that, words were difficult to come by, as we made passionate love. I took her with hard and fast strokes that first time, both of us needing to get it out of the way. As her heels locked together behind my back, her fingers hauling on my ass, our grunts in sync, our eyes met once more, and I could hold back my release no longer.

      “NgghhhHHHH!!”

      Collapsing atop Erika, my cock continued to flood her depths as it pulsed, and I saw her eyes go wide as she felt the powerful blasts. Body seizing, she gripped me tight, and another orgasm coursed through her body. It was an incredible sight.

      “That was unbelievable,” she breathed as we rolled onto our side, catching our breath.

      “I never dreamed it would happen,” I murmured into her hair.

      Her fingers trailed down my stomach and along the length of my cock, still slick with my cum and her juices mixed together.

      “Mommy should clean you up…mhmm, you’ve been such a good boy.”

      “Oh, mommy,” I groaned in pleasure when she bent down and sucked my dick into her mouth.

      Swirling her tongue around my soft cock, she sucked me clean in moments and soon had me firming up again.

      “Bend over,” I growled, levering myself off the bed and pulling her ass back.

      “This is how I like it, baby,” she purred, whipping her thick hair back over one shoulder, then she noticed me admiring our reflection in the mirrored closet doors and let out a purr of pleasure. “Fuck, we look hot.”

      Lining my dick up, I pushed again into her depths. Nothing had prepared me for how sexy the sweeping curve of her back and sides would look as they met at the twin globes of her perfect ass. Gripping her waist, fingers sinking into the hollow of her hips, I let loose, taking her with long, hard strokes.

      “Fuck yes!” my stepmom cried out.

      I couldn’t stop myself from slapping her ass as it rolled before me, or from running my hands up underneath her and cupping those glorious breasts. My favorite was when she arched back, twisting until her lips met mine and I rolled my hips, digging into her pussy with fast thrusts.

      Erika loved it when I reached into her mouth with two fingers and pressed down on her tongue. It acted almost like a button, same as sucking her nipples had, sending her into an intense orgasm. Instead of slowing down, I fucked her straight through and felt the tight grip of her pussy carrying me over the edge again.

      When we collapsed back onto the bed, bodies damp with sweat and contented smiles on our faces, we lay for a long time just holding one another, lost in our own thoughts. We made love another three times that night, fucking in every position imaginable.

      She confessed the shame she’d always felt for her desires, and how her friends had found out about it. They’d been more than supportive, and even offered to help, and in the end they’d decided on something more…communal.

      “I hope you don’t think we’ve used you,” Erika said, her cheek hot as she pressed it to my chest. “The gigolo thing was my mom’s idea, and Julia took it and ran.”

      “Esmeralda?!” I asked, my voice rising an octave at mention of my beautiful grandmother.

      Erika sat up on her elbow and looked down at me slyly.

      “Did I detect a twitch…down there…when I mentioned my mom?” Her eyes burned with an inner light as I squirmed and nodded. Hating myself even as I admitted it, yet unable to lie to her. But instead of laughing or getting upset, she threw her leg over my hip and slipped my dick back into her soft depths. “I made her promise not to jump you…mhmm…unless you want her too…ohhhh…but…god baby, you’re so hard!”

      “This is hot as fuck,” I growled.

      “Mhmm, then I should tell you she can’t wait to suck this big dick of yours and…ohhh fuck!...Oh god…I can’t wait to watch!”

      Gripping her hips with both hands, I drove up into her with powerful thrusts until we both reached our peaks together moments later. Her wicked words had sent us both over the edge and we collapsed back onto the bed, spent.

      We stayed up until the sun rose, talking. Erika opened up to me about many of her predilections, though she only hinted at the most scandalous ones. She’d had few male lovers in her life, and all of them had been either a lot younger, or a lot older. She and Zoe had been lovers in college and picked it back up after our fight when she’d gone to her friend for comfort.

      Julia and the others she’d only flirted with, but I got hints of what might be in our future. Erika got off on the fact that I was sleeping with her friends. More than just getting off on it, she had a decidedly old-world idea of the way a man should be treated by those women closest to him.

      As I held this gorgeous woman in my arms, her chest rising and falling against mine as she drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help thanking god for this night, and all the nights still to come.
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      “Rosco says they like the update, but wondered if you can make the drop down boxes activate with a click and not a hover. He says the hover is…hang on, I wrote it down… ‘annoying as all get out and reminds me why I hate the internet.” I looked up from my notes and grinned.

      Ty let out a huge laugh. He’d gotten used to Rosco’s opinion on technology, just as I’d gotten used to Ty. Turned out he wasn’t really the jerk I had thought and I was glad I’d had the idea of adding him to my tech team. “Ha! Easy fix, we can have that out in the next patch. Was there anything else?”

      “No,” I said, scanning my spreadsheet and the list of action items Rosco had written down for me. “Everything is scaling really well. At this rate, I might have to start prepping for a Series B investment round.”

      “You have to let me put this latest video up on YouTube. The gearhead community is already wild for you as the face of the company. You’re what’s going to get us mass market appeal, not our silly logo.”

      “Hey, the logo isn’t silly!” I said, but Ty rolled his eyes.

      “At least we have a cool company name. Eurparts is fucking badass, you have to admit it now.”

      “Sure it is,” I said, pasting a smile on my face. The domain had been free, small wonder, and at least Google searches gave us the top listing for European car parts. Still, I always died little inside every time I heard the name he and Rosco loved.

      “It’s dumping outside and I want to hit the slopes,” Ty said, peeking out his bedroom window. “Are we done?”

      “Umm, that should be everything,” I said, scanning the list before me once more. “Have fun and remember to patch the—”

      “Yea, yea boss, I got it,” he said with a grin. He flipped me the finger and slapped down his laptop, cutting our connection.

      Sighing, I  set down my notepad, then finished off the last of my beer and rose. The pool glittered outside and even though it was November, in Miami it still felt like summer. Tossing the empty beer can, I grabbed a fresh one from the fridge and turned to head outside to grab a few rays before dinner.

      As I was reaching for the sliding door, a hand slapped against the glass, freezing it in place. Looking up, I spotted Esmerelda glaring back at me with a dark, dangerous look in her eyes.

      “Where do you think you’re going, young man?” I opened my mouth and pointed to the pool, but she spoke right over me. “You know what’s happening tonight, all the preparations your mother’s made. You promised I’d get my chance to congratulate you first, before all those putas’ get their hands on you.”

      In all honesty, I’d forgotten with the craziness of my life over the past few weeks, but I knew better than to say that to Esmerelda. She already gave me a hard enough time for working too much, in addition to school. If I wasn’t careful, she’d pull another trick like the one over the summer.

      That had been an interesting experience, waking up tied to my bed with my step grandmother’s mouth worshipping my cock. All day she’d licked and sucked me, teasing me with those massive breasts of hers and dragging her daughter in to fuck my brains out, then leaving me to sleep for eighteen hours straight. I’d finally gotten a good night’s rest, but she herself was exhausted for days afterward.

      “Yes, ma’am,” I said, and she gave a sharp nod, then licked those thick, ruby red lips of hers and scurried over to the couch.

      Patting the empty seat beside her, she flicked open the top three buttons of her blouse, so that the edges of the checkered pink material barely contained her breasts. She drew her fingers up the inner slope as she squeezed her forearms together.

      “Why don’t we start with your favorite,” she said with a knowing smile.

      A shiver passed through me as I walked over and untied the string on my board shorts. Esmerelda’s smile grew lascivious as she saw the hunger growing in my eyes. She knew I could never turn down the heavenly feeling of fucking her tits.

      Erika had been adamant about her boundaries, and we’d honored her wishes. However, her wicked mother had found all manner of ways to push the envelope.

      “Come, let me take care of you baby,” Esmerelda purred as she reached out and flicked aside the laces of my shorts and watched with a happy smile as they fell to my feet.

      Dribbling a stream of saliva onto her tits, she pressed them tightly together and I slipped my cock between. The feel of her soft tits wrapping around my glans was incredible, but not as hot as the sight of her beautiful face, upturned and shining with desire.

      The woman’s breasts were so massive that I could fuck straight into them, and the tip of my cock barely brushed her breastbone. With every thrust the soft flesh jiggled and shook, and Esmerelda's grin grew as she saw the pleasure growing on my face.

      “Mom, you said you’d wait!”

      Turning my head, I saw my stepmom coming into the living room. She wore a frown that soon melted into a grin when she saw how much fun we were having.

      “I couldn’t, baby…your boy just looked so tasty.” Esmerelda grinned at her daughter, who had already slipped into a cushioned chair facing us and dropped a hand into the waistband of her pants, eyes burning with intensity as she watched us.

      “Show him what you learned from Mia, mom,” Erika said softly, her eyebrows raising enticingly when I met her eyes. “Yesterday while you were at Rosco’s, Mia gave us all a blowjob lesson…very educational, huh, mom?”

      “Jesus,” I whispered, imagining what that class must have looked like. “I wish I’d been there for that.”

      “I’m sure you do, big boy,” Esmerelda purred. She’d been rolling her breasts around my cock since her daughter sauntered in, but now she stopped and glanced at the younger woman speculatively.

      When we’d returned home from the hotel that first day after we’d gotten together, months before, Erika had explained her limits to me. Then later, the night that Esmerelda had crawled into my bed while I slept and woken me with an amazing blowjob, it wasn’t until I was coating the beautiful woman’s thick lips that I noticed Erika standing in the shadows of the doorway.

      At first I’d been scared until I noticed her fingers pulling on a nipple and the other hand working between her legs.

      Now the woman raised a questioning eyebrow at her daughter. The pair held each other’s gaze for a long moment, as if having a staring contest, and I began to wonder what was going on. Then Erika relented and gave a quick nod.

      “What’s all this?” I asked, the warm air caressing my cock as it was suddenly released, and Esmerelda eagerly pulled me around and slipped in front of me.

      “Today is a very important day for you,” Esmerelda said, her gentle fingers taking my cock as she planted a soft kiss on one side and glanced back at the chair where her daughter sat. “And I wanted to do something special for you. Your mom does too, but she’s shy.”

      “No, I’m not,” my stepmom said, then frowned at the hint of petulance in her voice. Slipping off the chair, her eyes met mine and her cheeks heated. “Don’t look at me like that.”

      She knew how I’d glance over and stare at her hungry lips while her mother was busy worshipping my cock. She’d hinted that maybe, for my birthday, or a special occasion…but I hadn’t been expecting it now, in the middle of the day, in the bright living room. But as she whipped her top off, and unhooked the strong black bra encasing her large breasts, there was nowhere else in the world I wanted to be.

      “We’re both so proud of you, baby,” my mom said with a smile, her breath tickling the head of my cock.

      Esmerelda gripped the base, her eyes wide with a hunger I’d never seen in them before as she held my cock out straight. The women’s eyes met, and I saw something wicked pass between them, then their lips pressed to either side of my shaft and my soul melted in bliss.

      They began with gentle kisses that became suckling and licking. Their tongues grazed the bottom side and teased one another. Twin sets of pale blue eyes gazed up at me as their cheeks pressed together and I was sucked gently into one mouth, then pushed into the other. Back and forth they went, tongues teasing my cock awake.

      My mom’s hand rose and joined her mother’s as they stroked me to steel hardness. When my balls tightened as the massive orgasm approached, the women sensed it and backed off. Erika rose, dragging her big breasts up my chest as she trailed kisses along my lips. I moaned into the kiss, her tongue darting into my mouth as I felt Esmerelda’s throat caress my cock.

      Breaking the kiss and glancing down, I stared in awe as her nose pressed into my crotch. The woman could only hold my thick cock in her swallowing throat for a second, before hauling back on it and stroking the slick saliva back down its length, only to go again.

      “Mom’s been begging me to let her, and I think today’s finally the day,” Erika purred in my ear, her fingers gliding along my scalp.

      “For what?” I asked, my voice breathless as I watched my mom push Esmerelda’s head back down my cock and hold it there for a long second.

      Esmerelda pulled back off me with a gasp, her eyes wild as they met her daughter’s.

      “Oh god baby…really?!”

      “You’ve both been so good, and I trust you now,” my mom said. As she bit her bottom lip and gazed up at me, I realized what she meant.

      “Turn around,” I growled, unable to wait a moment longer.

      Esmerelda looked between me and her daughter and spun around so fast you’d have thought she was kneeling on a turntable. The long floral skirt she wore disappeared in a second and I pushed aside her thong panties, the head of my cock at her steaming entrance. I paused, then looked over to my mom and reached out an arm. She flashed a grateful smile and I drew her close, her lips meeting mine as I sank into her mother.

      Our moans disappeared amid our kiss and were drowned out by Esmerelda’s shriek of pleasure. The older woman’s arms gave out and her face pressed to the cold tile as that first, massive orgasm swept through her body, my cock barely halfway into her. The tightness of her pussy was incredible, and I thanked the heavens she’d stayed celibate since her husband passed.

      It was almost like taking a virgin as I eased into her with short thrusts. Her wetness drained down her thighs and coated my cock, but it was Erika’s gentle guiding hand on my ass that dictated my movements.

      “I love you,” I breathed into my mom’s mouth and she grinned into the kiss, mouthing the same words back.

      “Oh god…I love…this!” Esmerelda cried, her eyes pressed shut and her massive breasts almost choking her as they pressed in around her head, swaying with every powerful thrust.

      “He’s mine, Mother,” Erika said, and there was a sharpness to her tone that wasn’t there when we played with her friends. It didn’t surprise me. Of all the women in my mom’s life, it was her mother who most threatened her. The woman’s beauty and charm had been a dominant force in her young life, and it had taken years to feel she’d outgrown her shadow. I took care now to hide just how exquisite the older woman’s tightness felt as I took her with long, slow thrusts.

      “But you can fuck my beautiful boy when I give you permission.”

      “Thank youu nnnGGGG!”

      “Yes, thank you, mommy,” I breathed as she lifted a swollen nipple to my lips.

      My mom’s sigh of pleasure as I sucked and nibbled on her nipple, together with the feeling of her mother cumming on my cock again, had me right on the edge. My motions began to falter, and I moaned in frustration when the perfect tightness left my cock, then gasped in shock as the women dropped down, cheeks pressed together, and stroked my jerking cock all over their upturned faces.

      “Holy fuck, that’s hot,” I breathed, my knees trembling and toes curling as I watched the thick pearlescent lines arc out and cover their chins, lips and cheeks.

      Panting, I staggered back and fell onto the couch and watched as they pushed the cum into their mouths.

      “That was…” Words left me as I stared at the pair and felt my cock throb.

      Esmerelda gave a delighted grin when she saw my dick twitching, but her daughter stopped her from crawling over. They shared a look, and I saw the older woman give a petulant frown that made her look like the younger of the two.

      “We have a busy evening ahead, and everyone will be showing up in the next hour or two. I’d hate for them to arrive and find the place…and us…in such a mess.”

      “You’re right. Let me know when the delivery arrives,” I said as I rose.

      “Mia texted and said she’d be arriving any minute with the promotional material,” Erika called after me as I headed into the yard.

      Stepping over to give them each a deep kiss, I headed out to relax by the pool for an hour. Erika and Julia had planned this big party for the release of my biggest ad campaign yet. If it had been up to me, I’d have told nobody and hope I was never recognized. But a center spread in GQ was a big deal in the modeling world, and the agency had insisted I do something splashy so they could leak it to the papers.

      Those first few runway shows had been fun, but the really lucrative jobs had come when Erika got me in contact with an agency. I’d made it clear that modeling was a side hustle, and nothing more, but I was making them so much money that they were happy to fit the photo and video shoots around my schedule.

      And once again, Erika had been right. The contacts I’d made from modeling had made it easy to secure a round of investors for my start-up idea. Once the funding was secure, I’d been able to rope a few college classmates in to do the coding with Ty on board as the team lead. Rosco had been a godsend, giving feedback all throughout the process. That is when he wasn’t busy with Amanda, with whom he’d struck up a budding romance. I’d been concerned at the age difference, but they seemed incredibly happy together.

      I had no idea what Erika and Julia had planned for the evening, but they’d refused to let me cook. In exchange, I asked them to order Focaccia from Gugino’s. The oily flatbread spread with tomato paste was my latest obsession and the little Italian bakery I’d found in Coral Gables was unbelievably good at it. Sometimes I got the one with black olives, too.

      The hour I spent lying in the sun every day was the only time I took for myself now, besides cooking, and I’d grown to crave it as much as I did my morning workouts. So it was with a frown of annoyance that I picked my head up and looked to see what the sudden commotion was.

      “Evan!” Julia poked her head out of the sliding glass door and waved her phone. “Have you checked your phone?”

      “I’m on it!” Mia scurried past the slender blonde, her body jiggling as she hurried over to me.

      “What is it?”

      “Someone at the magazine leaked your photoshoot.”

      “Oh god,” I thought, remembering how many ridiculous outfits the photographer had made me try on.

      “No, you’re going viral! Look,” she scrolled through her phone and I saw the images, photos of me shirtless and posing. “They don’t know your name, but this is going to make your asking price for any future shoots skyrocket.”

      “Oh, well, I guess that’s good then,” I said, seeing it in a different light.

      “Come on you two,” Julia called, “The agency people are here, along with the caterers.”

      I leapt to my feet but didn’t fail to notice the slight frown of disappointment on Mia’s face. The woman was proving to be an excellent assistant. She was efficient and knew how to run a small organization, nor was she afraid to lay down the law with anyone. But the one thing she required to keep her focused and on task was a regular chance to place her mouth on my cock. We headed in and passed Julia, who gave the plump woman a wink.

      “Save it for the after party, sister.” The blonde hooked an arm around my shoulder and drew me over to a suited pair from the agency who stood chatting with my stepmom. “Renata won’t get here until after seven, so keep our guests charmed until then, and I’ll rush them along when we’re…ready to go.”

      I swallowed hard as the woman gave me a gentle pat on the ass and one wink of her impossibly long lashes. She peeled away from my side, drawing Mia over towards the bar where Zoe stood mixing a cocktail. The dark-skinned beauty threw me a wink as she pulled the thin black straw to her thick lips and sucked.

      Shivering, I tore my gaze away and found the slick-haired little man who’d signed me grinning up at me.

      “Have you seen what’s happening! It’s incredible, Evan, the best thing that could happen to your career, err, you know, whatever you want to call it. If you sign with us again, we can get you a campaign with anyone!”

      “That’s great, man,” I said, hooking an arm around his shoulder and drawing him over to where a portly fellow was unloading large pizza boxes of bread onto the tables they’d set up. “But let’s not talk about business tonight, we can do that tomorrow. Or better yet, on Monday,” I said, and the fellow joined in with my laugh, though his was a touch uneasy. He was a nice enough man, but I was sure he was under strict orders from the agency to sign me to another contract as soon as he could. Meanwhile I wasn’t in any hurry to sign, especially if my price was about to jump. “Have you ever been to Coral Gables?”

      “Can’t say I have,” he said with a frown as I flipped open a box and inhaled the sweet aroma of dough, spices and tomatoes. “Ohhh, that smells delicious…is it pizza?”

      “Better,” I said with a smile, picking up a piece and taking a hearty bite.

      The party picked up after that, as people streamed in steadily. The company was good and the food better. By the time the catering company had packed up and left, and the sun was beginning to sink towards the horizon, I found myself back out by the pool sitting beside Erika and nursing a beer.

      “I can’t tell you how happy I’ve been the past few months,” she said, smiling at the guests inside as Zoe and Julia pestered Renata to confess her secrets. “You’ve made me so proud, Evan.”

      “And you’ve made me so happy,” I said, taking her hand and drawing it to my lips. “The luckiest and happiest man in the world.”

      “Don’t you forget it,” she purred, twisting in her chair and leaning over to plant a warm kiss on my lips.

      “Hey, don’t get started without us!”

      Breaking our kiss, I turned to see Stella and Zoe tugging off their tops to reveal the bikinis they’d changed into beneath. The busty redhead wore a green two-piece in material so thin I could make out the dimples on her areola, while Zoe wore two scraps of fabric that could barely be called a swimsuit. Tiny triangles covered her firm breasts and another small one lay over her sex, with a thin line riding the crack of her pert ass.

      The pair flashed me grins as they hopped into the pool, waving for me and Erika to join them. As I was getting up from the seat, Julia stepped out of the house and let the loose white robe covering her bikini-clad body drop. Erika dove in, and I found myself slowing as I stared at the gorgeous blonde.

      Other than my stepmom, no woman could command my attention like Julia. Her small white bikini barely covered her sculpted breasts, and the bottoms rode high on her hips, highlighting the smoothness of her stomach.

      “Hold up there, tiger,” the blonde purred, her fingers hooking in the waistband of my board shorts as she pulled me close and planted a passionate kiss on my lips.

      I lost myself in the kiss, feeling my cock respond as she hooked a leg around the back of mine and ground her bikini-clad pussy against my crotch.

      “Congratulations, baby,” Julia purred in my ear, her hot breath tickling the sensitive flesh. “When I saw those pictures of you in the magazine…. Mhmm! I couldn’t wait to eat you up.” I kissed her full lips again, gripping her ass and grinding my cock against her pussy, not caring who was watching. Then she broke off the kiss and pulled back with an effort, her breath ragged.

      “God damn you’re dangerous…Renata, get out here! I can’t wait any longer.” As she kissed my neck, my focus was riveted on the tall, slender figure coming through the open sliding glass door.

      Renata wore her hood, and little else. Black leather straps wrapped around her torso, leaving her tits and everything below the waist exposed. The black hood covered her beautiful and severe face, and the ring at the mouth made her lips puff out into a tempting ‘O’.

      Julia saw me staring. “Your mom asked Renata to help make this an extra special night…is there anything you’d like to do with that tempting mouth-pussy of hers?”

      Glancing over my shoulder, I saw my mom and Zoe sitting together on the pool’s deep step. Their hands were moving below the surface, as Zoe planted kisses on my stepmom’s long neck. Erika’s pale blue eyes were locked on me, and I could almost hear her wicked thoughts. Her lips curled up into a grin as I commanded Renata to kneel with a single motion of my finger. Stella hung onto the edge of the pool, her eyes wide as saucers as she watched her friend.

      The gorgeous lawyer fell to her knees, and I saw her tongue shivering in her mouth in anticipation of what was to come. Her small nipples hardened as I dug out my cock and placed a hand on top of her head. Holding her in place like a toy, I drove my dick in with deliberate slowness as the muted sound of her gagging and swallowing filled the air.

      “Amazing,” Julia whispered as she watched.

      “Tongue,” I growled, and reaching down wiped my dick all across Renata’s masked face.

      The woman obeyed immediately, stretching her tongue out as far as she could. Placing my dick on the perfect landing strip, I drove forward into her face, taking the sides of her head in a firm grip and fucking with long, powerful strokes.

      Renata’s back locked up, and she nearly released her hands, which had been clasped behind her back. She knew what kind of punishment she’d get if she released those hands without permission, and I wasn’t ready for her to suffer that level of humiliation in front of her friends just yet, so I was glad she was able to control herself.

      Julia’s jaw dropped, and when I heard a shocked cry of pleasure from behind me, I recognized it as my stepmom’s voice. Water splashed as Stella climbed from the pool and watched in amazement along with Julia as I fucked Renata’s face with powerful thrusts. I knew not to bottom out in her throat when going so hard, but by pushing it, I was driving Renata mad with desire. The air was already filled with the scent of her sex.

      “I’m close, whore…you may…cum…” She let out a garbled ‘thunk yub’ but didn’t release her clasped hands, sensing I had more to say. “…but you have to cum before I do, and wear my cum all night…understand?”

      I drove my dick down until her throat caressed the tip, but she still managed to give a small nod, her eyes hungry with the need to please and be used.

      “Now take off your hood and show your friends what a good little slave you are,” I barely recognized my own voice.

      As I pulled out of her mouth, Renata whipped off her hood and opened her mouth wide. The beautiful, noble planes of her face looked even sexier with her hair in disarray and desperation etched on her features. I’d only given my dick a single stroke before Julia was suddenly there on one side, and a wet Stella on the other.

      The two women took over for me, and I saw Renata give another shudder of embarrassment as her friends stared down at her in all her shame. The orgasm that wracked her body a half second later was one of the biggest I’d ever seen from her, and she nearly missed receiving my load across her gorgeous features as she curled around her fingers working desperately in her pussy.

      When I bellowed a warning, my hands gripping the women beside me tight, Renata turned her face up and took the full load across it. Julia angled the tip so thick ropes of cum covered her, sparing no inch of the woman’s skin.

      “Fuck that’s hot,” Stella said, “I want to try it too, baby, will you fuck my face next? Just as brutally?”

      “Take a number, Stella,” Julia said huskily as she planted a firm hand on my chest and pushed me backwards into the house and onto the couch. “Unless you want to join me, I get him next.”

      “Sure!” The redhead enthused, and I was delighted to see her march inside, following Julia.

      “Renata, come get Julia ready for me,” I ordered as the blonde and redhead pushed my thighs apart and attacked my cock as one.

      My slave swayed up to her knees and crawled inside, her hips shifting from side to side.

      “Yes, Master,” the woman said softly, and a second later Julia’s eyes flashed wide, and she let out a long ‘Ooooooh’ of pleasure as I heard the wet sounds coming from her pussy.

      Stella’s thick lips took me deep as Julia’s nails dug into my thigh. The redhead stared up into my face, intent on watching my pleasure overcome me. As the woman’s talented tongue slithered and snaked around my glans, she was rewarded. The world faded as my eyelids fluttered and I gripped the couch’s cushions to keep myself from flying off.

      “Fuck him, Stella,” Julia hissed, her back arching as she pushed her firm ass into my slave’s hungry mouth. “I’m going to…Jesus baby…she’s teasing me…tell her to let me cum, Evan…please!”

      “Not until it’s with my cock inside you,” I growled. “Understood, slave?”

      “Yash sah.” Renata’s muffled voice was paired with another groan of pleasure from Julia.

      Before I could pull Stella onto my lap, a pair of hands closed around my hand and tilted my face back. Zoe planted an upside-down kiss on my lips and flashed that Cheshire cat grin of hers.

      “Swing around, love.”

      Her hair still dripped cold water, but I barely noticed as I lay back and she swung her slender leg over my head. I felt Stella grip the base of my cock and angle it back. Her incredibly tight pussy gripped the head, and I heard her sharp gasp of pleasure, stifled by Zoe’s mouth as the slender woman leaned forward and kissed her.

      My tongue caressed the firm nubbin above me for a brief second before driving it up into her and tasting her juices. As Zoe pressed down on my tongue, I drove my hips up, causing Stella to groan into Zoe’s lips, which in turned cause the slender woman to grind her pussy down on my tongue and me to drive my hips up.

      Around and around in a circle we went, and the occasional glimpses I could see over Zoe’s elongated torso only filled me with more passion. The pair of lovers clung to one another, their kisses passionate, and their hands slid all over one another’s backs as their breasts pressed together.

      Over the past few months, the two had become even closer friends. Zoe would spend most weekends either at our house, or with Stella. The redhead was on a journey of self-discovery and there was no one better to lead her down that path than the open-minded Zoe.

      I couldn’t reach up to caress Stella’s phenomenal tits through all the press of bodies, but I could grip her narrow waist as I drove up into her. The feel of her big ass slapping down onto my thighs as her tightness shivered around my cock sent me over the edge again and I flooded her womb with a massive blast of cum.

      The two of them tumbled off me, twisting in each other’s arms on the other side of the couch, Stella driving two fingers into her lover’s pussy and sending her into a spasm. A whimper at my side drew my attention back to Julia who lay in a sweaty pool in the center of the rug.

      A fire was now crackling behind the glass. The LED flames gave off no heat, but the red and yellow light cast a romantic glow over the room.

      Rising, I dropped to my knees and pressed the slick head of my soft cock against Julia’s puffy lips. The woman was lost in a world of torturous bliss as Renata still teased her pussy. Her eyelids struggled open, and it took a second for her eyes to focus on me, but when they did, a guttural sound escaped her throat.

      “Get it hard so I can fuck your perfect pussy,” I growled. Julia’s eyes burned with desire but her neck was too tired to lift her head and take me into her lips.

      Before I could say anything, Erika was there.

      “Mhmm,” my mom purred as her lips pressed against the other side of my cock.

      They sandwiched me between them, both sucking hard, tongues slithering through wet lips and in no time, I was hard as steel again. Julia’s arms were weak as I crawled between her legs, but her heels hauled on my ass, and I sank into her sopping pussy to the hilt.

      “Yes!” she cried out, her long nails digging into my back as she clung to me.

      The woman was a sexual dynamo, her body writhing beneath me, nails scratching and hips flexing. She fucked up and back into me, matching my every thrust, and within moments I could feel the pleasure seizing her body. It felt like I was melting into her as the spasms of her pussy milked my cock, but I managed to keep control of myself.

      Julia sagged against the rug, her body relaxing beneath me as tremors passed through it, aftershocks of her orgasm still consuming her body. As I sat up, Renata knelt and presented herself to me, hands clasped behind her back and hood back in place, with my cum spread beneath it.

      I could see her dark eyes staring at her friend’s cum dripping from my cock through the fine mesh of her hood and rose to my feet. My stepmom stepped forward and grabbed me by the back of the head and pulled me into a deep, soul-shaking kiss. At the same moment, she shoved her friend’s face forward onto my dick.

      Renata’s surprised moan of pleasure came out garbled as Erika yanked her back and drove her forward again. I’d taken control of my slave’s head this way before, but having my stepmom doing it was ten times hotter.

      “How does that feel baby,” she purred into my ear, her warm words at odds with the guttural grunts of pleasure coming from the lawyer. “Is mommy doing it right?”

      “Slower and…ngh…deeper,” I huffed out and slipped an arm around her waist, cupping her perfect ass with one hand as she snuggled up close.

      “How’s that?” She asked, keeping her grip on Renata’s head tight as she glided the woman’s lips down my cock with delicious slowness. “Mhmm mommy likes playing with this toy…but I need you, baby.”

      Grinning, I pushed Renata’s head back and pulled my mom before me. My slave knew what I wanted from her without me speaking, and she flipped over onto her back and used her tongue to tease my mom’s clit before I pressed the fat head of my cock to Erika’s soaking pussy.

      “Oh, god…fuck mommy baby…fuck me!”

      Erika’s growl drew heads all around the room. The sight of her body arched in bliss, as I fucked her with long strokes from behind, each thrust making her breasts shake, would have been enough to send me over the edge. But Renata’s dangerous tongue moved from Erika to me and bathed my shaft as I drove in and out, and as my mom shook in her second orgasm, I slammed deep and joined her, my cum flooding her womb.

      The six of us collapsed onto the thick rug, cuddling. After a time, our quiet words and gentle touches devolved once more into a chaotic orgy. I took my mom first this time, rolling her atop me as her friends embraced at our sides. Then I took Renata, the women all watching in interest as I put the leather clad beauty through her paces.

      When I had the tall lawyer on her knees and my cock buried deep in her ass, Erika’s tongue worked just as well as a standing vibrator. I opened the hooded woman up to a whole new world of pleasure that night, as her shame and embarrassment triggered the biggest orgasm of her life.

      The night that we all celebrated my start-up and magazine spread was one of the greatest nights of my life, only topped by those nights when Erika wanted to explore her ‘mommy fetish’. We would explore all types of scenarios, from her walking in on me jerking off with her panties and ending with a loving blowjob, to me sneaking into her room and playing with her while she slept.

      Every Sunday we take a long drive up the coast in the Mustang. Usually it’s just Erika and I, but occasionally Esmerelda will join us if she is in town. Life has become interesting and crazy lately, but we make sure to slow down at least one day a week and deepen the growing connection between us. Her love and faith has given me the confidence and strength to do anything, and I can’t wait to explore every moment of my life with her at my side.

      
        
        THE END
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      Arriving home after the war, ticker-tape parades and cheering citizens greeted most men, but we lost too many in my hometown to celebrate the few returning. As the train pulled into the station, the familiar sights and smells of home tugged at my memories, but it was a brown-haired beauty hopping excitedly on the platform who soon stole away my attention.

      Annie and I married right before I shipped off, stealing a single week of bliss before over two years of separation. We met at the state fair, and after a whirlwind month-long courtship I’d proposed, angering her parents when she’d accepted. Her father never approved of my family, calling us poor trash, but we married anyway.

      After the weeklong honeymoon, I shipped off and Annie went to work in the local tire factory along with the other wives, daughters and mothers left behind. The war was an ugly affair and, for more months than I care to remember, I was in the shit, slogging across France. Turned out I had a knack for keeping a cool head when bullets are flying.

      Command promoted me quick and saw fit to pin a brace of ribbons on my chest. All it got me was a front-row seat to the gristmill of war, and when the bastards finally fell and we were staring at a wall of red soldiers ten million strong or more, Command patted us all on the head and sent us home. The war was over, and we only learned how hard the other side had it.

      Stepping off the train car, the other pair of returning veterans let me pass, nodding respectfully when they noticed my rank and ribbons. I paid the pair of older men no mind. My eyes filled with the sight of my beautiful bride running towards me, tears streaming down her cheeks.

      “My Dean!” Annie cried, throwing herself in my arms.

      Wrapping my heavy arms around her waist, I picked her up, spinning as I felt her sweet lips finally meet mine. Like a lion’s roar, my lusts awakened, and I had to force myself to relax my arms before I crushed her slender form against me.

      “God, I’ve missed you,” I breathed when she finally let me take a breath.

      “Not as much as I missed you,” she said, eyes tracing the lines of my face as she ran her finger down my jawline, “Jesus Husband… I almost forgot how handsome you are. You look even better than I remember, though… these shoulders and arms… Did they have you moving boulders or something?”

      “No,” I said, chuckling, arm tightening around her waist, “Just a lot of hurry-up-and-wait. Mhmm, lets head home.”

      Annie flashed me a mischievous grin, the eager look in her eyes when I mentioned home, causing my manhood to stir. I forced down the illicit thoughts, not wanting to embarrass myself before so many people. That’s when I noticed Darla standing off to the side, trying to be unobtrusive.

      The sight of my severe mother-in-law’s frown made me stand up straight, cheeks heating slightly as I put a little daylight between my wife and I. Annie frowned at my reaction and looked around, seeing her mom rolling her eyes, as she waved the woman over.

      “Mom, come say hello to Dean,” she called across the emptying platform, then turned, whispering to me as her mother made her way over, “I’m sorry love, I should have told you, but it didn’t seem right sending you such news in a letter, when you’re in the middle of… all that. Daddy passed last winter, and Mom’s been lost without someone to take care of.”

      “Welcome home, Dean,” Darla said, reaching out a hand to shake mine, “I can’t tell you how wonderful it is to have you home with us and safe. When I think about what you boys went through over there… what you must have seen.”

      The beautiful woman was clearly emotional. Her voice wavered, eyes filling with tears almost immediately. Her bottom lip trembled, suddenly on the verge of major waterworks, and I froze, unsure what to do.

      “Oh, Mommy,” Annie said, drawing her mom into a hug, “He’s back and everything’s going to be ok.”

      “Look at me,” Darla said, pulling a handkerchief out of her purse and wiping her eyes and nose, “This is supposed to be you kids’ happy day and I’m ruining everything. Let’s get you home Dean and put a home cooked meal in you. At least that’s something this useless old lady can do.”

      “Mom, you’re not useless,” Annie threw me an apologetic smile as I gathered my trunk and followed after them. “Old Mister Hubbard thinks you’re the best cook in town, maybe the state, he said.”

      “Mister Hubbard’s a horny old goat,” Darla sniffed, “who hasn’t seen a bath since his last wife passed.”

      “Well, you’re certainly not old.” Annie retorted smartly, “I had professors older than you.”

      The pair chatted as we walked to the car. I looked around, taking in the green trees and familiar skyline. So much of my old town looked the same, and yet so much had changed as well. The old grocers was gone and a larger market filled with colorful fruits and vegetables replacing it. Salons were cropping up all over, and other businesses run by and catering to the women who’d remained behind.

      Things were slightly awkward when we got home, the women puttering around the kitchen while I unpacked my trunk in the back bedroom. Annie and I would stay at her mother’s house for a few months until we’d saved up enough to buy our own.

      It was a nice little house, but Annie’s childhood bedroom was only slightly larger than a closet, so Darla had insisted the newlyweds take her bedroom. I unbuttoned my uniform and started changing into a comfortable shirt and pair of shorts. The later summer heat had arrived and all I could think about was getting into half-pants and cracking open a cold beer.

      “Dear heavens!”

      Darla’s shocked hiss surprised me in the act of pulling fresh drawers on. I spun to find the woman standing in the hallways with a pile of fresh linens. In my haste and bad habits, I’d forgotten to close the door. Her large blue eyes seemed to only get wider and wider as they trailed down my torso to the appendage hanging between my legs.

      For one long moment we stood there, neither sure how to react, my mother-in-law’s jaw dropping. With an audible click of teeth, Darla snapped her jaw shut; breaking the spell that held us both. With a last glance, she turned, fleeing back down the hall. Heart racing, I shut the door and finished changing.

      I took my time heading back into the kitchen, expecting things to be awkward. Darla surprised me though, her frosty exterior melted somewhat, as if the formality had been shed or we were bonded somehow now. Either way, it was a kinder, gentler mother-in-law we had dinner with, than the one I remember before going off to war.

      The beautiful woman kept heaping more and more pot-roast and potatoes onto my plate as she pressed me for more stories about Europe and the more pleasant aspects of war. Her pale blue eyes twinkled up at me from under the perfection of her dark blonde updo and curving bangs. I struggled not to let my eyes travel down the slope of her top, with its massive wonders beneath.

      “Are the French girls as pretty as they say?” Annie asked, eyes twinkling with more amusement than danger.

      “No,” I said, shaking my head and lying smoothly. “All I saw were hairy legs and unibrows as far as the eye could see.”

      “Leave the man alone, Annie,” Darla said, “Why don’t you tell him about your work at the factory?”

      “They promoted me to shift lead!” Annie exclaimed, “I’ll be running second shift for now. We have no idea what will happen in the next year or so… With the town being hit so hard by the war, my boss said there aren’t enough men to change out the labor force, so we’ll be there for at least a year.”

      “Do you like the work?” I asked, and I saw Annie grow nervous before answering and I reached out to grip her wrist, “Hon, if you want to keep working, I’m not going to stop you.”

      “Thank you,” she said with relief, and I knew I’d guessed correctly.

      There had been a lot of discussion by other husbands about what their wives would do once they got back and took up their jobs again. Most assumed their women would be happy to hang up the overalls for an apron, but I knew my Annie better than that. The woman’s a spitfire and once she’d thrived in a working environment, I knew she wouldn’t want to give it up.

      I listened with interest as my wife spoke about her work. The production of tires holds little interest to me, but I could listen to the gorgeous woman talk about dirt, anything, just to stare at the perfect lines of her face. Or the dimples that flashed when she gave me that special grin. The only thing that seemed able to divert my attention was her mother, whose breasts kept swinging delightfully whenever she leaned over to scoop me more meat. The older woman watched my gaze intently, searching for some weakness in me, I was sure, so she could pounce and harangue.

      Annie is a slender and delicate featured woman with dark blue eyes and finely sculpted eyebrows. Her upturned nose scrunched adorably when she smiles, and dimples flashing between thick red lips I’d ached to kiss from the moment I laid eyes on her. Until that point, I’d tried to ignore my wife’s dress and body, knowing how it drove me wild with desire and unwilling to look like a neanderthal before her mother.

      Letting my eyes traveled down the front of her tight pleated skirt and sleeveless top, I was reminded just how luscious and big her breasts were. Their massive shape pressed the material out before swooping back in to hug her slender waist and tiny rear end. So out of place on her tiny body, but delightful to my eyes and hands. Her mother was shaped similarly. The only signs of age passing were a slight softness around her hips and thighs, and I was forced to school my eyes away from her prodigious mammaries once more as she dished another heaping of food.

      “It certainly is nice to have a man with an appetite around again,” Darla said with a bright smile, her pleasure genuine as she set the dish down and sat.

      Annie caught my glance, and I felt her hand grip my knee beneath the table, a wicked grin tugging at her lips.

      “Speaking of appetites,” Annie said, the hand slowly climbing my leg, “you still have some work to do tonight, better not eat too much.”

      “Work?” I asked in confusion. Then her meaning became clear as the hand on my thigh slipped up and cupped my cock within the shorts.

      “Mom says she expects a baby within the year,” my wife’s eyes twinkled as they held mine, fingers tickling my balls and causing my shorts to tent obscenely, “I promised we could give her one in nine months. What do you say, Dean? Ready to start a family?” I couldn’t believe her audacity, but then again, she loved to shock me.

      “Nothing would make me happier,” I breathed. The thought of little babies running around filling me with joy. We stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment, tension building before Darla broke it with a soft sigh.

      “I better start cleaning up. Looks like you love birds will be busy the rest of the evening.”

      “Mom!” Annie said, turning a scandalized grin on her mother.

      “What?” Darla asked with an amused smile, “You think your old mother doesn’t know what you’re about? Why, if my husband had returned from two years at war, and, bless his heart, he looked half as handsome as Dean, we wouldn’t have made it back to the house.”

      “She’s scandalous!” Annie exclaimed to me with a bright grin, fingers slipping eagerly into mine, “Well…?”

      I needed no more prompting. Sweeping Annie into my arms, she let out a peel of giggles when I threw her over my shoulder, marching her back to the room. Just as I headed down the hall, I caught Darla’s eyes as she watched us go, a wistful, almost jealous expression painted across her face that turned positively hungry as she stared at my bobbing semi-hard manhood. My beautiful mother-in-law was out of my mind in moments though when I swung Annie down into my arms, crushing her lips against mine.
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      Those first few minutes alone together we fumbled at finding the old rhythms, hands awkward and grins sheepish. As the passion grew, so did the intimacy. Our comfort with one another returned by the time I peeled the final layer of her petticoats off, my wife returned to me and I to her.

      Laying Annie back on the firm mattress, I crawled atop her, wincing when the bed gave loud squeaks of protest beneath my weight. Her small hand reached down, and the woman gave a growl of pleasure at feeling my hardness in the flesh once more. She parted slender thighs, whimpering to be filled. But I had other ideas.

      I’d spent too long dreaming of what I would do to her gorgeous body, and I wasn’t about to blow the chance so quickly. Gripping her wrists above her head in one hand, I trailed the other down her side and up, cupping one massive breast.

      “Oh, Dean!” Annie moaned softly, “God, I’ve missed your hands… I need you baby… I need… oh! What are you… oh sweet Jesus!”

      Kissing my way down her chest, I released her hands, kissing both large nipples until they were hard, then down her flat stomach to the treasure below. Soldiers talk, and I’d learned a few things from my mates over the past two years. Chief amongst them was a trick an old officer whispered one night, deep in his cups. It sounded insane to me at first, but he’d promised it would make a woman see god and worked better to keep a wife happy than all the rest combined.

      “Dean… don’t… that’s not… oh baby… mmmmMMMMMM!” Her moan caused my cock to throb, and I felt her fingers slide through my short hair, guiding my head as I tasted her delicate bits. “Oh, my love… that feels… there… oh right there!... What is this?… DEAR JESUS… BABY I’M… OH GOOOODDDDD!”

      The bed shook as my wife shuddered beneath me, her hands gripping the sheets and thighs clamping down on my head. With a final sigh, she relaxed beneath me, body melting into the mattress. Kissing her thigh and feeling proud I’d given her so much pleasure, I let her pull me up to her desperate lips.

      “Oh honey,” Annie moaned, words mumbling into nothing as we kissed.

      Once more her slender fingers found my manhood and I let her push the head into her tight entrance. Words were gone and so was thought, as we connected again on the most intimate levels. My wife is a tiny woman, requiring me to ease myself into her with short little thrusts. Even with her wetness making a mess of the sheets and mattress, it still took a long minute before I could let loose and drive into her with the urgency of two years of abstinence.

      I’d like to say it was a beautiful hour of lovemaking, but the sad truth was she felt way too wonderful for me to last longer than a couple minutes. With tears of love in her eyes, my wife welcomed my seed into her womb and held me as I collapsed beside her, spent and exhausted.

      I spent that first week acclimating back into my life. My wife took a few days off work to spend with me, and we had a wonderful picnic at the lake on the last day she had off. The town was quieter than I remember, but the people refused to be downtrodden, keeping a sunny outlook now that the war was over, even with the threat of soviet invasion hanging over everything.

      It only took one day home alone for me to go stir crazy, but it would be a year before they opened the recruiting office up in town and I didn’t plan on collecting an Army check for doing nothing until then. The next day I sat at the kitchen table making phone calls to anyone who would pick up in Washington, while Darla sat with me sipping coffee and keeping me company.

      It’s common for a man to be uncomfortable around his mother-in-law, but usually for different reasons. Darla and I had spoken little before I’d gone off to war. Annie’s father was a traditional man, seeing the woman’s place as in the kitchen and silent until spoken to and with his disapproval of me I’d spent little time around the woman. Her beauty had always seemed remote and severe, but as we got to know each other over those two days, I came to learn she was a sweet natured and giving woman.

      “First Sergeant,” the bureaucrat on the other end of the line said after I finally got through, “with your record and honors you should run a Ranger or Airborne company, not heading up recruiting in a Podunk town. At the least come back to DC, we could use a good man like you to establish the Pentagon.”

      “They gave me the assignment back in my hometown just so I didn’t have to put up with any of that nonsense anymore,” I said, trying to ignore the proud gaze and fierce smile from Darla as she overheard the conversation, “Look, I keep having to explain this, I’m happy with my assignment, but the office won’t open for a year and you people insist on paying me even when I have no one to report to.”

      “Sir!” The older man’s voice said, “You’re an American treasure!”

      “I’m a young man too broken down from war to do anything other than serve as catnip to dumb boys dreaming of glory,” that shut the voice up right quick, “And I’ll go crazy if I have to sit around and think for a year, so please, can’t you find anything in this area the government might need me for?”

      “I think I understand First Sergeant…” I heard papers rustling in the background and the man spoke up quickly, “Sir, let me call you back. I might have something for you, but it’s going to require some wavers, even with your clearance. Hell, we may need a Senator or two to fast track it, but I think you’re perfect Sergeant Williams.”

      “Get back to me then,” I said and hung up.

      “It’s a beautiful day out,” Darla said, “and we’ve been in this stuffy house all morning. Why don’t we go for a walk down the river trail?”

      It was indeed a beautiful day, and the exercise put us both in a better mood. Dinner was on, smells filtering out into the backyard as I cut timber. I had in mind to build a couple flower beds for the backyard and plant a garden as I’d seen many houses in eastern France had. The thought of walking out and picking fresh produce was romantic as well as practical.

      “Dean!” Darla called out the kitchen window, “Your friend’s on the line!”

      Dusting off my hands, I hurried in and took the receiver.

      “Sir, I’ve managed to get clearance from up top, and when I passed along your file, the program’s director jumped at the chance to have you on board.”

      “Great,” I said, letting out a relieved sigh. “Sign me up.”

      “That’s the thing sir, it’s a testing facility working on a top-secret project and they need a test subject. They can only take you on once you’ve passed the requirements, a car will come by to pick you up tomorrow and take you to the facility.”

      “Not quite what I had in mind,” I said, “but it’s important research?”

      “According to the Director, the fate of our nation rests on it, maybe the entire free world. Can I tell them you’ll be ready, sir?”

      “I’ll be ready,” I confirmed, “and thank you, again, for this. I really appreciate it.”

      “I’ll miss our days together,” Darla said after I’d hung up, her smile sad but proud. “It’s been so nice having someone around during the day to keep me company.”

      “He said it’s not full time,” I said, finding with surprise that I’d miss our times together as well, “and a daily walk down the river sounds like a recipe for a healthy life to me.”

      I shouldn’t have felt as warm and happy inside when she smiled back at me as I did, but the feelings were easy to ignore once my gorgeous wife got home. Instead of being exhausted at the end of a long day, the tireless woman flitted all around the house, talking about her day and enquiring about ours. When I told her about the opportunity, she was happy for me but nervous about what I might be testing.

      “Swallow nothing that glows,” she cautioned, “or let them put machines in you.”

      “Do what?” I asked.

      “I heard it on a radio show,” she said, grinning, “They’re trying to make a Super Man to fight the Soviets.”

      “Don’t listen to her, Dean,” Darla said with a frown at her daughter, “it’s all those penny novels she reads. They’re going to rot your brain, Annie.”

      Annie let the comment slide, but her suspicions never left. That night she rode me like a wild woman, arching her back so her massive breasts shook before my face. She seemed desperate to please me after begging me to kiss and lick her once more. As our moans filled the house, coupled with the squeaking bedframe and mattress, an image of Darla lying in bed listening to us flashed through my mind and I could no longer hold back my orgasm. Annie crying out in surprise as a powerful blast of cum shot into her womb.

      Darkness dragged me under moments later, as it usually did after an orgasm. Annie softly kissing on my neck as she snuggled close. My last thought was amusement as my horny little wife rubbed her wetness against my thigh. She’d made me promise on our wedding night never to relieve myself, unless overseas of course, believing it a sin that ruined marriages. I could sense her frustration but was unable to do anything more as I faded into dreams.

      I put on my dress uniform, not knowing what to wear, and was surprised when the car pulled up and the driver was a long-haired beatnik fellow with an aloof expression. He didn’t seem interested in talking as we drove and ignored my questions when we started heading deep into the woods.

      He took us down country roads until we arrived at a large black gate, newly installed at the road’s end. A strange box stood outside, and the man waved a badge before it, and magically the gates swung inward. He pulled the car down a freshly paved drive and parked outside a boxy concrete building.

      “Head on up to the entrance,” the man said, pulling a soft pack of Lucky Strike out of the glove-box and lighting one up, “Doc will get you took care of. She said it will only take an hour or two, so I’ll just wait, drive you back when they’re done.”

      “Thanks,” I said, “my name’s-.”

      “Nope,” he interrupted me, holding up a hand waving me off, “Not supposed to know each other’s names, security, you know how it is.”

      “What do I call you then?”

      “Driver? I don’t give a shit man; it’s an easy gig and I don’t want to lose it.”

      “Fair enough,” I said, nodding and stepping out.

      A narrow door at the corner of the building opened, and a round-faced woman peeked out. Her eyes widened when she saw me and she looked down at a clipboard in her arms, reading quickly, then looked back up at me and nodded. Grinning, she waved me over.

      “Mr. Williams,” she said enthusiastically, “It’s an honor to meet you, sir!”

      “Thank you, ma’am,” I said, offering her a polite nod and extending my hand, “I’m grateful to be of service.”

      “I’m Dr. Eleanor Rigel, I can’t tell you how thrilled Helmond and I am that you’ll be joining us,” she reached out a diminutive hand, blushing a bright shade of red when mine swallowed hers. The woman was easily ten years my senior, but she was acting like a schoolgirl around a visiting professor and I found the experience odd, though not uncommon since I’d returned.

      “If you’ll follow me, I’ll show you to the shower,” turning, the white-coated doctor led me down a narrow dimly lit corridor. It felt almost like being in a bunker again and a cold sweat popped out across my back and shoulder, but I pushed the memories down, doing my best to ignore them and focus on what the woman was saying.

      “Unfortunately, we won’t be able to explain the research we’re conducting here until, or unless,” she flashed me an apologetic smile, “you meet the conditions Dr. Wagner has laid out. But with a man of your obvious physical attributes, I think you’ll do just fine.”

      “What kind of tests?” I asked.

      “I’ll let the doctor explain,” she said, “but don’t worry, it’s nothing complicated, drawing a little blood and maybe some calisthenics. Keating will escort you to Dr. Wagner’s lab, just knock on the other door when you’re done, and make sure to scrub extra good!”
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      I was about to ask what she meant when I noticed the bar of fresh soap she held in one hand and a rough bristle brush in the other, as we stopped outside another narrow door. Taking the items from her, I opened it to find a tiny bathroom, complete with shower stall and sink. It wasn’t until I’d stepped under the shower’s icy stream that I realized there was nothing for me to change into. This didn’t shock me, it being typical in army induction facilities, but this wasn’t the Army. I didn’t think Annie would appreciate me walking around in the buff before strange women and pulled on my drawers before knocking on the other narrow door.

      The door swung open moments later, and I saw, with surprise, that Keating was a woman. A tall woman with severe features and a hard frown as she glanced down at my drawers. Her pale blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun and heavy framed black glasses sat low on her nose. I took her for a nurse at first from the white uniform, but I didn’t recognize the cut and the skirt was long and flowing, its edges brushing the stone floor.

      “You will leave all foreign materials within the building,” the woman’s thick German accent made ‘the’ sound more like ‘ze’, and her tone was firm, almost harsh, brooking no argument.

      “You can’t really mean,” I said, but from the hard look in the woman’s eyes I saw she did indeed mean exactly what she said. Sighing, I stepped over to the small bench where I’d folded and set my undershirt and pants.

      “Alsace?” I asked, recognizing the region her accent was from and trying to think of anything but the fact that I was about to drop trou’ before this stranger.

      “Good ear,” she said, and I noted a grudging acknowledgement in the tone, “Get a move on Marine. The doctor’s cultures won’t keep forever.”

      “Ranger,” I said, turning my own frown on the woman.

      “Doesn’t matter,” she said, then froze, eyes widening in her first sign of emotion as she took in the sight of my manhood, “I suppose we can check that box.” She glanced down at her clipboard, checking a box, “Of course we must measure it both tumescent and soft, but it’s a beautiful specimen you have there.”

      “Specimen?” I asked, voice sounding more than a little strangled as I tried to cover myself with my hands.

      “Follow me,” Her eyebrow rose, and the faintest hint of a smile curled the corner of her lips as she said, “Ranger, boy.”

      If she thought the comment on my age would upset me, she definitely didn’t know much about my past. They call it the fast track to command and there’s nothing pleasant about it. Men don’t want to take orders from a young man in his early twenties, no matter how wise he might be in the ways of war. I’d endured far worse from tough old salt’s that would make Nurse Keating weep.

      The air had a chill, but I ignored it, instead trying to take in every detail of the rooms we passed and do my best to ignore the feeling of eyes following my naked back. They lay the lab out like a long hallway, with rooms on either side and branching intersections. Most were closed with the lights turned off, but most had large windows so I could peer in.

      Odd walls of blinking lights filled one room. I would have loved to see the machines, because within the darkened space, the blue, green, and flashing red lights looked ominous. Another was a chemist’s lab, filled with beakers, flasks and bubbling concoctions in various shades of green. Swallowing hard, I hurried after the nurse, feet slapping on the concrete floor.

      “In here,” she paused beside an open door, indicating a small barren room with a single chair and table, “have a seat and touch nothing.”

      “Except the chair,” I joked, offering the woman a wink, trying to make things less awkward.

      She refused to even crack me a smile, waiting with a stony face until I stepped into the room, then slamming the door shut quickly. I listened to the sound of her shoes clicking away for a few feet, then she turned into a room. Taking a seat as instructed, I got down to some serious hurry-up-and-wait.

      The steel chair was chilly on my backside, but a trickle of warm air pumped into the small room, lifting a few strings tied to the vent, took the chill off. I can’t say how long I waited, but it must have been around forty minutes before the door opened and a tiny man bustled in.

      Standing to shake the man’s hand, he gave a little jump of surprise at my height and offered me a weak smile but didn’t extend his hand to shake. Instead, clutching his hands close and straining to avoid touching me. Shuffling around the edge of the room, he sat quickly, his movements and manner queer.

      “I will conduct your assessment, Sergeant Williams. Take a seat and we can begin.”

      The odd little man had an accent even thicker than Nurse Keating’s and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. Narrowing my eyes, I took him in from head to toe. The wispy white hairs on his head stood up in all directions, wild and unkempt. His lab coat was clean and pressed, but under it he wore an old woolen suit with patches in places. Instincts in such recent use are hard to put down, especially when they can mean the difference between life and death. But this man’s heritage didn’t stand in place of his character, and I had yet to learn about that.

      “Rodger, doc.” I said taking a seat.

      “First, we will begin with your medical history,” he scanned down his clipboard and read off a prompt, “Are you allergic to any medications?”

      “Not that I know of,” I replied.

      “Have you had any major surgeries?”

      The little man who’d yet to introduce himself rattled off about two dozen questions that grew increasingly personal until the last question he asked was about relations with my wife.

      “You really need to know?” I asked, but the man didn’t reply, simply staring at his paperwork and waited for my reply. Sighing and shifting uncomfortably, I mumbled a reply, “No, I never have over one… orgasm an evening with her… Once on our honeymoon we… twice… but there had been a lot of tequila, and she…” but I couldn’t seem to finish the thought aloud.

      The small man checked something off and wrote a brief note before nodding to himself.

      “Thus concludes the initial assessment portion of today’s testing. Next we’ll check your levels against the culture standards I’ve grown. Follow me.”

      Not waiting for a reply, he turned and walked out the way he’d come in, eyes locked on the floor. Hopping up and covering myself with my hands the best I could, I hurried after him. On the other side of the door was a small medical office with an exam chair and a rolling steel tray covered in several needles of various sizes.

      “Have a seat,” he indicated the exam chair, “and please, try to relax. Any anxiety or stress your feeling could influence the results and disbar you from the experiment.”

      “What’s the experiment, doc? What are you working on out here?”

      “They have advised you of the security protocols,” he said, “but sympathize with your curiosity. Only if you’re a viable candidate, can I inform you of the research we’re conducting and the advancements we’ve made.”

      “How am I looking so far?”

      “From the evidence thus far you’re a prime candidate, Mr. Williams, but we must make absolutely certain. The consequences of adding the catalyst to an organism unworthy of hosting it would be catastrophic. The risks are too great, and we could lose decades of research.” The odd doctor was lining the needles up, so they were all perfectly parallel with one another, the tips all in line. Once they were, he stood up straight and looked at me for the first time. His gaze slowly climbed from my feet, up my legs, and pausing at my manhood long enough that I felt uncomfortable before traveling the rest of the way up to my shoulders and arms.

      “We’re going to need the restraints, I think,” he said to himself, lips pursing in a frown, “Forgive the delay Mr. Williams, I’ll just be a moment.”

      Turning, he opened the room’s other door and stepped into another concrete lined hall, letting the door close behind him. He returned with the Nurse a moment later, the tall woman carrying a set of leather straps and buckles.

      “Dr. Wagner, could you hold this end?” The nurse asked, sliding the constraints through loops on the underside of the steel exam table, “Perfect… now sit back down Dean, and we’ll get you locked in.”

      “Why do you need to restrain me?” I asked, not yet ready to put myself completely at these strangers mercy.

      “Have you ever had spinal fluid removed, Sergeant Williams?” Dr. Wagner asked, eyes once more on his toes as he held up a terrifyingly long and thick needle, “I will push this between two vertebrae and piercing the lining of your spinal cord, will withdraw a dram of fluid. You are an exceptionally large and muscular fellow, Sir, and were you to flop or become violent, there is a likely chance the needle would tear your spine and you’d be a paraplegic for life.”

      “Right,” I said, shivering and wanting nothing more than to get the hell away from that needle but unwilling to let the pair see my cowardice, “Straps it is then.”

      The doctor wouldn’t touch me, in fact he avoided even brushing against the nurse in the tiny exam room with single-minded determination at times. Nurse Keating moved with practiced efficiency as she looped the padded leather around me. The buckles were neither too tight nor too loose when she was done, locking me firmly in place and awakening a new anxiety at the loss of all control.

      Forcing myself to ignore the giant needle and the pressure band around my lungs at feeling so trapped and helpless, I let myself appreciate the nurse. Her severe expression and thick frames masked a face of elegant symmetrical features. Her height and uniform hid the subtle curves of her body, but I suspected there was a phenomenal ass beneath her long, loose skirts. Like the austere European beauties I saw overseas, always alluring but untouchable. The nurse noticed my regard but gave no hint of being flattered or upset by the attention.

      In the years I spent overseas, I’d never once strayed from Annie and our marriage vows. Even when given ample opportunities with women eager to thank their liberators, I’d stayed faithful. Now, just because I never dipped my wick in another honeypot didn’t mean I was a monk who refused to even look at women.

      “We’ll begin by drawing blood,” he patted on the inside of my elbow and I felt a sharp stab as a needle poked in, “Then progress to the other bodily fluids.”

      Gritting my teeth, I nodded, eager for this to be over with and thinking I was ten times a fool for volunteering. After twenty minutes I felt like a pincushion, but having the spinal fluid drawn wasn’t as bad as I’d feared. When the doctor finally set the last syringe on the metal tray, I sighed out in relief.

      “There’s one more extraction to perform, and a few measurements to gather, I’ll let the nurse handle it. Thank you for your patience, sir. Dr. Riggle will contact you with the results over the weekend.”

      “Just relax, sergeant,” the nurse said as the doctor was pushing the tray out of the room, “this shouldn’t take more than a minute or two.”

      Stepping around me, I caught a flash of excitement cross her features before the icy mask once more fell into place. The tall woman walked over to a cabinet and drew on a pair of yellow gloves and took up a narrow measuring tape. The doctor’s comment from earlier whispered in the back of my mind and I grew nervous as she turned, a gleam of some suppressed emotion deep in her eyes.

      “Please think about baseball, cold showers and anything else that will keep your manhood from becoming… tumescent,” her voice softened into almost a whisper as she moved to the side of the exam table.

      “Are you really going to…? oh shit…” the shock of her icy fingers on my limp penis made me shiver and forced me to follow her instructions, doing my best to ignore my body’s natural response to her touch.

      Shutting my eyes, I tried to forget her, instead all I could focus on was her breathing as it grew deeper and slower by the second. A scratch of pencil on paper. Then her fingers were manipulating me again, laying the measuring tape along my softened dick.

      “Now, take a deep breath, Dean,” Nurse Keating whispered, her accent sending a thrill down my spine, “I’ll have these next measurement’s quick and have the procedure over as soon as possible.”

      “What procedure… ahhhh… but… I can’t…” The woman’s long slender fingers tightened around the base of my cock, awakening my guilt as my eyes flashed open to see her standing above me, cheeks red and wet lips parted.

      “Quiet, sir,” she hushed me, “We need the measurements, and the doctor needs a sample of your… It’s just a medical procedure… there’s nothing to feel guilty about.”

      I couldn’t be sure if she said it for my benefit or her own. The composed nurse from earlier was gone. The woman standing beside my exam table stared at her hand circling my cock in fascination. When she stroked me, my cock betrayed instantly as it thickened and hardened. She bit her bottom lip, and I thought I detected a faint whimper from the back of her throat.

      Wanting to look away but unable to, I watched the beautiful nurse stroke me to steely hardness. Breath panting and fingers trembling, she pulled up the cloth tape-measure once more and took her measurements. Hurriedly jotting them down, she grabbed a narrow glass tube and set it between my thighs.

      “Now… now I’ll collect the sample,” Keating said, eyes flickering up to mine for a moment and cheeks brightening.

      I could only lay there and let the woman stroke me, trying not to stare at her as she in turn stared at my dick. The look of fascination and apparent desire stealing over her beautiful face had me more turned on than I would have admitted.

      Annie is the only lover I’ve ever had, and she’d never been keen on foreplay, preferring the dirty deed before I opened her mind the night of my return. The only hand to have ever given me pleasure was my own, and that rarely, given my wife’s disdain of the act. The nurse’s hands felt incredible. One gripped me tightly near the base while the other ran gentle fingers up and around the head, teasing and stroking lightly.

      “Oh god…” I moaned softly after a couple minutes of exquisite torture. The woman’s eyes gleamed brighter and her smile grew, my cock throbbing in her hand as she quickly grabbed the beaker and tilted it so my seed would pool at the bottom.

      “Yes…!” Nurse Keating hissed, the table shifting as she ground her hips forward into it, and then I was moaning, toes curling and spine tingling as I felt my cock spew forth a massive load. “Excellent, Mr. Williams… excellent.”

      I was panting and shaky, as she wiped me down with a clean towel and unhooked the restraints. Neither of us spoke as I stepped off the table and followed her back to the tiny bathroom where my clothes waited. When she stepped aside for me to enter, I caught her last glance down at my manhood and the glitter of desire in those cold blue eyes and instantly felt guilty as my own desire leaped up to match hers.

      “Have a good weekend, sir,” the nurse said before closing the door behind herself.
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      Dr. Riggle was waiting for me on the other side of the bathroom with the ever-present clipboard pressed to her chest. She offered me a bright smile when I stepped out and led me to the exit, flashing her badge to let me out.

      “I really hope this works out,” she said when I’d stepped outside and the driver started the car, “We’ve been praying they’d let us start a human trial subject for months now and from everything Dr. Wagner’s seen so far, you’re perfect!”

      “Great,” I said, unable to ignore the guilt hanging over me.

      “Sir,” she said, looking up at me thoughtfully, “This research is important if our country hopes to win the next big war. I know some of the doctor’s procedures may seem… extreme… but they all have a purpose, I can assure you.”

      “Assure my wife,” I grumbled.

      “I could, sir,” the woman piped up. “If it becomes an issue at all.

      “What?” I asked, turning back.

      “It’s true, sir,” the woman flashed a bright smile, “they have authorized me to brief your spouse and any adults living within the residence of the nature of our testing. Assuming you qualify as a subject, I’ll be informing her separately about what you’ll be undergoing and what the objective is.”

      “I thought it was all top secret?”

      “Oh, it definitely is,” she said, nodding quickly, “but, without getting into too much detail, if successful, our experiment would involve the wife as well.”

      “Like I was today?” I asked, anger bubbling at the image of my wife strapped to an exam table.

      “Certainly, not!” Dr. Riggle shook her head, “Please Mr. Williams, you’ll just have to trust us for now. We have yours, your wife’s, and the nation’s best interests in mind at all times.”

      Trust the woman or not, I’d already signed up and there was no backing out now. Feeling like a failure, I let the man drive me back home. Darla was preparing a hearty supper, and I was able to avoid her probing questions. Instead, I headed into the backyard to work on the planter boxes and try to forget my odd morning.

      That weekend we drove up to the lake and had a picnic, Annie and Darla packing a wonderful spread of fruits, meats and bread. I swam out to a small island on the lake and explored for an hour while Annie and her mother sunbathed in their new suits.

      The new swimsuits were scandalously small, being two pieces that bared their midriff and the bottoms little more than a tiny skirt and panties. Annie and her mom were eager to try the new suits but had only wanted to if I drove them to a hidden beach on the north side of the lake.

      Feeling like a deviant, I couldn’t help myself as I stole long stares at the pair of them, as they laid out in the sun. Their smooth pale skin kept drawing my eyes, and I found myself welcoming the future, if my wife turned out half as beautiful as her mother.

      I didn’t feel guilty until that evening when I was behind my wife, taking her with slow strokes so as not to hurt her tiny pussy, an image of Darla’s wide backside flashed through my mind as I flooded my wife’s womb with cum. I fell asleep and tried to let the guilt fade, knowing I’d never act on the desire, but my dreams were plagued by fantasies tinged in corrosive emotions. I woke before dawn in a cold sweat and went for a long jog, drawing stares from early risers at the odd behavior.

      When I got back to Darla’s house, I saw their neighbors were packing up and moving out. The elderly couple was quiet and sweet, and I spent an hour helping their movers carry boxes out to their truck before going home and taking a shower. The pair had gotten an offer they couldn’t refuse for the old house and were heading south. Other than that, it was a lazy Sunday of working in the yard, my world starting to feel somewhat normal again. In the afternoon, I received a phone call from Dr. Riggle, who was brimming with excitement.

      “Sir, I just wanted to let you know everything passed with flying colors! I’ll arrange a chance to speak with your wife tomorrow before we inject the catalyst.”

      “Let me see when she’ll be free. Honey! Could you come here?”

      Annie was more nervous and excited to find out about the experiment than I was. She and her mom speculating late into the evening about what it could be as we sipped cocktails.

      “Whatever it is,” Annie said, resting her hand on my forearm, “They couldn’t have chosen a better man for it. I just know you’ll do us proud, Dean.”

      “Of course he will dear,” Darla said with a slightly drunken smile, “Why, Dean’s an American hero. And just the biggest and handsomest man in town, maybe the entire state!”

      “Mom,” Annie warned her mother with an embarrassed grin, “you’re going to embarrass Dean if you keep speaking like that.”

      “Honey, one thing you need to learn about men is they love compliments just as much as us women,” Darla offered a sly wink, “And you give a man the right one and he’ll, hic! turn into putty in your hands.”

      “Oh, really?” Annie asked, eye twinkling as she looked up at me, “Like what kind of compliments?”

      “I can’t give away all my secrets now,” Darla said, flashing me a crooked grin, then blinking owlishly and looking around a touch lost, “I think… I think maybe that last high-ball was one too many.”

      “Yea, maybe Mom,” Annie said with a laugh, extricating herself from my lap and helping her mom to bed.

      “Sleep well, Darla,” I offered in way of farewell and the older woman paused, swaying in the doorway, and offered me a wide, almost hungry grin.

      “You too, Dean…Thank you for a wonderful evening,” she opened her mouth to say more but closed it after a second, face flashing scarlet red before she let her daughter help her to bed.

      An hour later, lying in bed, Annie hooked a leg around my hip, drawing me into her hot depths. Her kisses were extra urgent that evening and I found her sopping wet. Her hips rode me with wild abandon, uncaring of the bruising her sex would take from my massive manhood. Her large firm breasts a pleasing handful.

      “Oh god Annie,” I moaned when her pussy shuddered on my cock in its second orgasm of the evening, “What’s gotten into you tonight?”

      “Complaining?” She asked with a crooked grin and I gripped her firm little ass, giving it a smart spank and causing her to yelp in pleasure and feed me one of her firm little nipples. “Mmmm I love that… yessss, there… fuuuck… Did you see her tonight?” Her hot whisper filled my ear, and I released the nipple, confused, “Two cocktails and she couldn’t keep her eyes off you… oh fuck… there… oh yes… She must have seen this perfect… massive cock and grown so… oh shit…. jealous… there baby!”

      Her words shocked me even more when they so obviously turned her on. When we’d first married, Annie had been innocent as a nun, but over the past week, ever since I’d blown her mind with what a tongue could do, she’d been eagerly searching out new pleasures.

      The feeling of her orgasming pussy writhing on my cock and the sounds of her reaching such pleasure, along with the wickedness of her words, sent me over the edge with her. My cock throbbed again and again as she sighed in bliss, resting atop me for long minutes as my cock softened within her.

      “Mmmhmm,” Annie said, curling up in my arms as we spooned, “maybe Mom was right about compliments.”

      “Maybe,” I breathed.

      “Or maybe Mom’s still got it, eh?” Turning, she threw me her most wicked grin, and moaned when I pulled her into a passionate kiss.

      The feel of her hand reached down to stroke my length made the memories of the nurse’s ‘procedure’ flash through my head and despite the shame it brought up, it was also powerfully exciting. Annie gasped when my dick grew to life once more, eyes wide and an eager grin stretching across her lips.

      “Twice, husband? Mhmmm,” she bit her bottom lips, gasping as I rolled atop her, “Maybe I should bring up Mom more often in bed. Tell me… mmmhhmmm! Is it… those huge breasts of hers?”

      “Annie!” I said in shock and she laughed, pulling me into a kiss and cupping one of her own large breasts.

      “Fuck me, baby,” she panted in my ear, “Fuck me hard… god damn you hurt so good tonight!”

      Her cries of pleasure were echoing off the ceiling and would have woken the neighbors if they hadn’t just moved out. I realized Annie was drunker than I’d seen her since the wedding and completely uninhibited. We made love for another fifteen minutes of passionate sex before passing out in a sweaty bundle of sheets, spent and exhausted.

      When we woke up, we were both a touch delicate and Annie didn’t seem keen on bringing up our antics from the night before and, having no wish to create tension or a fight; I steered far away from it. Darla was feeling under the weather that morning as well, and it was a dour crowd puttering around the house that stormy Monday morning.

      Annie began her new position as Shift Lead of graveyard and was enjoying the change. After pouring herself a bowl of Cheerios, she curled back in bed for a few hours’ sleep before she had to get ready and meet Dr. Riggle at the malt shop for her debriefing. I tried saying goodbye to Darla, but she locked herself in her room, apparently like mother, like daughter.

      The laconic driver was waiting for me right on time and took me to the remote mountain facility without a word shared between us. Unlike the previous trip, he brought me to the front entrance of the building this time, a longer loping driveway that wound through pastoral oaks before dropping us before a gothic concrete structure.

      For the first time I saw guards, and the sight brought a frown of disapproval to my face. Two men slouched off to one side on folding chairs. They played cards, ignoring the car as it drove up and not even bothering to look up when Dr. Riggle walked out to greet me.

      “Morning Mr. Williams,” the doctor called, waving me up to the double glass doors, “We have an exciting day planned for you, I just need to handle your briefing, then Dr. Wagner can begin administering the catalyst.”

      “Are they private security?” I asked, motioning to the two men.

      “Yes,” she said with a dismissive wave, “It’s so tedious dealing with them day in and day out. No one knows what we’re working on out here, so there’s very little reason for any security at all.”

      “I wouldn’t say that”, I said, but the woman wasn’t paying attention to me, and I had no desire to start off by telling them everything they were doing wrong, so I kept my concerns to myself.

      “From now on, you’ll be spending most of your time with me and Nurse Keating while we put you through a series of… physical and endurance tests. Ahh, here we go,” flipping on the overhead lights in a small conference room, I saw a pile of papers had been set up and a blackboard dragged over with a complex drawing of a molecule on it. “If you’ll just have a seat, I’ll grab a cup of coffee, want anything?”

      “Sure,” I nodded, taking a seat.

      There was a large manila folder sitting before me with red markings on the cover denoting its top-secret status and stenciled in large block letters across the top it read: PROJECT ENKYOS. I didn’t recognize the word at all, but it sounded Greek, which fit with other projects I’d heard about.

      Dr. Riggle returned, setting a small cup of black coffee before me and taking her seat with a bright smile.

      “Let’s see…” She shuffled a few folders, glancing at them and frowning, “We’ve never done a briefing for a subject, so this will be the first. I guess I should begin with Helmut’s research, and his initial findings.” Pulling a stapled packet from the bottom of a pile, she handed it to me, “This is the original paper, published in ‘42 that identify certain… traits in humanity. The doctor identified several traits that have proven more beneficial to mankind than others. Citing specific instances in history when, in the wake of war or great tragedy, these traits could spread more widely within a generation. In each instance humanity saw its greatest flowering of culture, science, art and often peace.

      “You see Dean, America is at such a crossroads right now. Certain individuals within the government saw the tremendous opportunity the doctor’s research could afford us, if America is willing to capitalize on it.”

      “That’s what Project Enkyos is?” I asked, flipping through the packet she’d handed me but unable to understand the dense scientific language or the pages of formulas.

      “Exactly,” she nodded, “The doctor has been hard at work creating a serum that will identify and trigger these traits, activating a side of humanity that’s lain dormant since the last great crisis our race faced. With this serum, or catalyst, more accurately, our hope is that America can give birth to a generation of thinkers, intellectuals, warriors, and scholars that will lead us into the new century as the most powerful nation the world’s ever seen. Thus, ensuring peace and democracy spread, while we can stop the red menace.”

      “Sounds ambitious,” I frowned.

      “Oh, it is,” she nodded, “but as with anything, in order to change things, you have to start small. Or in our case, with you, Dean Williams.”

      “I still don’t understand-.”

      “Let me explain,” she said quickly, “From historical evidence in human’s blood, it appears that a few special individuals spread these powerful traits widely, and from those lines they’ve matriculated down into the wider population. Take, for instance, the desire to triumph over tremendous adversity… In nature, most animals would roll over and die, but because Genghis Khan spread that trait so widely, we’ve benefited from it for hundreds of years. Unfortunately, the results of our study won’t be publishable for a generation or more, but the Doctor and I believe we can see the truth of it here, in you, sir.”

      “In me?” I asked, struggling to make sense of what she was saying.

      “Oh yes, Dean,” her cheeks flushed a pretty shade of pink as she went on. Drawing out a long sheet and reading down it, “I established the testing criteria based on the Doctor’s assessment of beneficial traits. We’ve run nearly three thousand tests on different men, and none have come back with more than a thirty percent match. But you, Mr. Williams… you check every single trait we’ve been searching for. It’s almost a miracle.”

      “What does that mean exactly?”

      “The catalyst Dr. Wagner’s designed will only activate if it reaches a certain threshold of synchronicity with its host.” Seeing the confusion on my face she went on quickly, “It’s more effective the higher your percentage match is.”

      “Activate?” I asked, feeling a little uneasy about the term.

      “Oh yes, but don’t worry, the effects are additive, not subtractive, and they can be reversed at any time with a simple pill. Now, let me go over the specifics of what I foresee the changes will be,” drawing out a sheet of paper with neat small handwriting, she began to read down a list, “If visible signs present themselves they’ll be minimal and mostly associated with aspects of your bodies density. You will most likely experience an increase in sexual drive and potency. There is a corresponding effect of changes to pheromones and unconscious social receptors, but those will scale with your absorption of the catalyst. Dr. Wagner doubts the efficacy of such items, but I have my own doubts. I suspect there is more at play with attraction than symmetry. You said your wife and you were planning to conceive?”

      “We are,” I said, “we’ve been trying since I got home.”

      “Perfect,” she grinned, “you see, that’s the entire purpose of our study, Dean, to make sure America can give birth to a generation of geniuses and hero’s that will innovate a new future for us.”

      “Sounds great,” I said, not really caring one way or another. Oh, the idea of America triumphing over her enemies sounded great to me, but I doubted a few eggheads tucked back in the mountains were going to make it happen with a broken down soldier as their guinea pig.

      “You have no objections to being our subject, then?”

      Her weighty tone made me pause and consider the consequences of what I was agreeing to. Did I really want to let some strange scientists inject an experimental serum into me? What if I died? Or infected Annie with something terrible? The truth was, I didn’t want to take on that much risk, but to back out now… To look scared or weak, even in front of these strangers, wasn’t something I could accept. I’ve been called bull-stupid before, and I can’t argue with the assessment, but so far it’s managed to keep me alive.

      “If it’s going to help our nation, then I’m on-board ma’am,” I said with a nod.

      “Perfect,” the doctor bounced to her feet, “just wait here, Nurse Keating will be in with some waivers and paperwork for you to sign. I’ll be popping over to the malt shop now, but I’ll make sure to check in on you when I return. I can’t tell you how exciting this is Mr. Williams!”

      “Dean,” I said, “Please, if we’re going to be working together, just call me Dean.” These civilians seemed incapable of remembering or using rank properly, and I had no desire to waste my time teaching them.
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      Once more Nurse Keating was cold and remote as she laid paperwork before me and pointed out where I should sign. It was me who sat awkwardly, shifting in my seat the whole time, unable to get the image of her immensely capable hands out of my mind. Especially when they flashed right before my face.

      She wore the same uniform as before, but oddly it appeared to have been taken in at the waist and bust, the starched material conforming to the curves of her body in a way I didn’t remember from my first visit. She also wore a floral perfume that was enchanting, the occasional hint that made it to my nostrils only making me crave her more.

      “If you head down this hall,” she indicated a short hall heading to the back of the complex, “You’ll find the lavatory you used before. Once you’ve disrobed and bathed, give a knock and I’ll take you to the examination room.”

      I gave a nod in the affirmative and headed down, finding the small bathroom just as I’d left it. After scrubbing myself raw with the hard bristled brush and lye soap, I toweled dry. Keating was waiting for me with her clipboard once more in hand, and on silent feet she led me down to the exam room.

      “We shouldn’t need the restraints today,” she said as I lay down and I saw the first crack in her cold exterior when a hint of blush entered her pale cheeks and her accent grew notably stronger, “But the doctor will need another sample… after the catalyst has been given a time to react in your system. Should you need help again…”

      “I’ll be fine,” I blurted, hating how much I had to force the words out, and the nurse gave a quick nod, eager to be past the subject as she busied herself at the cabinets.

      “I’ll have the doctor sent in then,” she said, unable to meet my eyes as she slipped out of the room.

      Once again I was forced to wait a good thirty to forty minutes before the odd little doctor came busting in, carrying a single vial and syringe. He didn’t greet me, instead walking over to the counter Nurse Keating had just left and sighing in frustration. Reaching out with one hand, he quickly arranged everything on the table in perfectly straight lines before setting the tray down. The man certainly liked things orderly.

      “How are you feeling this morning, Mr. Williams?” The doctor spoke without turning, doing something with the syringe and vial.

      “No complaints,” I said, “Although I had a touch too much to drink last night.”

      “Hmm, alcohol consumption is valuable as a restorative to the mind, but I’m afraid I must ask you to refrain from consuming that particular poison. At least for a few days until we can discern how the catalyst has reoriented your internal systems. Please make a fist for me.”

      The order, slipped in without inflection, caught me off guard, but I quickly made a fist as he turned and walked towards me. Still with eyes on the ground, he paused not two feet away, needle lifted in his hand. His lips pressed together in a grimace, almost as if he was in pain, before he dropped his hands and gave another faint sigh of frustration, unable to close the gap between us.

      “I’d hoped my particular affliction would have allowed me to perform the injection of my life’s work into a subject of such high quality as you, Mr. Williams, but I am afraid I’ll need the nurse’s aid.”

      “Uh,” I said, not at all sure what he was talking about, but dimly aware he didn’t like touching people, “sure, no problem doc.”

      Stepping over to the door, he peeked out, and a moment later the nurse strode in. The woman was all business as she pulled the rubber strap around my arm and tapped the vein. With a last glance at the doctor who nodded eagerly, almost bouncing on his toes in his excitement, she pressed the sharp end through my flesh, waiting to see a small bloom of blood before slowly pressing the injector.

      “You should feel a flush to your skin,” Dr. Wagner said, “followed quickly by a mild fever, chills, and body aches. Have no fear, this is all part of the process. Are you feeling the skin flush?”

      “Yea,” I said, a heat rushing down my skin, “and I’m sweating.”

      “Perfect,” the doctor said, making a note on his clipboard. “We will hold you for three hours under observation, then you’ll be allowed to go home and rest for the day. Tomorrow we’ll begin the full gamut of testing. I’ll come back and check on you in an hour, but Nurse Keating will stay nearby in case you need anything,” the doctor left without a farewell, leaving me alone with the austere nurse.

      “I’ll be sitting right back here,” Nurse Keating said, indicating a chair with a paperback novel sitting on it, “If you need anything at all, just ask.” She paused, hesitating as if she wanted to say something else, but then went and sat down.

      I tried my best to ignore the discomfort, sensing if I let myself dwell on it too much I might start to panic about the changes taking place in my blood. Letting my mind wander, I found it kept coming back to images of my wife and her mother laughing together. The rest of the image blurred except for their delightfully thick lips and round breasts.

      What would it feel like? I thought to myself, to feel a woman’s lips on my dick?

      The thought shocked me. It was so dirty and wrong, but also so hot. Heart pounding, I felt my manhood grow so hard it became painful. The blood pounded through my ears, drowning out the world and my own heavy breathing. The yellow overhead lights refracted in my vision, kaleidoscope colors overlaying the world as my thoughts grew more and more sluggish.

      I should have been worried something was going wrong with their catalyst, for my symptoms were more extreme than the doctor or nurse had mentioned. Long minutes passed, and I grew more and more hot and feverish, matched by my growing lust. My mind filling with images of upturned asses of all shapes and sizes, zeroing in on the wet pussies, hungry to accept my seed.

      A subtle sound from behind reminded me of the woman I shared the room with. I drew in a deep breath through my nose, sampling the air. The scent of her womanhood was so powerful it was almost like my nose was buried in it. I could taste her desire. Like notes of citrus, they filled my sinuses, making them tingle. More than that, I could smell the woman’s hope, held in check by propriety and a faint disbelief in the Doctor’s catalyst.

      Instinct told me what to do, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. Unable to stand and claim what was mine by rights of her submission, I trembled in frustration. A sound came to my ears, and I realized the faint whimper had come from me. In the depths of the catalyst’s reaction, I’d somehow forgotten how to speak.

      I didn’t even recognize the growl that issued from my throat. Its primal sounds were almost like a tiger’s, each note triggering instinctual reactions from those who heard it. In this case Nurse Keating was subject to the full force of my primal growl and it pulled her to her feet, face flushed, eyes wide and mouth parted wetly.

      The woman stood for a long moment, panting, hands gripping her long skirt as she stared at me. There was a hint of fear tightening the edges of her eyes, but also a tiny line of drool sliding down the corner of her mouth and the scent of her sex told me of her overwhelming desire.

      It almost felt like time slowed, my mind entering a state of flow, as I felt my cock give a powerful throb. A single bead of pre-cum oozed out the tip of my dick and began to roll down its fat head. The scent filled the room with an earthy, musky richness that caused Nurse Keating’s hands to tremble.

      The woman’s expression, so carefully composed, frayed around the edges and with a sudden cry of desire she reached out and wrapped shaky fingers around my dick and bent low, shaking further as she put her mouth over the head. Hot breath on the head of my cock. Then her lips tightened, and I felt her tongue sliding around, licking the slit as she sucked hard.

      My eyes rolled back into my skull as I experienced the first blowjob of my life. Thought was impossible with the catalyst scrambling my mind, but there was a powerful need inside me. I’d heard of the act, of course, but before this day it had always seemed too dirty for a sweet and gentle woman to do. Now the urge to fill her mouth and stomach with my cum, to mark her, was overwhelming. Even when the fever and chills still made it too difficult to move, I still craved that release.

      It was the sounds that drew my eyes down. The woman was shoving her head down, gagging and choking on my cock. The sensation almost painful as she tried again and again to push my dick down the back of her throat. I wanted to stop her, but the fiery mouth, eager tongue, and gripping hand felt so good and my balls ached more with each second.

      Finally, Nurse Keating managed to get my cock into her throat, and she hummed in pleasure. Eyes rolling back as she sucked hard, bobbing up and down, large breasts striking the side of the table each time she took my cock down her throat. She still could not take all of me but didn’t seem to care. Chucks of hair pulled free of her tight bun, swinging wildly as she worked my cock, nipples pressing against the tight bodice of her uniform more firmly with each second.

      My orgasm hit without warning. One moment I was swimming in a sea of sickness and pleasure, and the next a wave of euphoria, followed by a brief second of clarity. Toes curling and body trembling, I rode the biggest orgasm of my life, dimly aware of my dick throbbing far more often than seemed reasonable as the nurse stilled. The woman had been single-minded in her desire to throat my cock, and only now in the brief moment I could think straight, did I see the reason why. Unwilling to lose even a dram of my seed, she’d created a seal with her throat and now all my cum landed straight in her belly.

      Clarity faded once more, the fever returning, followed by a wave of powerful exhaustion. Nurse Keating staggered to her feet and the last thing I saw before my vision faded once again was her face suddenly gorgeous and shining with euphoria as she closed her mouth, swallowing slowly and placing a gentle hand on her belly.

      I was shocked out of a deep sleep by noxious fumes assaulting me and I blinked to find Dr. Wagner standing before me with a broken set of smelling salts. The first thing to register was my ravenous hunger, and I worried how long I’d been here. It felt like I hadn’t eaten in days. Next, memories returned of what Nurse Keating had done, but they were washed out and distant. Like images from a dream, they didn’t seem real.

      “How are you feeling, Mr. Williams?” The doctor asked.

      “Hungry,” I croaked out through parched lips and a swollen tongue, “Thirsty.”

      “Yes, that is to be expected. Your body is burning with a lot of energy currently, and it will for some time to come. I recommend large hearty meals and lots of milk. Remember, steer clear of alcohol, it would have a diminishing effect on your current transformation… and quite a remarkable transformation if Nurse Keating’s notes are to be trusted… Remarkable indeed.”

      “It was a success then?” I asked, working moisture back in my mouth. A flush came to my skin, and I smelled a sweet herbal scent moments before the door opened and Dr. Riggle back carrying a lunch tray.

      “The catalyst will need at least twenty-four hours to become fully conjoined with you, Mr. Williams, but from the nurse’s initial assessment, things are progressing as intended, yes. Ahh, Eleanor, if you would be so kind as to sit with our patient while I check on the results of his lab work.”

      “Doctor,” the woman said in an oddly strangled tone, she’d set the tray down and turned, eyes widening when they fell on me and I could smell her desire swelling to nearly unmanageable levels. A sound started in the back of her throat, pupils dilating rapidly as she stared at me. “I’m… oh my… Dean, I met with your wife and I must say you’re a very lucky man… Now that we have her permission,” the woman had forgotten all about the small doctor, lashes fluttering as she looked down at me, reaching up to undo the top button on her coat.

      “Oh dear,” the doctor said quickly, “It appears your compatibility with the subject is higher than we’d first assessed Eleanor… perhaps you should wait outside then, until we have the safety measures in place tomorrow.”

      “Nghhh!” The woman moaned in response before wrenching herself away from where she stood, to flee into the hall.

      The man never looked up from his shoes, so he didn’t notice my look of confusion.

      “I’ll just go check on those results, then you can head on home for a nice rest,” he indicated the tray of food that looked like common cafeteria fare, but in my hunger it smelled wonderful, “Make sure you eat everything on the plate. There are sedatives mixed in, to make sure you sleep through the evening, and are able to ignore some of the more unpleasant side effect.”

      I wanted to ask what to expect, but he chose to leave, and the food was calling to me. Barely pausing to butter the roll, I inhaled every scrap of food and could have eaten three more plates. Laying back down, I dozed in between waves of intense heat or chills that would leave me shivering or shaking. I realized what the doctor meant when he came back to inform me all looked good and I was cleared to head home.

      The sedatives must have kicked in because I could hardly keep my balance as I pulled on my clothes. Needing to sit down to draw on my socks, head swimming the whole time. I didn’t feel nauseous until I climbed into the car and it’s swaying nearly sent me over the edge a couple times. The driver kept a keen eye in the mirror, ready to pull over and let me hurl out the door to keep his seats clean.
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      He pulled up outside my mother-in-law’s house and I staggered out. Weaving my way up to the front door, I saw the new neighbors carrying boxes into the house next door. I looked up and raised a hand in greeting, a hand on my stomach. I hoped they would see a sick man coming home in the middle of the day, instead of a drunkard; not wanting to make a poor impression.

      I was taken aback by the pair; both tall, the man nearly as tall as me and the woman just a couple inches shorter. They both had pale blonde hair and features I felt like I should recognize. There was something about the pale blue eyes and long cold features that I should know, but the illness, or whatever was going on with me, made it too hard to think straight.

      The woman raised a hand back in greeting, lips quirking into a smile almost against her will before the man threw her a glare and she composed her features back into stoic regard. Shrugging, I ignored the pair and yanked open the front door, screen banging against the wall in my awkward haste.

      “Dean?”

      Darla’s voice called from the laundry room and I heard the clothes bin pushed aside as I staggered towards the master bedroom. All I’d been able to think about was getting to bed and passing out. The sedatives were kicking in and my eyelids growing heavier every moment.

      There was definitely something up with my senses, because I was having trouble seeing clearly, but my sense of smell was incredibly powerful. Either I was going crazy, or I really could smell emotions now, and far more about a woman’s mood than I’d dreamed possible.

      With each breath, the scent of my mother-in-law grew more complex and unbelievable. I could smell her floral perfume as well as the herbal shampoo and body wash she used. Beneath those scents was her concern, a soft emotion turning thorny as her anxiety spiked. What shocked me, and sent me hurrying back to my bedroom, was what I smelled underlying all of that.

      Darla’s desire was a living thing once more, unused for so long and recently woken up. Her shame was just as strong but woven throughout it was a woman unsure what these recent changes might bring. Desire, lust, need, love, envy, jealousy and shame were a wild storm within that she struggled to contain.

      What had me fleeing wasn’t the lust I sensed from my beautiful mother-in-law, it was the effect her scent had on my own desire. My manhood felt painfully hard as it pressed against my pants and the material tented obscenely. Without meaning to, I let out a whimper of pain when the aroma became too powerful and my knees buckled, shoulder thumping into the wall painfully.

      “Dean!” Darla said from right behind me, the scent of her filling my head, “Are you ill? You feel feverish,” wrapping an arm around my waist she steered me into the bedroom, “Let’s get you into bed and out of these sweat drenched clothes… What did they do to you today?”

      “Injected… a catalyst,” I mumbled, struggling to find words and trying to pick my head up and look at Darla, my eyes fell on the deep shadow between her massive cleavage and locked on, unable to look away until I fell back onto the mattress.

      “A catalyst that does wha…..ooooHHHHHH MY!”

      The woman’s lust and desire rose when she’d first seen me, but I’d convinced myself it was a figment of my addled brain. The sharp spike, when she saw the tent pressed against my slacks, was so strong it felt like the hairs in my nose were singed. For my own part, illness and lust had been warring within, but as I looked up at the woman standing before me, the illness faded, and that animalistic part of my mind crawled to the fore once more.

      “Dean,” Darla breathed, one hand rising to her mouth, fingers trembling, eyes wide as saucers as she stared at my slacks, “Your… are you… well?”

      The woman before me was the perfect vessel. With her wide hips, slender waist and massive breasts, she was primed and ready. Filled with the potential to create. More than that, she was gorgeous. Just as beautiful as my wife, but in a matronly way.

      A sound issued from the back of my throat, drawn by instinct or from deep within my subconscious, I wasn’t sure. All shame and doubt gone, instinct driving me now. The primal sounds triggered something within the woman, and I saw her shoulders relax, a beatific smile tugging at her lips as she sat smoothly on the bed. The moment she sat my control slipped, almost as if my body knew the comfort it sought was coming and released my mind back into fever.

      “You need this… I don’t know how I know… but… Christ Almighty preserve me,” I felt relief for one moment when the button of my slacks popped open and my cock pierced the slit of my boxers to stand free. Darla gave a faint gasp of surprise at the sight of me, then it gave a mighty throb, balls aching something fierce, and I heard Darla whimper in desperate need.

      “Ahh!” My eyes squeezed shut, unable to witness what I knew must happen, but the hot wet feeling shocked them open.

      I looked at the sight of my beautiful mother-in-law, thick dark hair cascading over one shoulder as she stared at my cock. I gasped when her warm fingers slipped around the base of it and the roaring beast within quieted a hair. The gasp turned into a strangled cry when she bent forward and without warning wrapped her thick lips around the head of my cock.

      My eyes struggled to place what they were seeing in a context they could understand, but failed. My mind reeled in sickness and I fell down into spiraling darkness. Long minutes passed and finally mental fingers clawed at consciousness and I swam to the surface of my thoughts for one precious second, enough to realize the intense pleasure I was feeling wasn’t just in my head.

      Darla had crawled onto the mattress at some point, skirts bunched around her hips as they shifted regularly. I couldn’t quite believe what she was doing down there, but also couldn’t focus on it because of the unbelievable sight at my crotch.

      The woman threw her entire upper body into the motions. Fingers circling my cock and making a tight ring before her lips as she took me deep into her mouth, tongue swirling my glands. The feel of her throat, soft and sucking on my cock, was incredible. Even in the illness's midst, which threatened to make me sick, I’d experienced nothing as magical.

      Sickness pulled me down once more, sweat breaking out on my skin and head throbbing. I heard, more than felt, Darla scream in orgasm as my cock unloaded into her mouth. Once again it felt like I must be in a dream because I felt the woman suck even harder after, unwilling to give up my still hard cock. Darkness stole me under one last time as I felt the perfection of her throating my dick once more.

      Strange dreams plagued me that night. I was a wolf, racing through the forest, hunting the scent of a she-wolf in heat. Then I took a step and became a stag, stalking the forest in search of my herd, the heat deep in me. Challenges were called by other males, but one look at my magnificence and they slunk away. I’m a bull elephant crossing the great Ganji river, all watching in awe as my trunk sprays a perfect arc hundreds of feet as I climb free of the cleaning waters. The females of the herd tremble as my mighty phallus swings free and they catch a scent of me… THE ALPHA is here.

      I was slow to wake. The dreams seemed to cling to my thoughts, unwilling to let me go of them, and when my eyes finally popped open, it took long seconds to recognize the room I lay in. The floral wallpaper and pink curtains threw me off at first, and then I remembered my wife and I were sleeping in my mother-in-law’s bedroom. That thought sent images flashing through my mind of the beautiful older woman kneeling beside me on the mattress, expression desperate as she…

      No, I thought to myself, that must have been a dream.

      Sitting up, I found it hard to convince myself it was a dream when I saw the large white stain on the sheets beside where I lay. My head swam for a moment, but I pushed down the nausea and took stock of myself. The fever was gone, or much reduced, and I no longer felt dizzy and achy all over. Strange scents assaulted my nose however, and I remember the delusion of thinking I could read emotions… and even more.

      As hard as I tried to convince myself it had all been a dream, or feverish product of the catalyst, the scent filling my nostrils wouldn’t let me. The scent was of something cold… Cold and hard. It pulled me to my feet, and I drew on a pair of boxers before pulling open the room’s small sliding glass door. As I stepped on to the narrow deck, I felt my head swoon once more, but that smell called to me.

      The sun had just peeked over the low eastern hills and I was bathed in its warm glow as I walked into the backyard. The rays calmed me and set the world right. My headache faded like fog and took with it the last bits of whatever illness had been lingering.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let my lungs fill with the world’s scents. My mind filled with an explosion of sights, sounds, colors and memories as I drank in the scents. The grasses each had their own unique smell, from green shoots to dead and brown. They formed a mélange that spoke to me of each organism’s life cycle. The dirt exuded nitrogen and other fumes, the scents speaking of farther off locations than I might have guessed, the wind carrying them far.

      Trees, both ancient and young, had histories of roots, rain, and fear of fire, while their lesser counterparts, the bushes, lived far more interesting, if briefer lives. Constantly jostled and witness to the wanderings of predator and prey alike.

      I stood in the center of the natural world now. Or was I perhaps at the top? The thought made me intensely uncomfortable. If there was one lesson my mom and dad hammered into me, it was humility, and I was finding it increasingly difficult to ignore the truth of what I was now.

      The sound of metal scratching on metal reminded me why I’d walked out here. Someone was in the neighbor’s backyard at dawn, and they sounded hard at work on something mechanical. The oddness of their behavior registered but not nearly as strong as that cold hard scent. I’d never smelled anything like it before, but it felt like I should recognize it.

      As I neared the planter boxes I’d been working on, I caught a strong whiff and knew deep in my bones that it was a woman. A woman from far off, determined, strong of will and capable of anything. But… there was a softness there… an aching to be seen and loved…

      “Dean?” Annie’s voice called from the front of the house.
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      The cold scent disappeared as if it had never been, and all I could think of was my wife. Turning, I grimaced in pain, glancing down I saw the front of my boxers had become obscenely tented and causing a sharp pain in the side of my manhood. The scent of her filled my nose though, and all other thought left me.

      “Honey, how are you- Oh my…” Annie had dropped her bag in the bedroom and was standing in the sliding glass door opening looking out, “You’re throbbing, Jesus Dean, it really happened! What are you… Oh, Dean!”

      Her words went in one ear and out the other, not registering when so much more information was being fed to me. I drank in my wife, seeing her for the first time as I walked across the backyard. Whom ever had been in the other backyard, forgotten for the moment.

      Annie’s scent wasn’t cold and hard like the other, nor was it earthy and seductive like her mother’s. Hers was all her own, and I recognized it at once, but even as I recognized her, I realized there was so much depth and complexity to this woman that I’d never appreciated before. She smelled of the hard night’s work she’d put in, and I could smell the respect she garnered from other women at the plant, even those twice or more her age. She led by example, as she had throughout her entire life.

      The perfect little wife, employee, and church girl exterior hid a wildness beneath that I’d only just begun to tap. I was dimly aware of the screen bending as I shouldered my way into the room, a preternatural growl deep at the back of my throat. My wife backed up before me, shedding clothing and trembling. Words tumbled out of her mouth, but I’d ceased to care what she said, nearly all of my focus bent on the woman I was about to mark as mine.

      “She said you would become what I always knew you were… Dear god almighty it looks… Oh heavens… it worked! I’ve already got one or two picked out… Oh Dean, it’s throbbing even harder,” her knees hit the back of the bed and she fell, shirt still half unbuttoned.

      The mattress sagged beneath my weight as I rested on one hand. The other reached up and took a firm hold of her shirt and ripped it off. Like paper, the fabric tore free, along with her panties, and the scent of her womanhood filled my head. Her lust and need nearly a match for my own, dwarfing anything I’d have assumed she was capable of. My little wife was filled with surprises I would come to learn.

      Like a beast, I took her on the bed. Not even taking the time to draw off my boxers, the material soaked in my wife’s juices as our hips slapped against one another. My back was hunched as I gripped her small, firm ass. All I could focus on was the tightness gripping my cock, hotter than it ever had before, the walls writhing in near continuous orgasm.

      Annie had other desires, and she pulled my face to hers, lips seeking mine. Her eyes burned bright as she stared up at me, the bliss of multiple orgasms, a haze over an expression of deep love and odd excitement. The love hit me deeper than I thought it would, and I felt my own profound affection for this amazing woman unlock my orgasm. Balls throbbing, I unloaded deep within Annie’s womb.

      “Holy!” Annie moaned, “So hot! God, I feel it… oh Jesus NNNGHNNN!”

      My cock was still hard, and I growled in frustration. Something feeling incomplete about our unions. Annie was trembling, fingers gentle on my neck, but her eyes flashed open wide when I rocked my hips again, digging my cock deep into her.

      “Again?” She asked, and neither of us were sure if it was hope or fear that made her tremble beneath me.

      “I need…” I knew what I needed but couldn’t seem able to say it out loud.

      Annie nodded quickly, biting her bottom lip eagerly as she slithered around beneath me and I grinned. Rising on my knees, I pulled her ass back into me. Gripping her hips, I slipped my fingers into the hollows of her hipbone, loving the sight of her firm little ass bouncing every time I slammed into her.

      “Baby…” my wife moaned, “You’re so hard… Fuck! Mmmmhmmm…!”

      The scent of Annie’s pussy was powerful, and I could taste the pleasure I was giving her just as easily as I watched my cock covered in her cream. Another scent hit my nostrils, and I noticed a faint movement out of the corner of my eye for the first time. I don’t know how long Darla had been there, but Annie must have left the door open when she came in after work.

      Turning my head, I took in the sight of my mother-in-law standing in the hallway, hand over her mouth as she stared at her daughter getting railed like never before. Shame, jealousy and desire warred across her features for one moment when she stared into my eyes, then she fled down the hall and I was forced to turn back. Annie sat up, ass slamming back into me again and again as she arched her back, fingers lacing into my hair and drawing my lips to hers. She grinned with a wild fierceness into the kiss, and I lost myself into her once more.

      The lovemaking wasn’t enough. I had a need deep inside that remained unfulfilled, no matter how many loads I filled Annie’s womb with. I took her again and again until finally, sweaty and exhausted, she begged me to give her a rest.

      “Sorry,” I breathed, the first sane words I’d been able to utter in a while, “I don’t know what’s come over me lately.”

      “Mmm, don’t ever apologize to me husband,” she snuggled into my arms, purring in happiness, “It’s me who’s sorry. Look at it,” she ran a finger up the side of my throbbing member, “It’s always been big and beautiful… but you’re so hard now… Mmmm deliciously so.”

      “Don’t start on that,” I warned, pushing her teasing fingers away.

      “Hmm but I have to make sure you’re ready for your testing later today,” her eyes twinkled mischievously up at me and I frowned, opening my mouth to ask what she knew, but she laid a finger across my lips, “Uh unh, I don’t want to spoil the surprise. Just make sure you do everything the doctors tell you and know no matter what, I’ll always love you.”

      I nodded, but from the look on my face she knew I wasn’t going to let this rest that easily. Sighing, she lay back on her pillows and turned to the nightstand. Pulling open the drawer, she drew out a strange metal bowl with a wick of paper hanging down into it.

      “This,” she said, indicating the bowl, “Is all I care about. The doctor told me their tests would unlock your true self, and the ultimate goal was to conceive. They designed this test for me to take every morning to see if I’m with child or not.”

      I frowned at the strange bowl, wondering how in the heck it was supposed to do that, but she ignored my questioning look and went on, the words shocking me as the meaning sank home.

      “Dean, they warned me your hungers might be… too great for just me to handle,” she blushed a deep shade of red and went on, “I must confess I didn’t trust her at first but I’m beginning to understand… I love you Dean; I hope you know how much I do and I… I understand.”

      I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, but she’d already spun into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. Feeling more normal than I had since the catalyst’s injection, I threw on clothes and went in search of food. I found it ready and waiting for me. A heaping platter of scrambled eggs, crunchy bacon, and half a dozen flapjacks were warming in the oven with a note that read: Enjoy! written in Darla’s elegant cursive script.

      Of the woman I saw neither hide nor hair, but the scent of her perfume lingered on the air. Forcing my thoughts onto the upcoming baseball season, I struggled to name each player on my favorite team. My thoughts kept returning to those massive breasts of my mother-in-law’s and the hazy memory of sensations I’d never dreamed possible.

      I set the cleaned plate on a dish towel to dry and drank the last of my coffee just as my driver arrived outside. Yelling to Annie that I was leaving, I pulled on my coat and headed out. The weather had taken a turn for the worse and I could smell dust on the air. I wasn’t sure how, but I knew that meant rain was incoming and I grabbed my umbrella even though the sky was clear.

      Sitting down, I glanced up front when the driver didn’t pull away immediately. The man’s eyes were round as saucers as he looked in the mirror at me, as if he was seeing me for the first time. Our eyes locked for a brief moment and I sensed the challenge in him. This was no shrinking violet to be pushed around simply because I was taller and larger. The man had a mean streak and a dislike of authority.

      All of this flashed through my mind in an instant, awakening the wild beast that slumbered fitfully within my breast. I wish I could have seen how I looked because one instant the man stared daggers at me, like he might attack or something, the next he shuddered in fear, as if seeing the truth of what I could do to him, if I had the desire. Shifting in his seat, he reached up and dropped it into drive.

      “Fine day, sir…” his tone was awkward, unused to speaking and especially so submissively.

      “I smell rain on the air,” I said, “but it’s a beautiful morning, you’re right.”

      “Sorry sir, I said Mr. but mayhap I should have said Captain? Or Sergeant? I never learned my ranks.”

      “Dean is fine,” I said, sitting forward and reaching a hand between the seats as he pulled to a stop at a sign. Security had its uses, but if the man was to be my daily driver, I didn’t see the harm in exchanging names. “pleasure.”

      “Vernon, sir, Dean, sir,” he turned and shook my hand. For one second he tried to grip mine hard, but a simple flex put the man in his place, and I settled back in my seat. “I must say it’s been a treat, this job. Didn’t think much of it at first, driving some military man into the middle of nowhere. They don’t even let me visit no friends or nothing when I’m not driving you, but I sure have liked it, I must say. And you, sir, seem like a right good man. Can see why they chose you for their testing. I heard a rumor before I was picked. They plan to make a Superman here, but heck, might have already done it with you, right, sir?”

      I smiled and nodded, content to let the man speak, and speak he did. It was as if a floodgate had been opened and he seemed unable to still his tongue. He knew his place now, and I was happy to offer the occasional smile now and then to let him know I paid attention. That was enough to keep him content, ecstatic even.

      We arrived at the remote facility and I glared at the lazy security guards once again. The men lounged a hundred feet away, one dozing, head tilted back, while the other shuffled a deck of battered playing cards. The man gave me a sour glance, keenly aware of my displeasure at his attitude but choosing to sneer at me instead of feel shame.

      Dr. Wagner was waiting for me in the lobby, a young nurse standing by his side. This was my first time being greeted by the man, and I felt a touch of sadness at not seeing Dr. Riggle. The nurse standing beside the bespectacled doctor stole my attention. She was young, clearly just out of nursing school and eager to look professional in her starched uniform and red hair pulled back in a tight bun. However, the thick red lips, big round doe-like eyes and the shyness of her stance spoke of her lack of experience.

      “Mr. Williams,” the Doctor said, “If you will head on down to the changing facility and put on the heavy gown hanging in the room, I’ll meet you in the examination room.”

      I nodded and was about to give the man a greeting, but he’d already turned into the lab and heels clicking on concrete, hurried off. Shaking my head, I headed down to change, curious to find all the doors and vents closed off on my way.

      In the bathroom, I found a lead-lined gown hanging from a peg. After showering, I pulled it on. It felt weird with the heavyweight dragging on my shoulders. The garment had been specially made for me, because it hung down to brush the floor when I stood tall and the collar reached up to cover my neck, leaving only a small amount of my face exposed.
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      When I entered the exam room and lay down on the table, the opposite door swung inwards a moment later and the doctor stepped in with a clipboard and pencil in one twitching hand. The nurse was there again, the young woman hovering in the hallway with a rolling tray of implements.

      “Perfect Mr. Williams, I would ask you not to speak just yet, as it’s part of the test plan. Nurse, you may begin by taking his vitals. Remember the protocols, Miriam.”

      The doctor had picked his head up off the ground and was observing the nurse as she approached me closely. When I did the same, I saw the effects I was having on her. The young red-head’s complexion was pale, and she had a smattering of freckles across her nose and cheeks that appeared pale in the sea of redness that was her flushed cheeks now.

      I’ve been privileged in my life to know what the regard of women feels like. Mostly from those who enjoy height or muscles. The way the girl was staring at me as she approached, you’d have thought I was a movie star or recording artist, jumped straight off the record. When she drew within arm’s reach, I took in a deep breath through my nostrils, drinking in her aroma.

      Dr. Wagner’s pencil scratched across his clipboard, eyes lifting from the ground and bright as a bird. The man was slowly losing his hesitancy, which was nice to see, but I didn’t pay it much mind. The nurse held my attention, her aroma filling my head.

      “How are you feeling this morning?” The doctor asked.

      “Much better,” I said, as the nurse took up a thermometer and blood pressure collar and approached, “Although there have been some strange side effects. It’s almost like I can-.”

      “Please hold all observations for now, Mr. Williams,” Dr. Wagner said, cutting me off and motioning for the girl to hurry up, “and just focus your attentions on Nurse O’Callaghan.”

      “This should just take a moment… sir,” squeaked the girl, big blue eyes locked on my face as she slowly wrapped the collar around my upper arm.

      If the doctor spoke again, it didn’t register. My head was full of the girl’s sweet perfume. The perfume she’d sprayed on herself that morning hoping to attract the attentions of a well-set up man, but also the perfume leaking from her increasingly wet sex. The mélange of scents spoke of the girl’s innocence.

      A year out of high-school and already with her nursing degree, she was an overachiever to be sure. With all of her time spent in study or prayer, she’d experienced none of the adventures her peers had. The girl was offered up on a platter for me and like a trembling fawn, trapped in a wolf’s jaws, the look in her eyes told me she’d already been captured.

      “What’s your first desire, Mr. Williams?” Dr. Wagner asked in a sharp tone that cut through my sluggish primal thoughts.

      “Desire?” I asked, shaking my head and breaking eye contact with the nurse and looking over at him.

      “The catalyst appears to have been successful in awakening many observable primal traits. I believe the nurse will agree with me that the procedure has been a success. Nurse?”

      “YeEESsss,” the girl said, her high-pitched voice warbling as she removed the blood pressure collar. I felt her skin contact mine, the barest tip of her finger brushing my flesh, but the girl gasped and stepped back. The collar dropping in a clatter to the ground. “Oh, my god Doctor… I don’t know if I can…”

      “Interesting,” Dr. Wagner said, the hint of a smile tugging at his lips as he wrote furious notes while observing the nurse, “Very interesting. Yes, Mr. Williams, desire. I’ve identified many of the traits that create the perfect Alpha Male, and a way to activate many of them, thus creating a cascade of reactions that would trigger the traits I haven’t identified. I’d like to-.”

      “NNghhhh,” the nurse moaned, fingers lacing together across her stomach. I stared at her thick red lips, letting myself really see her beauty for the first time.

      “Hmm, I see time is pressing. The reactions are far more powerful than my hypothesis describes… interesting. Miriam, this is your last chance to quit the program, I suggest if you want to go-.”

      “No!” Nurse O’Callaghan blurted.

      The young woman shook her head hard and a single lock of her hair broke free of the tight bun holding it in place. The coppery curl hanging down the side of her pale, slender neck. My eyes traveled down the soft flesh, watching the artery in her neck throb faster and faster. Her scent on the wind changed, and I sensed she’d settled something in her own mind, wariness fading as I tasted my prey at the back of my throat.

      “Quickly Mr. Williams,” the doctor said, expression intense at he stared at me, all evidence of his extreme discomfort around people gone as he implored me. I couldn’t read the man as powerfully I did the nurse, but it was clear his anxiety had gone, if not his oddness. “I must know what motivates you, what it is you need?”

      “I need to stand,” I said, my voice dropping to a low tone, the rumbles of sound coming from the back of my throat doing interesting things to both the nurse and the doctor.

      The girl’s blush deepened, and her thick bottom lip trembled, tongue reaching out to wet her lips as she gripped the tight white uniform with suddenly sweaty palms. The doctor drew in a slow deep breath and even hazarded a brief disbelieving smile at his own comfort around me, before quickly jotting down notes about the experience. I rose to my feet slowly, eyes locking onto the short nurse’s pale green.

      The idea had been hovering in the back of my mind earlier in the day, but I hadn’t been able to put it together. The doctor’s question put things into perspective, and I knew I had a need. The nurse had never dreamed of doing such a depraved and dirty act, but as I rose, her legs weakened and I saw her mouth water. Ripping her eyes away from mine they fell to the slowly rising swell pushing the heavy robe out.

      “Nurse!” The doctor’s urgent whisper just making it to my ear, “The Alpha, has he communicated with you?”

      His eyes remained on me, unable to break away, but he didn’t seem able to address me directly anymore. His expression was intense as he fought against the internal struggle to submit, as he knew he must, and remain separate to observe as a good doctor should. I knew once I’d taken what was mine, the man would relax, until then his discomfort or lack thereof wasn’t my concern.

      “Yes, Doctor,” Miriam said, her girlish voice faint and breathless, my cock throbbed, and she shivered, fingers lacing together and pressing against her heart, “Or… maybe… Sir, I,” she tried speaking to me but when her eyes rose towards mine they flinched back, and then again when she saw the tent in my robe. “Doctor, I can’t… Dear Lord, forgive me.”

      The last came out as a whisper, barely audible.

      “You, will observe.”

      My words came out hard, not a question or statement but a command directed at Dr. Wagner, and without looking I saw him nod sharply and back into the shadowed corner, clipboard held close as his pencil scratched quietly.

      The moment the man was out of the young woman’s direct sight, she relaxed noticeably. A faint smile even tugged at the corners of her mouth, and I read the change in her mood as easily as if she were a book. The eyes of authority were gone, or at least out of sight, and her Alpha had proven dominant.

      “You, will kneel.”

      No sooner had the words left my mouth than the girl dropped to her knees. The youthful features were beautiful, with soft round cheeks and a cute little nose. Her thick pouty lips were the kind of bee stung beauty that would have made the boys in her school melt, but I could tell from the hesitation and hunger throbbing within her scent, she’d never let any steal even a single peck.
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      Reaching up, I gripped the heavy, lead-lined robes and yanked them over my head in one mighty heave, hurling it across the table. The effects of my naked body suddenly revealed, and the musk of my manhood permeating the room was apparent immediately. Nurse O’Callaghan swooned, eyes rolling up into her skull and one hand actually reaching down to press a palm between her legs, hard, folding up her short white skirt and revealing the tops of her white garters.

      The look of ecstasy on the young woman’s face, combined with the glimpse of garters and pale thighs, caused my cock to rise the last few inches. Its mammoth hardness bobbing before the woman’s beautiful pale face. Her freckles stood out as the redness faded and a dreamy look stole over her features. The hand between her leg rubbed hard, the other reaching out hesitantly before pausing.

      “Sir…?” Miriam asked, her voice trembling with naked desire as she tore her bright green eyes away from my manhood and look up at me imploringly.

      There was no need for me to speak. The bead of pre-cum oozing out the head of my cock called to her and with a moan of gratitude she reached up and let her trembling fingers circle the shaft. Her fingers barely met on the other side of my girth, and I watched in wonder as the beautiful nineteen-year-old nurse kissed my cock with chaste innocence.

      I stood with patience and let the young woman find her own way in the beginning, not wanting to frighten off this delicate little flower. Her eagerness led to clutching, grasping fingers and a scrape or two of teeth, but faster than I would have dreamed, she found a rhythm and created her own technique.

      Beginning with small shy kisses around the head of my cock, I watched her eyes widen at the soft yet hard feel of it. Her lips brushing the soft skin and tongue darting out to taste my pre-cum. The flavor must have been something else, because she moaned like a whore, panties dragged to the side and wet squeaking sounds filling the room to join the licking, sucking noises.

      The hackles on my back relaxed, and I drew in a deep breath, letting it out slowly as I watched the beautiful young nurse worshipping me with her mouth. I hadn’t realized how much tension I’d been feeling leading up to her total submission, nor how much I’d hungered for this bond to be formed.

      “Is it the submission?” The doctor whispered to himself, too quietly for any but my newly sensitive hearing to hear, and I shook my head, raising my eyes to meet his.

      The small man gave a jolt of shock at being heard, writing furiously as he watched me reach down and cup the back of the nurse’s head. The young woman sighed in gratitude. Hunger driving her forward as I slide my cock in and out of her sucking mouth.

      “Drink it down.” I commanded, and the girl moaned in eager agreement, her throat already swallowing hard. The tip of my cock felt like it was in a vise, a delicious feeling, as I unloaded rope after rope of cum into her stomach.

      Sighing, I stepped back, letting my cock flop free of her mouth and watching the nurse shiver in orgasm, thighs wet as her hand frigged her hard clit. She closed her mouth, eyes rolling back into her skull as she swallowed every drop of my cum. The groan of ecstasy drawn from the back of her throat, as she gave one final shudder, caused my dick to throb into wakefulness once more.

      “Bonded mating… the Alpha seeks to imprint himself upon the viable female… but what is the purpose?”

      “Now,” I growled, Nurse O’Callaghan’s eye’s flashing open at my tone, chest heaving as she stared from my rising cock up to my face; lust, desire and fear warring across her features. “You’re ready.”

      “Sir, please… anything, anything at all, just let me taste you again,” she leaned forward, hands gripping my thighs, large chunks of her red hair dislodged from the bun, giving her a drab, disarrayed appearance.

      Her lack of strength offended me and with a growl I snatched the young woman off her feet and into the air before me. Her heels clattered to the floor, feet dangling as I held them six inches above the ground. I clutched her nurse’s coat, the material strong enough to hold her in place without choking her. The nurse went limp in my grip, eyes fever bright and thighs parting in eager anticipation of the breeding to come.

      Reaching up, I delicately pulled the pin holding her hair in place, letting a pleased smile part my lips as the thick curls cascaded down one shoulder. Turning slightly, I set her firm little ass on the table and she grunted eagerly, ankles sliding up the outside of my legs. My display of dominance had only heightened her desire. The girl panted, hot and heavy, trembling in my grip as I drew her hand to my cock.

      Letting her stroke me slowly, I popped the buttons on her uniform, savoring my power and control in this moment. The doctor still watched, but he was inconsequential, a man in his place and not a threat. All that mattered was forging this bond as completely as possible.

      Desire was a storm within Miriam and her innocent mind, never exposed to such a torrent of intense need, was overwhelmed. Taking my time, I drew off her clothing one piece at a time, exposing her to my gaze. Instead of feeling vulnerable as she’d feared, she flourished under the attention.

      Arching her back as I popped open the last buttons of her blouse, her firm little breasts pressed up into my face and I couldn’t help but rip off the conical bra and feast on the pale pink nipples waiting for me. The girl moaned in joy, but she had other ideas on her mind. Her small hand slipped around my hardness, pressing the fat head into her hot wetness. I felt her virgin hole part opening as if it had been made for me and she whimpered in pleasure, tension relaxing when she felt no pain. I eased forward into her slowly, need driving me.

      Tightness gripped my cock unlike anything I’d experienced before, and instinct kicked in. My thighs flexed, hips aching as I halted my beast like thrust into her.

      “Oh dear heaven, it’s heaven, I feel it dear lord

      in heaven please… deeper, just a little, oh god slow, just… more please deeper, oh god you’re so thick sir, make me your woman, I need you… so bad please sir, tell me, tell me god almighty I want to feel it shooting again, like down my throat. Can I feel that pleasure again, sir?”

      The young woman babbled throughout the process of her virgin pussy relaxing to accept my girth, until I felt a spongy resistance against my dick and the beast awakened within slathered in hunger. Not to take something innocent, although was wickedly titillating, but to fill this willing and ready womb.

      “Dear lord, it’s happening I can feel your giantness inside me, please…”

      Halting myself with difficulty, I turned to meet the young woman’s bright green eyes, the beautiful red hair framing her adorable face. Something passed between us, her words still, the fluttering of her heart quieting, and our souls touched in a way I’d never thought to experience with anyone other than Annie.

      Colors deepened and the overhead lights seemed to cast a brilliant sheen to the world. The moment was perfection as her womanhood accepted me. Without pain, her body could give into mine, her slender legs wrapped around my hips and my toes dug into the ground.

      “MMmghh,” I growled, lips curling into a possessive grin as I slid my hands down her sides, fingers rough as I fondled and cupped each curve of her youthful body.

      The girl moaned, table creaking beneath her as I thrust into her, pulling out slowly as her body convulsed in orgasm.

      “I’m… holy…!” Her innocent face, scrunched in ecstasy, made my cock throb all the harder and I began fucking her with slow, deliberate thrusts, easing into my conquest.

      The world faded, and all became the flow of her and me, our lovemaking and then wild, intense fucking. My dick throbbed as I took her tiny sex, patience winning out as she relaxed around me, pussy taking the shape of my cock and allowing me to take her with the urgency I desired.

      I drew first one slender pale leg up, kissing her calf and placing the ankle over one shoulder before doing the same with the other. The feel of her tiny waist in my hands while her firm little breasts jiggled was delightful, and I fed her hungry little pussy its first massive load of cum there.

      Nurse O’Callaghan was shuddering, whimpering wordlessly in orgasm as I rolled her onto her stomach, cock throbbing as her firm ass bounced before me. Running my hands down her back, I gave one check a firm slap, loving how her pussy writhed around my cock and she moaned out in illicit pleasure.

      “Please, sir!” She begged groggily, and humped her small ass back at me hard when I spanked the other cheek, leaving a faint red handprint. “Yes!”

      “What are you?” I growled in her ear.

      “Yours!” She panted, tongue wetting her lips quickly as she flexed the muscles gripping my cock with in her, “Please, sir, let me be yours… anything… anything you desire… You know what I need!”

      And I did. Gripping her hips, I took her, loving the dimples above her firm little ass as I sawed my cock in and out of her tightness. I lasted longer that second round, but not much. I’d never felt anything like her tiny, young pussy, not even on my honeymoon, but more than that, our bodies both craved to complete the union.

      When I stepped back from the table, leaving a dreamily smiling nurse to curl her legs up, trembling in bliss, I knew deep down, in the center of my being that my mission had been successful. The woman drifted into unconsciousness as I watched. Taking a deep breath and letting a smile of accomplishment tug at my lips, I staggered back, suddenly more exhausted than I’d been since boot camp.

      “Woah there Mr. Williams!” Said an odd little voice. Shaking my head, I remember the doctor and looked over, surprised to see a short figure standing beside him in a bulky black rubber suit, complete with a diving helmet and oxygen tank. Reeling once more at the sight, the doctor raised his hands quickly, “It’s just Dr. Riggle! It’s Eleanor! She’s in a containment suit to impede the spread of… well, yes. Please, Mr. Williams, you’re going to experience several hours of exhaustion if my calculations are correct.”

      I couldn’t get a scent from the person standing beside the doctor and not being sure caused my hackles to rise. My top lip rose, but the man was right, I was exhausted and weaving on my feet.

      “Let your Pride care for you, Dean.” The muffled voice coming from within the helmet was definitely Dr. Riggle and like a marionette with its strings cut, I sagged, nearly falling to the floor.

      I’m only dimly aware of how the short woman helped me through a shower and into my clothes, but I roused myself as we staggered out the front door. Her pinch to my butt cheek hadn’t been so much painful as shocking, the feel of her palm caressing the muscle oddly lacking in any intimacy to me without her scent, to help know her intent.

      “The good doctor has your tomorrow as well, but on Wednesday and after,” I could almost hear the smile curling up her lips, “You’re all mine.”

      The jest awoke the predator within me, and I froze in place, eyes hardening as I looked in the round view port. A glimmer of brown eyes within, met mine and the woman beside me trembled, large twin points pressing against the front of her rubber suit, evidence of her massive hardening nipples.

      “It’s true…” she whispered, “We really did it… You’re HE. Dear god almighty, Helmut’s hypothesis is correct. Go, sir, and tell Darla you’re in need tonight.”

      “Darla?” I asked, then flinched at a sharp poke to the back of my hand and a cold hiss of air on the surrounding skin.

      Looking down, I noticed strange, advanced tech in her hand, almost like a plastic gun. Before it disappeared into the rubber folds of her robe, awareness faded from me and the brawny arms of my driver caught me. The last thing to register before darkness took me completely, was the doctor warning him to take care, as he dragged me across the gravel towards his car.
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      I came to with a kink in my neck, cold wind blowing on my face and the sound of wind rushing past the car’s open window. Like a bear suddenly roused from hibernation, I sat up with a jolt. A familiar scent, faint at first, had struck me full in the face, just as we pulled to a stop outside my mother-in-law’s house.

      “Perfect timing, Mr. William’s,” my driver said. The pleasant grin he offered me, looked odd on his normally laconic face. “Got you home in record time, sir! Well now, who’s the dame?”

      I followed the man’s gaze across the neighbor’s green lawn and into their garage, where the tall blonde man and woman were in the process of hanging an American flag. The couple’s starched white country club outfits looked odd on them for some reason, and I found myself climbing out of the backseat and walking over, ignoring the driver.

      The man and women turned the moment I stepped free of the door. Their faces cold and hard before breaking out into wide, plastic smiles. The man stepped forward, intending to shake my hand and opening his mouth in greeting. The moment my eyes locked onto his, the hackles on my neck rose.

      Nothing about his appearance or manner seemed threatening, except perhaps for his large shoulders, but I felt it rolling off him in waves. The man’s smile faltered and his hand drooped, then fell as he came to a stop a few feet away from me. I couldn’t say what threat the man posed, but I knew deep in my bones he was. We stared at one another for a long moment, his friendly face growing colder and colder.

      The beast within me seethed, wanting nothing more than to tear this man’s head off, and from the look stealing over his features he must have been feeling the same about me. Our hands had curled into fists and I wondered what the neighbors would think when they saw the man and I rolling around on the grass beating one another.

      “Hello there, neighbor,” came a throaty purr, and I was shaken out of my growing rage by the tall blonde stepping up beside her husband, “Can we help you with…. Lenin’s teats… they’ve done it!”

      “Excuse me?” I asked, only half hearing her muttered words as the scent of her filled my head. I was trying to puzzle out why I couldn’t smell the man at all, when the spike of the woman’s arousal fogged my brain up and tightened my pants across the crotch.

      “I… um…” the woman said, raising one hand to her head, eyes widening when they noticed the bulge at the front of my pants.

      “You’ll have to forgive Sarah,” the man said, narrowing his eyes and frowning at the woman, “She’s had a difficult time with the move. You know how women can be,” he glanced back at me, the fake smile finding its way onto his lips again, “Always some vapor or humor that disturbs their thinking. Come on, Sarah, let’s get you inside and out of this sun.”

      “Your name, sir?” The woman asked as the man began leading her away.

      “Dean,” I replied, unable to tear my eyes off her face and figure, just as she seemed unable to look away from the stiffness now tenting my pants. The man looked anywhere but at me, and I dismissed the threat of him, all of my predators’ instincts now focused on the woman whose heels dragged through the grass as she was muscled along. “Dean Williams, First Sergeant.”

      I don’t know why I felt the need to add the rank, but I knew from the odd cold scent of her, this woman came from a hard place. A place that valued different things than I was used to. From the surge of desire I scented from her, I knew she hungered to bed a killer. Like cold water down my spine, the realization chilled me to the core, and I roused myself out of the fog of lust and need clouding me. The man suddenly turned, looking at me with a hard glare.

      “My wife is not feeling well,” he said, a hint of accent creeping into the words as he struggled to remain composed, “It was a pleasure to meet you. Have a nice day.”

      The stilted words were made even more awkward by the look of intense anger on his face, and the war of emotions on the woman’s. There was so much complexity in her scent it was impossible to discern much. The desire and lust she felt were foreign emotions, pushing against some rigid conditioning or trauma. Finally, the conditioning reasserted itself and she tore her gaze away from me, eyes taking on the same hard anger as the man’s before they slammed the screen door shut. The American flag lay on the concrete, forgotten and disrespected.

      I wanted to go pick it up, hating to see it that way, but there were too many emotions swirling within me. Feeling frustration and confusion at the odd interaction, I staggered up to my mother-in-law’s house. The screen twisted beneath my hand and I stared at the metal like it was a foreign object. Trying to puzzle out how steel could crumple like cloth in my grip.

      Roasting meat and vegetables filled the house with their sweet aroma’s, but it was another smell that pulled me from my reverie. Goosebumps popped out on my arms, as I stepped into the living room to see Darla sitting nervously on the edge of an upholstered chair. The older woman had taken great care in getting ready, her hair and makeup pristine, and outfit finer than anything I’d seen her in before.

      A storm of thoughts and emotions swirled in me. The threat I’d sensed from the neighbors made little sense, but the response it generated from me awoke something that had lain dormant until then. Staring at Darla, I felt immensely protective and possessive. Not only was she my mother-in-law, tied to me by the bonds of family, this woman was willing, no eager, to be so much more.

      The scent rolling off her was soft and warm. The only label I could put on it was pure femininity, submissive and eager to serve. Echoing in the back of my mind were Dr. Riggle’s words, but there was no need to command Darla.

      The woman wore a cream-colored dress that molded itself to her upper body. Her hair had never looked so shiny and thick, its artful curls drawing my eyes down her smooth neck and across the expanse of her massive breasts contained beneath the expensive cloth. Her hands were twisted together in her lap, the only sign of her nervousness. I sensed she feared rejection, and her trembles grew as I let my eyes travel down the length of her body.

      Plenty of times over the past couple weeks I’d stared at Darla’s delightful curves in appreciation, but never where she could observe me openly. Now I let her witness my open regard. Her eyes widening as my cock throbbed even harder, the pants bending my erection down painfully. My eyes drank in the massive roundness of her breasts and the small mounds of nipples pressing through the thickness of her bra. The dress ended just below the knees, showing a pair of pale delicate ankles strapped in red heels.

      “Dean, what are… The scientist mentioned…” her voice trailed off as my eyes locked on hers, the pale blue orbs widening and her thick red lips parting as her breath deepened and slowed.

      “Last night wasn’t a dream,” it wasn’t what I’d been meaning to say, but the words just popped out of my mouth. Darla blushed a deep shade of red, pressing her lips into a firm line before shaking her head slightly.

      “Lord Almighty help me, no,” her words came out as a whisper, shame and desire warring within her, “I’ve never… That side of me has been shut down for so long and you just… You were in need.” I didn’t say anything, just held her gaze as she shifted on the edge of the couch, thick thighs rubbing together as her fingers twisted deeper in the fabric.

      “Can I…” swallowing hard, she went on in a hopeful voice, “I know I’m old and fat, but if you ever need…”

      She struggled to get the wicked words out, cheeks darkening even further when she finally broke eye contact and looked away. I wanted nothing more than to throw her on the ground, rip off those beautiful clothes and take her right there, but I sensed the turmoil it would cause in her to move too quickly. A large part of me needed to dominate this woman, to make her mine completely.

      Trusting my instincts, I reached up and dragged free the leather loop of my belt. Darla’s eyes widened, and she licked her lips with a dainty pink tongue, shifting on the edge of the couch as I slowly pulled the leather out of the metal buckle. My head filled with the scent of her womanhood as it flooded and her eyes lifted from my crotch to mine, filled with all the hope I smelled rolling off her.

      “I’ve never experienced pleasure, like I remember from that night,” the pop of steel on leather as the flange sprung free, drew a whimper of pleasure from the back of Darla’s throat, “You’ll prove it was no dream. On your knees before me.”

      Darla bit her bottom lip, eyes wide as saucers as she stared at me. The shock of receiving so many things she’d been wishing for was too much, overloading her system and locking her in place.

      “Now.”

      The growl I let enter my tone struck her on a subconscious level. My mother-in-law was off the couch and hurrying over before the shock even registered on her face. When it did, I reached out and stopped her, gripping her slender upper arm and shoulder in one hand. Searching her eyes, I took a moment to make sure my new primal powers weren’t forcing her into anything against her will.

      “Please,” Darla plead, eyes growing desperate as she pressed against my hand, trying to get nearer to me, “You need this sir… and I want to do it for you… I’ve dreamed for so long. Of you… of tasting you, I even practiced on squash when you were overseas… I’m a terrible mother, I know it, but I don’t care… And lately, dear heavens I’ve never been so desperate for anything in my life. Please sir, don’t turn me away now!” Reaching out, her fingers played over the buttons of my pants, popping them open quickly, “Please let me… I’ll show you,” I let her sink to her knees, sighing in pleasure as she dragged down my pants, “Just let me… Mmmpfh!”

      The sight of my beautiful mother-in-law desperately pulling forth my large manhood was incredible, but it was nothing compared to her expression of dreamy pleasure as she pressed her thick red lips to its velvety head. Planting quick kisses, almost like she’d returned to a lost lover, Darla worked her way down to the shaft where she ran her tongue down the side, looking up and grinning broadly at the pleasure on my face.

      “Get it wet,” I ordered, my dick throbbing harder when she moaned in submissive pleasure and slavishly ran her tongue up and down its thickness.

      I marveled at the sight of her perfect hair and makeup being mussed and the drops of saliva staining the front of her expensive dress. I hungered to see every piece of her, and perhaps once, I would have insisted she show me those massive breasts right away. Now, however, I was content to be worshipped. The beast within knew it would have this first necessary bonding before I took what was mine.

      I stood in the living room, the large picture windows behind me looking out over the sleepy neighborhood where anyone could have looked in. The glare on the windows, drapes and furniture scattered around the living room would have made it hard to detect us, especially with Darla on her knees, but the possibility added to the woman’s thrill as she took my dick into her sucking mouth.

      “Holy…!” I moaned in pleasure as her mouth tightened into a hot wet glove, her tongue swirling around the underside teasing me.

      She sucked hard, working my cock in and out of her mouth, deeper and deeper. The pleasure I’d half remembered from before definitely wasn’t a dream, the pleasure was even greater than the sight and I felt my balls tightening. Darla moaned and stitches popped on her narrow skirt as she spread her knees, the air filling with her womanhood’s scent.

      Her hands were suddenly working me along with her sucking mouth. Twisting in opposite directions as the fingers milked my cock. Her pale blue eyes opened wide, and I saw the corners of her lips curl in a smile just as the world faded into white pleasure, my orgasm exploding through me. Faint coughing and choking sounds made it to my ears as Darla struggled to drink down every drop of my cum.

      Her thick lips plumped up into an almost obscene ring as she suckled the tip. I caught my breath as she continued to slowly stroke the shaft and tease my balls, tongue teasing the slit of my cock as she sought the last bits of my cum. My dick never softened though, and Darla sighed in surprised pleasure.

      “Use me,” she breathed, both hands sliding up and down the wet shaft of my cock as her lips played around the head, “Show me what you like.”

      Reaching down, I took the back of her head in both hands, balls throbbing as she moaned in submissive pleasure. I slid my cock into her hot, tight mouth again and used her just as she’d asked. Beginning with long slow thrusts, I pulled her forward, elongating her neck so it could take my cock down it.

      “Mmmphmmhhm!” Darla moaned, one hand sliding down between her legs.

      The sound and scent of her wet sex unlocked the beast within me once more. Suddenly the heavenly feeling of Darla’s mouth, almost better than my wife’s pussy, wasn’t enough. There was only one thing that would quiet the raging monster within, and my mother-in-law cried out in disappointment when I pulled my cock out of her mouth.

      “No,” she panted, hand clawing at my thighs, “It’s ok! I loved it! Take meeeeeEE!”

      She cried out in surprise, then joy when I picked her up and threw her over my shoulder. I felt her hands grab my back as she tried to push herself off but growling a threat, I spanked her ass firmly and she stilled, letting me march down the hall.

      “What… where are we… oh god… your marriage bed?”
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      I didn’t have to speak once I’d tossed her on the bed. Bouncing, she stared up at me with a touch of fear, unsure. Once I knelt on the mattress, crawling towards her, eyes intent upon her body, she gave a hard swallow and I saw the vein in her neck race wildly. Her knees parted, drawing me into her even before I’d taken a handful of the expensive dress and pulled it off her.

      The buttons on the side of her dress proved awkward and most popped free and tumbled to the floor before I could undo them in my haste. The most amazing part was Darla, who shucked her drawers and bra before I’d dragged the dress off her, wiggling beneath me and cradling my cock in her hands.

      The heat of her sex called to me and my dick throbbed even harder, and I felt Darla shivering in desire as a bead of precum oozed out of the head and dropped onto her stomach. I froze, arrested by the sight of her naked body in all its glory for the first time. I’d seen nothing as magnificent as her naked breasts in all my life. They were round and firm, still maintaining their shape and capped in large pink areola with large round nipples that stood out firm.

      My mouth watered as I stared, as I stared and Darla sighed in pleasure, my cock nestled between the wetness of her lips. The touch of her sex on mine broke the stillness of the moment and with a growl I thrust my hips forward, dick darting into her pussy in one fell swoop.

      “OOOoooofff!” Darla cried, her nails digging into my back, “Yes! Take… oh god, what is…. OH GOD I’M!”

      I hadn’t even pulled my cock all the way back out of her surprisingly tight pussy before she was spasming around me in orgasm. I ignored her cries of pleasure, intent upon one thing and one thing alone. My hips drove into her, harder and harder as I sought that final union.

      “Oh… god!... Yes!... Take!... Again… happening… AGAIN!” This time her pussy sprayed me with wetness I’d never dreamed possible, and I welcomed the lube on my massive cock.

      Again, and again Darla’s pussy came on my cock as I fucked her hard. The orgasm approached slowly until she pulled my face into one massive breast, feeding me the nipple and groaning in pleasure as I sucked, teased and licked it. It was with a nipple in my mouth, her fingers gripping the back of my head tight and my hands filled with her round ass that I flooded her womb with load after load of seed.

      Awareness returned slowly as we held ourselves there, catching our breaths and letting our hearts slow. Darla’s gentle fingers pulled my face up, and I saw the tears filling her eyes. For one second I feared the worst, then she pulled me into a kiss. Soft lips pressing against mine with more intimacy that I’d felt during our wild session. Her tongue snaked into mine and in moments we were making out. Not like teenagers, wild with lust, but slowly and filled with love. We took our time as the sun set outside, exploring one another’s bodies with hands and kissing without words.

      The wild beast within had calmed once I’d filled her with my cum. I could have slept then and was tired enough that it called to me, but Darla was still in shock at what we’d done. I should have been in shock also, or at least ashamed, but all I felt was grateful. The woman hadn’t known physical love in more than a decade and I couldn’t ignore her scent, so filled with need and desire, filling my head.

      My mother-in-law spent a long twenty minutes exploring my cock with her hands, then her mouth. Even when she worked me up to the point I desperately wanted her again, she made me promise to let her swallow a load of cum first.

      “My husband thought it was gross and sinful,” she confessed to me that night, “but I’d always dreamed of trying it. I… I love it,” she grinned as she stared at my hard cock, “It’s so big, I never dreamed one could be so beautiful… Annie’s a lucky woman.”

      “You really want to talk about her now?” I asked, my smile growing crooked.

      “I want to know how she pleasures you,” Darla said softly, eyes intense, “I want to know what you like, what you need, I want to know everything!” She grinned mischievously, gripping my cock, “Besides, you got even harder when I brought her up.”

      “Get to work,” I ordered, loving the wicked look that flashed across her features before she went back to worshipping my cock.

      She got her mouthful of cum, and then some. The sight of the pearlescent liquid dribbling down her chin sent a thrill through me. I was up and on my feet before I knew it. My mother-in-law’s thick dark hair in my fist as I bent her over behind the makeup table and mirror my wife had overtaken.

      “Yes!” She cried, massive breasts swinging side to side, “Oh god Dean, this should be so wrong, but it’s not. Put it in me… please… oh baby please!”

      I held my dick at the entrance of her pussy, the fat head stretching her lips. Resting my hands on her wide hips, I gazed up at the inward sweep of her waist and the pendulous swing of her breasts. My mother-in-law’s hair was in disarray, and her makeup smeared, but she still looked as beautiful as ever.

      My eyes locked on hers, and we came to an understanding in that instant. Right or wrong, this was, and there was, nothing that could undo it, even if we’d wanted to. More than anything else, we knew neither of us wanted to stop, or would be able to. As I pulled her back into me, thrusting forward gently, Darla gave out a gentle sigh. The sound combined love, joy, and the basest of desires, all in one.

      Reaching up, I took her hair in one hand, drawing her back as I fucked her with slow, steady thrusts. The sight of her massive breasts jiggling in the mirror spellbound me and she reached up, cupping both in her hands and massaging them.

      I didn’t even recognize the growl that emitted from the back of my throat, but it sparked a massive orgasm in Darla. I reached up, cupping one massive breast and drawing the nipple to her lips. Eyes widening as her pussy writhed on my cock in orgasm, she sucked the large firm nipple into her mouth. The scent of my mother-in-law went wild. Something about being pushed into more and more taboo things by her powerful Alpha son was driving her wild.

      We couldn’t stay standing and fucking so hard for long and soon she was bent over the back of the chair, screams of pleasure filling the house, and her face twisted in pleasure as she watched me in the mirror. The corners of her lips rose as my hips faltered. My toes curled, and I grunted as the orgasm rushed through my balls, but Darla pressed me back, turning and letting my cock slip from her sex.

      I was about to utter a curse of anger or worse when her delicate hands wrapped around my dick and she jerked quick. Dropping to her knees, she sucked my cum covered cock into her mouth, throat cradling, cupping and milking the head. My curse turned into a groan, but she wasn’t done there for as I unloaded she pulled back, still stroking me off.

      Both of us watching in wide-eyed fascination as my dick shot forth long, thick streams of cum across her breasts. I’d known since the catalyst, that my loads were bigger, but I had no idea they were anywhere near this big. In seconds, her upper torso was coated in the pearlescent liquid. For a half second I felt mortified, then the musk hit Darla, and I was witness to the most intense and powerful orgasm I’d ever seen a woman have. Shuddering in bliss, she stared up at me with worshipful eyes, her pussy spraying the carpet without even being touched.

      Staggering back, I fell onto the bed. Legs dangling off the edge as I panted in exhaustion. Long minutes I lay there, heart slowing and mind quieting. Like a tiger gorged on a bison, I sought slumber. Dimly I was aware of Darla pushing my feet up and propping a pillow beneath my head as she moved about the room, humming happily to herself. Then sleep carried me away into strange dreams of icy landscapes and brutal conditions. Of harsh masters and endless mental programming.

      I woke slowly; the dreams clinging to my mind and leaving faded afterimages of strange locations and harsh masters in my mind. Rousing myself, I staggered into the bathroom to shit, shower and shave. I heard Annie get home from work as I was drying off and not ten seconds later my bubbly wife popped her head in the bathroom, grinning mischievously.

      “How was your first day of experimenting?” A shadow of shame fell upon me, and my lips pressing into a firm line before I opened my mouth to confess, unable to maintain the darkness between us.

      “Ann,” I began, “There’s something I have to tell you.”

      “Do you love me, Dean?” She asked, walking into the bathroom and circling my waist with her slender arms.

      “Of course,” I said without hesitation, “Baby, I love you more than anything.”

      “Then nothing else matters,” she said with a wink, “We’re going to start a family together, Husband, and nothing is going to get in the way of that.”

      “But…” I couldn’t ignore what had happened the night before.

      “When I passed momma’s room she was sleeping with a smile on her face,” Annie’s eyes twinkled as she looked up at me, “I never see her smile like that unless she’s around you, big guy. I take it she helped you…?”

      My wife worked her hand within my towel, her small fingers circling my cock. I could count the times on one hand she’d actively touched my penis, and the sensation had me tumescent in moments. My shock at the touch was matched by my shock at her words and the wicked gleam in my wife’s eyes.

      I’d been feeling normal all morning, or normal for me. But her touch awoke the beast within. Growling with desire, I picked the small woman up, ignoring her squawks of protest then excitement as I tossed her on the bed. My cock throbbed as I took in the sight of her. Even in work clothes, she was breathtakingly beautiful.

      She lay in nearly the exact position I’d dropped Darla in the night before and the taboo fact that I was about to fuck the daughter, just as I had the mother not eight hours before, made my balls ache with need. I took Annie there, not with breathless need as I had her mother, or wild uncontrollable lust and need, as I’d taken the nurse the day before. The beast lived within but was content with the love we made together.

      Stripping her naked as I kissed and caressed her body, I was within her legs and the familiar motions of our lovemaking carried us away into nirvana. I took her three times. Beneath me and then bent over on the bed, her cries of pleasure and surprise driving me on to fuck harder and faster. Annie loved that. Screaming out in orgasm louder than I’d ever heard before.

      My little wife was awakening to her sexuality over the past couple weeks, but that morning her awakening took a supercharge. Pressing me onto my back, she planted her heels to either side of my hips. Reaching down, I supported her firm little ass as she planted her hands on my hard chest and rode me like a wild woman, her large firm breasts bouncing delightfully.

      Annie had never looked as gorgeous as when her dirty blonde locks were thrown back, pale skin glistening in sweat and firm breasts bouncing. It wasn’t the heavenly feeling of her tight pussy spasming in orgasm on my dick that sent me over, but the flash of joy in her eyes when she saw me drinking the sight of her.

      She passed out in my arms after that, spooning together for long minutes. Holding her in my arms, I’d never felt as close to my wife before, her breathing slowing and the scent of her filling me with nothing but love, affection and satiation. And yet still… there was something missing from our coupling. The connection should have been perfect, but it felt incomplete somehow.
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      Climbing free of the sweat damp sheet, I covered Annie and set a glass of water on the nightstand for her. Closing the blinds tight and shrouding the room in darkness, I let her sleep and gathered my clothes for the day. As I did so I worried over the fact that I felt a deeper connection to a young nurse I’d never met before, and barely spoken to, than I did to my wife, who I loved like flowers love the sun.

      Stepping into the hallway bathroom, I cleaned up, trying not to dwell on the thought. Turning back, I caught a powerful aroma and my cock throbbed in response. Darla popped her head out of the guest room, eyes wide as she looked from me back down the hall to the master bedroom where Annie slept.

      Once upon a time I might have wondered what was going on in the beautiful woman’s mind, but with the ability to parse through her emotions and the currents of her thoughts, I knew what hidden desires lay behind the mask of her gentle expression. I could also smell her juices coating the fingers of one hand and knew how incensed listening to us had made her.

      “Dean,” Darla said, lips trembling as she searched for the right words, “Did you… Maybe I could…”

      Stopping close enough that I invaded her personal space slightly, the older woman trembled but didn’t move back. She wore a thick house coat but from the hardness of her nipples pressing the material out, it didn’t look like she wore anything beneath it. Reaching up, I hooked a finger in the soft belt of her robe and dragged it free, the cloth swinging wide and revealing how correct my assumption had been.

      “You didn’t shower, after,” her beautiful pale blue eyes softened as I gazed at her massive breasts, sagging ever so slightly under their prodigious weight, “perhaps I could…”

      She wasn’t able to finish it. Perhaps under the cloak of darkness, like last night, she could have said those wicked words, but she shivered now. Shame, embarrassment, desire, and a swelling tide of lust warred within her.

      Reaching up, I took one of those glorious breasts in one hand, my fingers digging into the flesh. Their weight and softness felt even better than I remembered, and Darla moaned softly when I rolled a fat nipple between thumb and finger. She never moved, staying still and letting me caress and touch her as I saw fit. Her lust and desire only grew as I manhandled her, and I sensed what she was desperate to do.

      “Clean me up,” I commanded, and Darla flashed an eager grin, grateful that I’d spoken it for her as she dropped to her knees, popping open my pants and fishing free my cock in seconds.

      I didn’t even realize the growl of desire coming out of the back of my throat until Darla’s whimpers of need were cut off by my cock filling her mouth. Wet squishing sounds soon joined her sucking mouth, and I saw one hand between her legs as she touched herself. The sight of a woman masturbating struck me as wildly taboo, and I knew I wouldn’t last long.

      Tightening the muscle deep beneath my belly, I staved off my orgasm for as long as possible, but there are only so many minutes a man can endure the incredible pleasure of Darla’s giving mouth. Nor the sight of her incredible body, massive breasts swinging as she threw herself up and down my cock, tongue slithering out to gathering in the last dregs of cum on my cock and balls.

      Dragging my cock out of her mouth, Darla’s eyes flashed with anger for one second before curiosity took over her expression. It was the sight of her massive breasts, bigger than any I’d seen before in my life and my thick cock sliding between her plump lips. That gave me the idea. Reaching down, I gathered the firm yet soft flesh and wrapped it around my dick.

      “Ohhh I never thought of this…” Darla breathed, watching in fascination as the head of my slick cock slid up within centimeters of her lips then back down as I slowly fucked her tits. “It feels amazing… oh Dean, coat me again… please, give me your cum!”

      Her hands replaced mine on the side of her breasts and I pulled the back of her head forward with a growl of desire. Darla moaned loudly as she suckled the head of my cock, a spray of wetness hitting the hallway’s carpet as she came again from being manhandled. I couldn’t last long under the incredible onslaught, and with a fierce grin I marked my territory. Stroking my dick, I let thick ropes of cum coat my mother-in-law’s face, neck, breasts and belly.

      Feeling like a lion striding across the savannah, I left Darla there in the hallway trembling in a fourth or fifth massive orgasm as she fingered her pussy and massaged my cum into her skin. The gorgeous woman was now mine, totally and completely, and I’d never felt more secure in my manhood than when I stepped out of the house that morning.

      The feeling of connection I’d created with my mother-in-law after coating her in cum should have kept me on cloud nine, but soon it disturbed me more and more, because I hadn’t felt it with Annie. I loved my wife more than anything, but for some reason I felt closer to her mother, more connected on a primal level, than I did with her.

      “Morning, Mr. Williams!” The driver said as I approached, his expression cheerful.

      I offered the man a pleasant smile, but he could see something distracted me and left me in silence for most of the drive. It wasn’t until we left town and were just beginning to climb into the forest that I saw him staring into the rearview mirror with a frown. Turning in my seat, I saw an unfamiliar white sedan with dark-tinted windows following us.

      “Don’t know how long it’s been back there, but he’s been following us since the middle of town at least,” the driver said, “Pardon Mr. William’s but I’ve been told not to let anyone follow us from town to the lab, even if it’s just some looky loo.”

      At the first intersection, he turned off the usual road onto a narrow winding street. The white sedan continued to follow and the hackles on my neck rose as he dropped back a few dozen meters, then maintained the distance. My driver had taken us into a wealthy neighborhood of country club style homes. The subdivision was still being built, and the roads were filling with workers as we wound our way through the neighborhood.

      We lost the car in the twisting and turning streets and were back on our way to the lab less than ten minutes later. The driver didn’t think much of it. Having never served, his instincts for such things were poor. When we pulled up, he offered me a friendly wave as I stomped up to the two security guards sitting playing cards.

      “Sir?” Drawled the older guard, a portly fellow with sandy grown hair that fell across his face like a beatnik.

      “There was a car following us out here this morning,” I hooked a thumb at my diver, “he lost them in a subdivision, but I thought you should know. Keep an eye out for anyone scouting the roads around here.”

      “Who would even care?” The younger guard asked, “Doc told us they’re just testing mice or some such, turning them purple. Stupid egg-heads just wasting taxpayers’ dollars, huh!”

      “Shut up Smitty,” the older guard growled, “you want to lose this sweet set up?” Looking up at me with a sour expression, he said, “We’ll keep an eye out, what’s this car look like?”

      I gave them a description and the little I’d seen of the plate, but they wrote nothing down and were eager to see me on my way, promising they had everything under control.

      “Don’t worry that pretty head, sir,” the older guard said with a sneer, “Us grunts been doing this for years. Just leave it to us.”

      Grinding my teeth, I held back the harsh words I wanted to say. Rank and experience had taught me long ago that some men would never learn proper discipline. If I were to burnish my rank to these men and started barking orders, they would instantly resent me and search for ways to undermine the order and myself.

      There was only one way to win men like this to your side, and that was to be an example of excellence when the opportunity presented itself. I doubted that would happen out here, and to be honest, I didn’t care what they thought about me. I only wanted them to do their duties properly, but I was a subject here, and not their superior.

      Dr. Wagner was waiting for me inside the entrance once again. He stood with straight back, shoulders square but relaxed, and once again was able to meet my eyes when I stepped through the doors.

      “Greetings Dean,” even his tone was more at ease, and I paused, tilting my head to take him in again.

      “Doctor?” I asked, “You seem to have changed.”

      “Almost as much as you, Mr. William’s,” he said with a crooked grin, “It’s your synthesized blood that’s done it. Head on back and get changed. Meet me in the exam room and I’ll explain more. We’ve got a lot to do this morning, Mr. Williams. It’s all so exciting!”

      He hurried down the corridor, and it comforted me to see he still walked awkwardly and seemed to have difficulty dealing with the door. Wrapping his lab coat around the handle before he would open it. But other than small eccentricities, the doctor was remarkably… normal, around me at least.

      The lead robes were gone, and I took from the lack of clothing hanging on the normal hook that I was supposed to disrobe fully. In the past I might have felt shame at striding down the hall with my cock swinging side to side, bouncing on my thighs. But this was my place, and these my people, even those who didn’t know it yet, and besides, what reason did I have for shame?

      I couldn’t make out the faces, but nearly a half dozen figures were pressed against a foggy window. Their shadows moving on the other side and the chatter of feminine voices were all I could hear as I walked down the hall. The half-mirror had been a window before, and I wondered what games the doctors were up to. I couldn’t catch a whiff of the women’s scents, but from the powerful pull of air currents across my skin and up into the vent system, I suspected they were getting a full blast of my pheromones.
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      Stepping into the exam room, I found it empty and took my customary place on the bed. Only this time I fiddled with the controls beneath it, so I was in a more upright and comfortable position. There was something too submissive in being caught prone when someone entered, that I couldn’t abide.

      After a couple minutes the doctor stepped in, followed by Nurse Keating with a rolling tray. The rolling tray had a large hypodermic syringe on it with a terrifyingly long needle. I should have been curious about what was in the needle, about the doctor’s changes, or even about what tests they had planned for me that day. None of that registered once Nurse Keating’s scent hit my nostrils.

      The tall blonde woman looked as pristine as ever. Her hair was pulled back in a severe bun, uniform pressed and blindingly white. Once again, she’d taken needle and thread to the garment, ensuring its upper half molded itself to the seductive curves of her body. Her scent reached into my sinuses with sharp spikes of desperation and need. The composure she wore, masked the swirling emotions within, but as I stood, that composure cracked and shattered, her hands trembling and eyes widening as she stood in the doorway.

      “Mr. Williams, if you will lay back down, we can begin the steroid treatment,” the small man had gone to the cabinet and was pulling out a blood pressure cuff, when he turned around he saw me looming over the shaking nurse and I heard him swallow audibly, “Oh dear… Oh dear, oh dear. Nurse Keating, perhaps you should remove yourself… It appears your presence has disturbed the subject.”

      “I… I can’t doctor,” the nurse breathed, as my eyes traveled over her finely sculpted lips, remembering the feel of them sliding over my glands. My cock gave a throb, and the woman whimpered.

      The doctor was speaking, but I paid the little man no mind. He knew his place now, and I had a higher imperative. The tray clattered to the side as I stepped close to the nurse, and she shoved it out of my way. Her bottom lips trembled, and one hand gripped the skirt of her nurse’s uniform, drawing up the white material and revealing a flash of slender ankle.

      “Nurse! Report!”

      The doctor’s voice registered, and I felt far off surprise that he asserted himself. He directed the order at my woman however, and the beast within could allow no challenge to my authority. Pausing, I turned my head slowly, eyes narrowing on the bespectacled man. The faint growl in the back of my throat caused him to tremble and curl in on himself, wetness blooming in the crotch of his pants as his scent changed from sharp curiosity to mind numbing fear.

      “Please, sir,” he whimpered, “I would never…” his scent spoke truth, and his groveling appeased the Alpha in me. My growl cut off, and he swallowed hard, “Please tell me Dean, what’s going on?! What’s driving you?”

      The mention of my name cleared the fog of need in my brain somewhat, and I considered his question. I’m not a man prone to reflections, and until this point I’d been letting instinct and need draw me forward. Taking a moment to examine the impulses within, it slowly dawned on me what it was I needed from her.

      Turning back to Nurse Keating, the older woman’s expression was a mixture of shame and hope. Our eyes locked and her short sharp breaths deepened and slowed, her pupils dilating and nipples hardening against the stiff material of her uniform. Words were hard, but I managed to condense my overwhelming urge down to a single word.

      “Breed.”

      “Yes!” Nurse Keating said, hands gripping her skirts in bunches.

      I advanced on the woman, massive hard-on leading the way. There was no love, nor intimacy between us, only overwhelming need to breed. I knew deep in my core she and I were already connected, that I had but to plant my seed in her fertile womb.

      The nurse’s gaze fell to my throbbing member and her desires matched mine perfectly. Moaning in need, she turned right there in the doorway, gripping the frame with one hand and reaching back to pull up her long skirts with the other. I was there before she could finish, the growl of desperation I let out made her knees weak and I was forced to hold her up by the thick white panties covering her perfect pale ass.

      The panties were down around her thighs and her narrow sex accepting my cock in moments. The raging monster quieted to a dull roar within, as I gripped her firm hips and began to dig my dick into her depths. The nurse’s bun broke loose, her hands gripping the door frame as she cried out in ecstasy. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a dim red light turn on in the hall's corner and a lens flash, but it was no threat to my conquest.

      “The patient and subject appear to be in complete sync. The female presents herself, letting the Prime Alpha know she’s ready for mating. Evidence of her willingness, nay, eagerness to breed, drips down her thighs. If this breeding takes hold, my theory on imbibing and imprinting could be correct. Already the female has achieved orgasmic relief, with only a single insertion of that remarkable phallus. Is this to activate the love and devotion paradigm in females? I must remember to have Keating describe the force and factor of her bliss.”

      The doctor’s muted voice and the scratching of his pencil on parchment, registered only faintly, as did the fact I stood half in the long central hallway and half in the exam room. At any moment one of the half dozen doors could open and someone step out and see the nurse and I in coitus.

      The doctor continued to mutter to himself, but his words faded as my focus fell entirely on Nurse Keating. The woman’s sex quivered around me, and her face was twisted in pleasure, lips pursed in a ring of pleasure as she sighed and cried out.

      “Ohhh ohh! OHH!”

      I would have loved to see and feel her body. There was a deep need to sample and suckle her breasts, but my balls were aching and cock throbbing and with a growl of pleasure I didn’t bother holding back. My toes curled as pleasure raced down my spine and out to my extremities. Fingers digging into her firm hips, I felt her pussy massaging my cock, milking every last spurt of seed into her womb.

      “I feel it sir… oh gods I’m… again…” her voice was so faint it trailed off and I had to hook an arm under her belly, the stiff material folding as she slumped, eyes rolling back into her skull and a blissful smile stretched across her face as oblivion took her.

      In the wake of my orgasm some sanity returned, and I stood, holding the woman in one arm awkwardly. I felt no shame for what I’d done. The woman had craved it and I knew deep down it had been necessary, but I hadn’t been expecting this reaction. Turning to the doctor, I held up my arm; the woman swinging like a wet blanket, my fascinated horror making its way to my face.

      Before the doctor could speak, fingers scratching across the strip of table parchment he’d used for notes, a door at the far end of the hall banged open. I still stood in the exam room’s doorway and angling my head, saw the pretty young nurse from the day before hurrying down the hall with a wheelchair. Her expression looked harried, tiny whips of hair out of place as if she’d been running around and the chair was covered in dust.

      Miriam flashed a dimpled grin at me as she hurried over, creamy cheeks shading red when her gaze fell to my cum slick cock. She slowed at the sight, and I saw her tremble when my dick gave a single throb in recognition of her beauty. The young nurse was gorgeous, there could be no denying it, but I felt a deep connection with her that went past lust or desire.

      I couldn’t put a finger on it but when she drew near, and I turned to set Nurse Keating in the chair, taking a moment to arrange her skirts and make sure her lolling head didn’t fall to the side. Her lips widened even further when my fingers touched her neck, and she pressed both hands between her legs in an obscene caress that was wild to witness. She wasn’t entirely conscious though as the nurse turned her quickly, flashing me a wink and another dimpled grin before hurrying back down the hall.

      “That was… quite fascinating,” the doctor said from just behind me. Turning, I found him peering up at me with a slightly awed expression, “Perhaps… yes, perhaps the steroid injection won’t be necessary for the coming experiment. What do you say, Mr. Williams? Would you like to test the bounds of your newfound… appetites?”

      “What’s your purpose here, doc?” I asked.

      It was simple curiosity on my part, but the man’s scent jangled with fear that sent acrid spikes into my nostrils and he hurriedly explained.

      “I don’t seek to manipulate, sir!” His tone and stance at once put me at ease, his eyes unable to meet mine for fear of sparking challenge, “You are… or have already become… something. You see?” He indicated down the hall with one hand to the frosted window with five shadows pressed against the glass, “Eleanor, open the vents! Please tell me, sir, what do you… taste? Or is it smell?”

      Small strings on the vent lifted and danced as the system kicked on and warm air flowed into the room. It brought with it the scent of several women. My mind found it hard to parse one from the other, but one dominated all the others. A special woman whose scent told me of her greatness. A mind as keen as the doctors, beauty as flawless as the moon, and a strength to her that kept her stiff and firm in my nostrils when the others frittered about.

      “Several women, but one of them… one stands out. Who is she, doc?”

      The man’s face scrunched up in confusion, “Describe it to me.”

      I did as best I could. As I spoke, I was able to identify each of the women from their pheromones. Like different flavors mingling together. They were all roughly the same age, but each was wildly different. One was so painfully shy I could almost hear her teeth grinding as she struggled to be ignored by the other four. Another wasn’t shy, but her innocence hit me as the blandest scent of the lot. Two were far more experienced and the last I could discern much through the brilliance of her perfection.

      “Fascinating,” Dr. Wagner muttered, hand still scratching out notes, “and the connection you mentioned feeling with Nurse Keating, you experience it with none of these women?”

      “No,” I said with a shake of my head.

      The beast within was rousing once more, the five women each offering the possibility I so desperately craved. My confusion at the doctor’s question faded as I thought back to my encounter with Darla. The connection I’d felt with her had awakened that first night. Just like my connection with Nurse Keating had appeared the first day. It made no sense to me, but everything lined up and the doctor was smiling as he saw the realization overtake my face.

      “You know what must be done, yes?” He asked with breathless excitement and I nodded in reply, “Dr. Riggle?! Begin preparations, two and two if you please.”

      “Helmut, I must insist my subject be given the opportunity-.” The electronic hiss of Miriam’s voice rang out from speakers hidden in the ceiling.

      “Very well! But last,” the doctor muttered to himself as he walked out of the exam room, “I don’t see what melanin has to do with viability of offspring and the protection of future generations, but the woman won’t shut up about her subject.” Turning in the hall, he looked back at me with a frown, “Come along Mr. William’s we will begin the day’s trials without the aid of my steroid dinol concoction. If you’re unable to complete all four… err, five bonding’s, then we’ll be forced to employ the stimulant.”
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      The concrete was cold under my feet, but the air felt wonderful on my naked skin. The doctor took me to the far end of the hall and let me into a small room with a short couch, cushioned footrest, and a thickly padded reading chair. Like every other room in this place, it had two entrances, but one wall had a mirror set into it.

      “This will be your new… err, exam room, yes.” He indicated the cushioned chair and the stack of books set beside it, “You can read if you would like, or even take a nap. I apologize, but there may be a delay while we ensure everything is in order. Only get one chance, and all that!”

      I opened my mouth to ask a question, but he was already bustling out of the room, pulling the door closed behind himself. I figured it would have been a waste of breath to ask for Sport magazine, or something with the box scores. Sitting in the chair, I sighed in surprised pleasure as the odd, crushed fabric rubbed against my skin.

      Glancing at the stack of books, I noticed Jules Verne and pulled out the slender volume. Five minutes later I was lost in the year 1866 and a tale of remarkable adventure. Once upon a time I would have lost myself in the story, allowing it to transport me away from the stress of interpersonal relations. My new senses wouldn’t allow me to ignore the two women who were moved into the room beside mine.

      Setting the book down, I drew in a deep breath, sampling their scents. Neither was the goddess I craved, but now that I was closer, I caught a much clearer image of each, and my cock throbbed when I noticed both were in at the perfect point in their cycles. That knowledge pulled me to my feet, and I was a full stride towards the locked door before I realized what I was doing.

      There was a small sound behind me, and I glanced back at the mirror, shocked to hear the panting breath of Dr. Riggle, then the flick of a switch. A short electronic click sounded, and the door was unlocked. Ignoring the good doctor, I ripped open the door and stared into the small prep room.

      Two women were in the middle of changing clothes, both undoing the waistbands of their long pleated skirts. Long linen robes hung from pegs before them, and both had set their shoes under a bench. They froze when their eyes fell on me, cheeks darkening and all four pupils dilating.

      “You know what you’re here for?” I growled the words.

      My desire had been shaken by the frightened looks stealing over both women’s faces. The question elicited different responses. The willowy blonde nodded quickly and bit her bottom lip, fear shifting to wonder as her eyes traveled from my massive swinging cock, up the ‘V’ of my muscled torso. The shorter brunette, a few years older than the mid-twenties blonde, shank in on herself, her shyness overwhelming her scent.

      “Speak up, woman.” The hard tone brought up the brunette’s perfectly quaffed updo, and her eyes still shining with fright met mine.

      “Yes, sir,” her voice was gentle and something in me felt for her, in this strange place with a strange man, “Please, we’ve gone through so many trials…”

      “She’s right, sir,” the blonde piped up quickly, her green eyes dancing with flirtation, “we uhh… heard you and the nurse.”

      “The government promised us war widows a son.” The brunette breathed; eyes still locked on mine, but her words trailing off as she swallowed hard. “Strong and smart, heroes for a new age…”

      “Leave the robes,” I ordered and stepped aside, making way for the women to step into the furniture filled room.

      The brunette clung to her skirts, holding them up to mask the slight softness around her midsection, but the blonde let them hang down at a cocked angle. The sight of the woman’s lacy pink panties set against the pale skin of her flat stomach sent a jolt down my spine, right to the tip of my cock, making it bounce suddenly, hard as steel.

      I didn’t fail to notice each woman draw in deep breaths through their noses as they passed me. The doctors had set up the room so the air flow had kept them from the full assault of my naked pheromones. Both women’s shoulders relaxed, and I even thought I saw a hungry little grin flash on the older brunette’s cute face.

      I took the opportunity as they passed to appreciate how well the good doctor had chosen. The blonde was all legs and neck. Her slender form, so perfectly poised and graceful to me, she must be a model. Her face was flawless and once upon a time I might have cared overly much about the perfection of her features, but now, they were merely an ornament, as I sought to appreciate the whole. Her breasts were small and high, trapped in a conical bra that looked fetching in her sleeveless pale green top.

      Her companion had none of her willowy beauty, but there was a pleasing weight to her hips and breasts. In fact, the woman’s bust was even bigger than my mother-in-law’s, from what I could see beneath her thick wool sweater, and she had the thickest puffiest lips I’d ever seen on a woman. Her shy green eyes glanced up at me when she passed, and I thought I detected a hint of fire banked deep down, and I definitely saw the flash of a smile when she glanced at my hardness.

      No longer resigned to doing my duty, I pulled the door closed behind me, relishing what was to come. The pair stood before the couch, glancing at the massive mirror, eyes flicking to me and each other. They held each other’s gaze for a long moment before turning back to me, drawing in twin breaths as they settled their nerves.

      “You know each other.” I said, a statement, not a question. The easy comingling of their aromas finally making sense to me.

      “Yes, sir,” the blonde said, and the tremble in her voice spoke more to her desire than nerves from what I could scent, “Sandra and I went to university together.”

      “But you weren’t friends.” The women glanced at one another, tension growing.

      “Clara was the most popular in school,” the brunette said. “I was a nerdy TA.”

      “Get undressed… but do it… slowly, sexy.”

      The command cut through their tension like a knife and replaced it with shock. The shock faded almost immediately as I moved into the room, my cock drawing their gazes as it bounced hypnotically. Once again, they did twin gestures without even knowing it, licking their lips and flashing dimpled grins of greed.

      Clara was the first to shimmy out of her top. The thin blonde worked the buttons on the front of her blouse like they were magic, but fanned the garment, grinning widely when my hungry eyes took in her perfect pale flesh. The growl ripped from the back of my throat, tore aside her artifice and both women’s knees actually buckled, though neither fell.

      “Almighty, they really did it, Clara,” the shorter brunette breathes, hands bunched in her sweater as she struggled to undo the large buttons, “he’s a… super man!”

      “Ngghnnnhh!” The blonde whimpered, her shirt tearing like paper cloth as she ripped it over one shoulder. The pink bra beneath, perfectly matching her panties, incensed me.

      One heavy step forward and both women were falling to their knees, skirts bunched around their thighs, forgotten for the moment and shirts tossed aside. The pair stared in fascination at my massive hard-on, Sandra’s jaw dropped as she gazed up at its length from below, the heavy bra holding down her breasts, strained as she took in deep ragged breaths. Clara licked her lips, gazing from the fat bead of pre-cum on the tip up to me with a hopeful expression.

      “Worship it.”

      No sooner had the words left my lips than Clara threw herself forward. Gripping my thighs, she chomped down on my cock like it was a kielbasa and I growled in disapproval. Reaching down, I gripped her hair, not so hard it hurt her but enough to halt her.

      “No teeth.”

      Clara stilled, nodding in answer before eagerly going back to her work when I released her. The woman was one of the most beautiful I’d ever seen, and I’m no expert on blowjobs, but she was dreadful at it.

      Her movements were overeager and fumbling and she struggled to keep her teeth from scraping the sensitive flesh when she kept shoving her head forward hard, trying to swallow all of it in one go. It sounded even more awkward than it looked, and I grimaced, resigning myself to stroking off into her pretty mouth.

      Sandra saw the expression on my face and gave an exasperated sigh before pressing the younger woman back. Clara gave her a surprised look, eyes widening further as Sandra’s hands slid the other woman’s saliva up and down the shaft and head with sure hands.

      “Just because he’s a man doesn’t mean every touch has to be rough and fast,” Sandra breathed, nipples pressing even harder against her bra as she moved up close, breath warming my thigh. She glanced up at me, grin flashing, “Do you like that, sir?”

      Her cheek might have earned the woman a growl, but I read the promise of pleasures to come in her scent, and instead I gave her a groan of agreement. Clara was enthusiastic but terribly inexperienced, while Sandra had just as little experience but a far greater imagination. The mousy brunette had thought long and hard about such dirty deeds, and I was about to be the sole recipient of what a powerful mind can do.

      “Slow and gentle at first,” Sandra said, turning and flashing a little grin to the tall blonde.

      One hand stroked my cock, fingers gliding over the smooth flesh until she caressed the head, then back down. Reaching over with her other hand, she lifted the blonde’s elegant wrist and placed the other woman’s hand beside hers.
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      I’d never experienced such a thrill as when both women were touching my cock together. It throbbed in their grip and they looked up in delighted surprise. Clara looked beautiful and eager to try sucking me again, but there was a wicked speculation dancing behind Clara’s eyes; the combination of sensations, sights and knowledge or my dominance over these women. Another clear bead of precum oozed out of the tip, its scent causing the pair to tremble and swallow hard.

      Licking her lips, Sandra leaned forward, sliding her tongue over the soft head of my cock. Sampling the thick bead of cum, she moaned like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted and sucked me into her fiery mouth without thought.

      “Yesss,” I moaned. The intense pleasure of the hot sucking sensation and her tongue playing along the bottom wasn’t quite as wonderful as Darla’s, but leagues better than Clara.

      The gorgeous blonde watched in fascination as the shy brunette’s thick lips puffed out, drawing me in until she choked softly. Giving the head of my cock a few gentle bobs, tonsils caressing me before she pulled back off and sucked the head. Sitting back, her eyes stared at me intensely while her cheeks blushed a deep shade of red.

      “That was so good Sandy,” Clara enthused as she shuffled even closer, pressing against the other woman as she pulled the head of my cock to her lips, “let me try.”

      Looking up at me with those gorgeous eyes, she gently took my cock back into her mouth. With quick looks over at Sandra for guidance, she sucked me hard. Back and forth they traded my cock until the little brunette, smiling mischievously, drew Clara toward her as she planted her lips to the side of the fat head.

      Giggling, the taller blonde kissed the other side. Their tongues played along the underside, as both kissed up and down the sides. The sight of the two women worshipping my cock together was incredible, and I felt my balls tightening up as my orgasm neared. When Clara reached around Sandra, drawing the busty brunette into a sloppy kiss, lips still teasing my dick, the sight was so hot I could no longer hold back.

      “Cuming,” I growled, the deep vibrations in my voice drawing a strangled cry of need from the pair as they clung to one another before me.

      The women’s cheeks pressed together, eyes and mouths wide as they stared with twin fascination at the winking slit of my cock. Their hands worked the shaft in tandem, the motions well synced as my cock throbbed one final time, then shot forth the biggest load I’d ever seen.

      Thick pearlescent strands shot out across their faces, both women gasping in delighted pleasure, Clara crying louder as she orgasmed hard. My toes curled, and I felt my knees go weak for one second as more and more cum coated the pair. Pressing the tip into the brunette’s eager mouth I let her drink a few spurts, then into Clara’s, who trembled while she waited her turn.

      “Mmmhmmm,” I sighed as the pair kissed around the tip.

      “Jesus, it tastes…” Clara moaned.

      “Sweet… delicious! I need more,” Sandra pulled the other woman to her and kissed her long slender neck, licking the cum off the blonde’s flawless skin.

      I felt the connection forming, that simple imprint that bonded them to me, opening their bodies up to my eye. The women seemed to have forgotten me in their desperation not to miss a drop of cum. I watched with a growing grin as the pair fell onto the rug, hands caressing each other as they kissed, licked and sucked my cum from one another.

      When Clara pushed the busty brunette onto her back, hauling off the woman’s thick bra so she could lick the cum that had collected around one massive nipple, I couldn’t help but firm up again at the sight. I’d never imagined two women making out and touching one another’s naughty bits could be such a turn on.

      Sandra saw how much the sight turned me on and grinned wickedly, guiding Clara’s lips to one of her nipples and cupping the massive breast. The sight of her tits alone would have gotten me hard again. They were magnificent. Not quite as big as my mother-in-law’s but larger than my wife’s and with a pleasing firmness to their shape. The woman bit her bottom lip in pleasure, as the blonde sucked her nipple.

      “That’s fucking sexy,” I growled, and though I didn’t mean to, a deep bass entered my voice and both women shook like dry leaves in a breeze.

      I’d been planning to enjoy the sight of them making out for a minute or two, and maybe even coaxing them into further sapphic love, but my primal needs had other ideas. Once my cock stood in steely hardness, the beast within cried out to complete the breeding before the chance disappeared.

      “Take her,” Sandra muttered in a groggy voice, her movements sluggish and panties soaked as she reached up to the woman kneeling above her. With weak fingers, she tried to fumble down Clara’s pink panties.

      The willowy blonde didn’t seem able to form coherent words as she looked back at me over one shoulder, eyes pleading with me. The air filled with the smell of their desire and the overwhelming need each had to be bred. Ignoring their cries of surprise, I reached down and heft the pair up onto the cushioned footstool.

      “What are you-?!” Sandra cried.

      They flopped onto the small piece of furniture, arms grabbing at one another. Sandra lay on her back, legs hanging down to the ground and spread while the leggy blonde lay above her, legs spread to the outside, perfect little ass presented to me.

      Clara tried turning her head to speak, but I shoved her lips into the thick brunette’s and felt my cock throb when they moaned into the kiss. The pink panties tore free as well as the off-white of Sandra’s, and the pair of pussies lay before me, their juices mingling as fine blonde hairs dripped into dark.

      I’d knelt behind the pair, cock in hand, its massive length throbbing with need, but I froze for a moment. I’d encountered something odd. My discerning senses couldn’t parse between the two women’s scents, and something deep down wouldn’t let my seed be emptied into an unwelcoming womb. Bending low, I pressed my face into their pussy, tongue reaching out to sample their wetness as I did with my wife.

      “Sir, what are… oh heavens… Oh, Sandra… you have to… Nggh!!!!!”

      The flood of wetness that drained down my chin and into the dark-haired woman’s pussy tasted sweet and healthy. Leaving the blonde’s engorged love button alone, I dragged my long tongue down into the other woman’s pussy. Swirling my tongue into her depths, I tasted what I couldn’t scent, that place in my core relaxing when I sensed she was healthy too. A few quick circles around her hard-little clit and she came just like her new lover.

      “Nghh… ohhh… I… this a… It’s in!”

      Unable to wait a moment longer, I hunched forward and pressed my thick cock, angling it down into Sandra’s dark-haired pussy. Her wetness parted for me like butter before a hot knife. The moment her sex engulfed my cock, the beast within quieted to a dull growl and blood rushed past my ears. The world devolved down to the soft, hot wetness gripping me.

      Screams and moans of pleasure made it to my ears, but they sounded faint and far off. I drove up into the blonde slit, feeling its surprising tightness part before my mammoth cock like she’d been made for me. It was almost magical how easily women could take my girth and length now, and once I’d sampled both pussies, the beast within stilled, allowing me to enjoy the sights and sounds of this incredible experience.

      “So… oh god Sandy… you… were…. Oh god, cuming!”

      Clara arched her slender back and turned to look back at me with pleasure filled eyes. Running my hands up her body, I felt the firmness of her stomach muscles and the firmness of her small breasts. Caressing one firm nipple, I let her lips find mine, tongue darting into my mouth as she hammered her little ass back into me.

      Gentle fingers slid to the side of my cock and I felt Clara stiffen against me as we realized together it was Sandra’s hand playing with the woman’s pussy and stroking my cock. The wickedness sent both of us over the edge and my dick flooded her womb. The tight walls of her pussy milking my cock as she pressed back into me, needed me as deep as possible when I filled her.

      My hardness didn’t relent, and I pulled out of the blonde’s slender pussy, and pressed myself into Sandra’s hungry hole. The blonde lay atop her friend, groggy and out of it, hands caressing as I hammered away at the busty woman’s pussy. The sight of the two women kissing, naked skin touching as their hands wandered each other’s body, was sinfully sexy, and I knew this couldn’t be the last time I took two women together.

      “Oh god,” Sandra moaned, “cuming again… please sir! Fill me! I… uhh… I need your cum… I need… please!”

      Running my hands all over the woman’s body, I grinned as Clara came to and slipped off, kneeling at her friends’ side. The woman drew me down into her massive cleavage. She flashed a grateful grin at the delight on my face as I feasted on first one, then the other. The cute brunette had just drawn me into a kiss when I felt something press between my legs.

      Gasping into Sandra’s lips, my eyes flew open in shock as Clara’s wicked tongue slid quickly over my swinging balls. Then it was Sandra’s turn to cry out in shock as the other woman licked up her juices.

      “Mmm good girl,” I growled, dick digging deeply into the soft pussy beneath me.

      The mewl of pleasure I got in response pulled a hungry smile onto Sandra's thick lips and she pulled me down into a kiss once more. The sensations were incredible, but my need to complete the union was overwhelming and my balls filled, needing to spew forth their weighty package.

      Leaning back, I gripped the woman’s wide hips in two big hands and slid into her with long strokes. The willowy blonde moved up to my side, chin wet with her friends’ juices and eyes bright with pleasure. She watched in fascination as my cock parted the other woman’s puffy pussy lips. Those glorious breasts rolled side to side and Sandra's eyes rolled into the back of her head, pussy writhing around my cock as my toes curled in orgasm.

      “Your… throbbing… fuck! NNGghhh!”

      “Take it.” I growled, our souls connecting as her hungry womb swallowed my seed.

      “That was the most incredible sight,” Clara breathed, one elegant hand caressing her friends’ stomach while the other ran down my back, “Sir you’re… you’re glorious!”

      Grinning, she darted in for a kiss, moaning into it as she reached down between Sandra and I’s bodies. My manhood gave another throb of desire when her fingers slipped around my cock, tightening around the base and stroking it softly into her friends cum filled pussy.

      “Mhmm,” the busty brunette moaned, eyes glassy and distant.

      “Once she’s back from cloud nine, we’re going to suck you together, sir,” Clara breathed, her gorgeous face filled with lust, “I need to feel you again… once wasn’t nearly enough-.”
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      Her words were cut off by a loud electronic buzz that sounded from the speaker in the corner. My face scrunched in confusion, but the women looked at one another with an expression as if their favorite toy had been stolen from them.

      “Ladies, if you will exit,” came Dr. Wagner’s clipped voice, “the next test can begin.”

      “Yes, doctor,” Sandra and Clara said at the same time and in nearly the same tone of sadness.

      “I’m not done with them,” I said, standing and turning to the large mirror.

      “Have no fear, Mr. Williams!” Pipped up Dr. Riggle’s high-pitched voice, “Clara and Sandra will be part of your ongoing experiments and neither will seek the arms of another man soon.”

      Her words quieted the roaring need within me, and the air flow started again, bringing with it two other scents. My cock throbbed at the scent of unbroken womanhood’s that wept with desire for me. The two women stood slowly, gathering their clothes, and each darted into a steal a final kiss. Clara caressing my cock with one hand and gazing fondly at it as they slipped out the door.

      “It will just be a few minutes while we set things up,” Dr. Wagner said, but I was having none of it, I wouldn’t wait around for another thirty minutes then go through another awkward introduction.

      “Send them in now.” I ordered, no doubt in my mind the man would disobey me.

      There was a rapid series of buzzes and then my senses filled with the scent of the next pair. Almost as if it was magic, my mind cleared of Clara and Sandra, as the next pair walked through the changing room warily.

      I knew the moment my raw pheromones flipped the switch’s in them, because their aromas went from smooth and slightly nervous, to both wildly turned on. By the time they stepped into the room, each was trembling, knees weak and each with an arm wrapped around the other’s back. Their nipples stood out hard against their tops and chests heaved as they drew in a deep lungful of air.

      The first thing to register was recognition. The second was that the doctors had outdone themselves in selecting desirable women for their experiment. One of the women was familiar to me, and it took me a moment to place her as the bank teller who’d helped me open an account years before. Annie did most of the banking, but the shock of seeing someone I knew almost quieted the beast within.

      If seeing someone from my outside life gave me pause, it did the opposite for the gorgeous woman. With a cry of surprised elation, she disentangled herself from her friend and flew into my arms. Shock froze me in my tracks as her lips sought mine hungrily and her hands slid over my muscles, the scent of her filling my head.

      These women were in a frenzy from the earlier assault of my pheromones then having to hear the other pair screaming and moaning in ecstasy for so long. Released into the furnished room and struck with the full force of those pheromones in the raw, neither was faring well. The woman in my arms, Carol, if I remembered correctly, was normally shy and awkward. However, with everything that had been building in her, to be suddenly confronted with a man she’d secretly lusted after for years…

      The result was a loss of inhibitions on her part, giving her friend license to do the same. The thick blonde was shedding clothes as she crossed the room. My eyes widened, and I drew the tiny black-haired woman to my side, her hands sliding all over my muscles but too shy to touch my cock just yet. Her friend was a force of nature.

      The thick blonde was rounded in all the right places and the woman knew it too. Hips swaying as she dropped her top, the skirt slipping off her hips and pooling around her feet without being touched. Flashing a wicked grin of her own, she reached up and caressed her large firm breasts and popped open the bra and dropped it to the side. A growl of appreciation came from the back of my throat and the busty blonde trembled, lips writhing as she stared at my throbbing cock.

      A single bead of clear pre-cum oozed out of the tip, the room filling with the aroma of those special pheromones, and the blonde’s knees thudded into the ground. Drool gathering in the corner of her mouth, she shuffled forward, intent on one thing and one thing only.

      “It’s you,” breathed the raven-haired, her eyes tracing the lines of my face as she pressed to my side, ignoring the other woman who knelt before me, reaching out to stroke my cock as she whimpered in desire. “I’ve always been so jealous of Annie… When they said we would get to bed a Super Man…” her words interrupted by the guttural groan, then wet sucking of the thick blonde as she tentatively began sucking my massive cock, “I mean, I lay at night and dream it would be you Dean… Do you… Do you remember me? Carol, from the National Savings and Loan?”

      Glancing in the mirror I saw the scene laid out as the doctors must, and for a brief second saw how insane it must look. A gorgeous blonde with hair teased out and curled, looking like the spitting image of Marilyn, knelt before me, both hands wrapped around my appendage, lips puckered, and cheeks hollowed out as she whimpered in orgasm from just a sample of my cum.

      While a delicate little woman with milk white skin and a heart-shaped face pressed herself to my side, eyes shining with love as she poured out her heart. Her eyes searched mine, hungry for recognition or approval, while her skirt bunched further and further up her pale thighs as she rubbed herself on my thigh. The juxtaposition of the two felt right and reaching down with one hand I cradled the side and back of the beautiful blonde’s head, loving the groan of pleasure it elicited from her and with the other reached around the tiny woman, hugging her close.

      “I remember,” I said, letting the words conform to the gentle affection I’d always held for the quietly competent and adorable woman.

      Her finely sculpted lips flashed in a delighted smile that I couldn’t help but kiss. Reaching down and cupping one tiny butt cheek, I gripped her close, tongue exploring her mouth. The sounds of gentle gagging reached my ears, and I broke off the kiss and glanced down. Carol’s gentle gasp of shock when she saw her friend throating my cock, drool draining onto the rug, made my balls throb.

      “MMopphmm Gumuch yugh coughmm Mhmm!”

      “Oh god,” Carol whispered, “do it Dean, give her your cum!”

      I needed no more encouragement as I clung to Carol and watched the blonde’s brown eyes glaze over as I filled her mouth with cum. She swallowed fast, but a thin line dribbled down her chin. The smell of it made Carol grind her pussy against my hip. Skirt now bunched up and revealing the lacy black panties she wore.

      I couldn’t think about my sexy banker though because the blonde wasn’t done with me, nor I with her. The woman pulled me down atop her, gripping my thick cock and fitting it between her legs. No words were necessary, for we both knew what we needed, what we wanted. Her hands slid up the muscles of my back, fingers sliding through my hair and drawing my lips to hers. As kiss deepened the intimacy, my cock slid into her sex. Once again the woman’s tiny pussy welcomed my massive cock as if it had been designed for me. The muscles relaxing and gripping me tight as they only would for her true Alpha.

      Like animals, we rutted. Everything fading but the touch of skin to skin, hands caressing, lips and tongue seeking one another as our hips joined in perfect union. Time stretched and I couldn’t have said if a minute or ten passed, but eventually her gripping walls milked yet another load of cum from me and I felt a sharp pain in my balls.

      Breathing heavily, I rolled to the side, my giggling blonde rolling against me and throwing a leg over mine as she snuggled in close. Her eyes were distant and vacant as I caught my breath and blinked as a shadow passed between me and the ceiling lights.

      My tiny banker stood over me, reaching around to undo the back of her long-pleated skirt. Her scent was shy again and nervous as she looked from the blonde to me. The man in me wanted to lounge and laze about, but instinct drove me to my feet.

      This delicate little flower stood in a precarious place, fragile ego nearly broken as she witnessed such raw sexual energy, but my arms drawing her into a fierce embrace stilled the hurt. When I slowly stripped her of her clothing, laying her slender little body down on the couch and placing her hand on my stiff manhood, the hurt dissolved into joy that she could make me respond so easily.

      Reaching down, I let her hands caress my manhood and fit it within her tiny slit.  Gripping her firm little behind, I pulled her up onto me loving the expression of pleasure and surprised joy blossoming on her face. Knowing this woman added an extra layer of intimacy, further heightening our pleasure. Her eyes widened further in surprise that she was able to take my entire length and girth in one firm thrust.

      “How…?” she whimpered, “Oh God… so big… cuming, cuming!!”

      I've never been extremely turned on by small breasts but there was something so beautiful about her tiny body and the small firm breasts jiggling each time I hammered into her. She was so tight when I drew my cock out, the lining of her pussy came with it, then she would let out a loud “Ooof!” when I drove back into her.

      Gripping the woman's tiny ass in one hand, I let my other roam all over her body, caressing her breasts and slender neck. Carol shivered in added pleasure when my fingers circled her neck and her pussy quivered when they tightened slowly around it. The woman’s long nails dug into my back and her guttural cries of pleasure filled the room.

      It wasn’t long before I felt the churning in my balls letting me know my orgasm was approaching. However, just as my hips began to falter in their rhythm I felt a wicked hand reach between my legs and tug gently at my balls, sending me over the edge.

      “Yes!” Carols cried, eyes widening as my seed flooded her womb, “So much! I can feel… so hot… mmhmmm.”

      Sweat dripped off my nose as I sat up. The blonde’s hands found my cheeks and drew me into a deep kiss. The woman pressed me back into the couch, tongue invading my mouth as her hands stroked my softening slick cock with quick jerks of her wrist.

      “Quick before they buzz… just need to feel you… filling me …. Oh god baby…. Fuck!”

      Three hard slaps of her hips to mine was all it took to send the blonde over the edge again. Throwing her head back, hair hanging down and eyes rolling back into her skull. The woman shuddered in bliss once more, then Carol was there. The tiny brunette moved in behind her friend, small hands gathering up large handfuls of soft breast flesh and massaging them into the woman’s chest.

      My cock gave a throb of pleasure at the wicked sight of her sliding one hand down into the other woman’s wet sex, fingers parting around my cock. Grunting in pleasure, I gripped the blonde woman’s wide hips, my cock thickening again. Her eyes flashed wide when she felt my cock throb and she grinned back, elated.

      Just as she was about to open her mouth to utter something wicked, the electronic buzz sounded from the speaker overhead. Both women’s faces fell in sadness, and I felt an ache deep in my balls when the blonde pulled herself off my lap reluctantly.

      “Promise me this won’t be the last time,” Carol whispered as she brushed a kiss across my lips, “this can’t be, Dean!”

      “I can’t say,” I said with a sad shrug, “It’s their experiment.”

      “Barbara and I will do anything, anything! To feel you again.” the blonde nodded eagerly, arms full of their clothing.

      “I’ll talk to the doc,” I said, sensing neither would have left without some assurance they’d be graced with the glory of my cock again.

      The women flashed me eager grins and hurried out, careful not to offend the powers that be too much. But before they left, they each slipped an arm around the other’s back, breasts pressing together as they let me witness one incredible kiss between the pair. Lips locked, tongues sliding along one another’s, and hands caressing each other’s breasts, necks and faces; it was an incredibly hot sight.

      Spoiled only by the occasional glances, each would send my way to gauge the impact they were having. The kiss only lasted a couple seconds, but it was enough to put steel back in my dick and send my heart racing. It also had the intended consequence the women desired, for I knew I’d be seeking them out on my own. I had to know what wickedness those two might be willing to get up to for my pleasure.
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      When the door closed behind them, I felt a wave of exhaustion sweep through my body. Not only did the flesh of my cock feel sore, but my balls ached too. Sweat dripped from my nose, and my muscles were worn out and rubbery. The queenly creature still waited, but I had no idea how I was going to do my duty once more, let alone twice.

      When the outer door opened, and those unique pheromones reached me, all doubt about my efficacy to perform disappeared. My head filled with the perfection of her. I’d just had four of the most beautiful, intelligent and dynamic women in the state. Four women most men would kill for the chance to touch, let alone claim them as completely as I had. And in pairs, no less.

      The four women were as invalids compared to an Olympian when held against this woman. The click of her heels on the concrete let me know she wasn’t about to bother with undressing and pulling on the robe they’d hung for her. As she approached the door, I found the hairs on my arms standing on end, heart racing and butterflies dancing in my stomach as they hadn’t since I was a boy.

      “Mr. Williams,” cut in Dr. Wagner’s unusually bored tone, “this was Eleanor’s experiment, but if you’re offended or wish to cease, then we’ll understand-.”

      “No, we won’t!” Cut in Dr. Riggle’s voice from the background.

      The odd exchange faded from my thoughts when my goddess swept into the room. My desire matched only by my shock, as the doctor’s strange mannerisms and words becoming clear.

      “Well?” Asked the gorgeous black woman as she cocked one perfect hip, placing a hand on it as she raised an eyebrow at me, her light brown eyes almost glowing under the dim overhead lights.

      “Tell me, big boy,” the woman purred in a throaty voice, “do I offend you?” She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, hips popping out and the pale green dress she wore clung to her incredible curves, thin material molding itself to her dark skin and revealing that her perfect curves were unenhanced by bra, girdle or panties, “Are you scared to touch my dark skin too? Or do you want to find out just how good a Sista can be?”

      “I…” words were so difficult to formulate with the full force of her presence before me. I sensed a challenge here, a woman whose viability could match mine own, but I also sensed unseen pressures and knew from my experiences in the service how those seen as the least of us by some can be abused. Swallowing hard, I locked eyes with the woman’s, taking one step closer so I could draw in a pure breath of her scent.

      “I need to know you’re here of your own free will,” I managed to say. The effort of sublimating my instincts to claim this creature as mine was harder than I would have guessed. “I’ll not take one such as you from them.”

      “One such as me?!” The woman’s offense was plain. “I’m a free woman. My momma was a free woman, and if you think those stupid white bitches are going to get the gift of a Super Man’s baby, then you better be damn sure I won’t let my people be left behind!”

      “One such as you,” I went on. The woman’s anger only enhanced her beauty. The loose curls of her hair bristled, the ends lightly tipped from the sun, and she stepped close, standing only a head shorter than me. I saw her register my height in shock and she softened somewhat, unused to being shorter than men. She felt suddenly feminine before me. My words as they poured out, only further melting her anger. “Your mind is nimble and more curious than either of our esteemed doctors. Your heart so large you feed dozens of starving children in your neighborhood, from the income of a second job. You’ve never been ill, you’ve never broken a bone, and if you wanted to, you could run for hours on end without tiring. Your face and figure,” I let my eyes linger on the perfect symmetry of her face and fall to the eye-popping curves of her body, and she actually blushed, hands fluttering, nervously, unsure what to do, “My lady, in all my life I’ve never seen nor heard of any woman half so perfect as you. Forgive me for saying so, but I’d admit the same were my wife in the room and be wroth with her if she didn’t agree.”

      “Well, that’s… that’s an odd compliment,” her pale brown eyes glittered as they held mine, then fell and traced the lines of my muscles and down to my manhood, where she grinned mischievously, “So… about this little experiment of theirs… might not be as much a chore as I first thought.”

      The woman’s scent changed, and a wolfish grin stole over my lips, my cock bobbing with my heart beat hard as a rock. A fat bead of clear pre-cum oozed onto the tip of my cock, filling the room with its aroma. The dark-skinned woman flashed a bright smile, her eyes lingering on my manhood as she sauntered around the room, slowly removing the sash of her dress.

      I took the opportunity to appreciate the woman’s beauty, for that’s exactly what she intended. Her athleticism was obvious in the squareness of her shoulders, and the grace of her limbs showed. Even her fingers moved with a subtle dexterity that was hypnotic to watch as she slowly undid the wide buttons running down the front of the gown.

      The ever deepening neckline revealed smooth dark skin and the inner curves of her massive breasts. Darla and my wife have some of the best breasts I’d ever seen before, but this creature topped both by a good margin. Each perfectly shaped, hanging gently under their prodigious weight. The woman’s grin flashed wider when she saw me staring and the dress parted ever so slightly, teasing the edges of her nipples. Growling in desire, I was shocked when she trembled but held her own ground.

      “Sweet Jesus,” the woman moaned, “Missy Doctor was right… you’re a MAN.”

      “Who are you, woman?” the words torn from the back of my throat, the beast within wary of her strength as I encountered a near equal for the first time.

      “I’m Diana Robinson, big boy,” her light brown eyes flashed with desire, thick lips quirking in an eager smile as she went on, “And you better be damn sure, this will be the finest piece of ass you’re ever likely to get.”

      Drawing myself up to my full height, I let my eyes hold hers. The beast within had wakened and she must have seen something of it in my eyes, for hers widened, the slightest hesitation entering them. I was moving before I realized it, instinct driving me. This silent war of domination wouldn’t be lost, nor could I hold back from consuming this gorgeous creature.

      The woman gasped as I grabbed her roughly, drawing her into a passionate kiss and dipping her low. One arm around her back, the other slid up the perfect curves of her side until I took the dress in one hand and tore it free. The woman melted against me, her thick lips sending a thrill throughout my entire body, and when her soft pink tongue touched mine, I ground my cock into her hip in need.

      There was no question about what needed to be done. In my head the strategy was laid out and I entered each engagement like it was a life-or-death battle, seeking the maximize the woman’s pleasure and experience so she could never doubt who her true Alpha was.

      Diana had never been held by a man as large or strong, and I and I took pains to make her feel delicate and feminine. Laying her down on the plush rug, I drank in the perfection of her figure with hungry eyes, while she stared at my abs and cock, our breaths deepening. The woman’s large nipples hardened slowly as she watched my cock bounce with my quickening heartbeat, and I sensed how inexperienced she was. Surprising, given that she was a genuine unicorn.

      Beginning with her mammoth breasts, I caressed, kissed and suckled, careful to read her scent and the cues of her body. Her nipples were extra sensitive, but I noticed right away that she loved it when I pinched hard and twisted, while lightly flicking my tongue over the tips. Her fingers laced in my hair and the gentle sighs of pleasure she elicited were driving me crazy.

      Her stomach was taunt, not flat like Annie but actually firm. There was something so erotic about the perfect sweep of her torso as it reached down to her shockingly hairless sex. The woman flashed a bright smile when I realized she’d shaven for me and laced her fingers in my hair, pressing my face into her pussy.

      “Mhmhm fuck baby… no mans tasted my kitty beehhheheeeEEEFFFF OOOOHHHHHHH!”

      Moments into running my tongue around the firm nubbin of her clit and she was screaming in incoherent bliss, thighs clamping down on my head so hard I worried for a moment before she melted back into the rug, a great sigh escaping her throat.

      I might have continued with the pleasant task, but her sensitive sex could take no more than that. Diana’s pheromones screamed at me of her desire and as I moved up, her fingers pulled me to her, lips meeting mine in a desperate kiss. Her hands reached down, searching, seeking.

      “Mhmm baby this Queen’s going to swallow you to the root… Lord that felt so good… Mmhmm you’re so beautiful,” her pale brown eyes ran over my face as she pulled on my ass drawing my cock to her incredibly thick lips, “So big and hard for me…”

      I stood above the kneeling woman, her eyes locked on mine, the same desire in her as in me. She ran gentle fingers along the shaft, one hand to either side. As she moved, her massive breasts swayed, and I gave a little shiver of delight at the prospect of what was to come.

      Her grin flashed wide when she felt me tremble and with a final deep breath through her nostrils, eyes lids fluttering, she leaned forward and ran her thick lips up the underside. Her fingertips trailed along to either side, and another fat bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip. Her eyes still locked on mine, I couldn’t help the groan of pleasure as her thick pink tongue slid out and around the fat head of my cock.

      Without pausing a beat, the woman's thick lips slipped over the head and I watched in awe as she lived up to her word. In one deliciously slow motion she took my entire cock deep into her mouth, throat parting without effort, and with a wicked swallow she buried her nose in dark curls. The entire time her incredible eyes never left mine, and I had to struggle to keep from cuming down her throat. Sensing my difficulty, her lips quirked up at the corners and she pulled back slowly, pausing now and then to do this incredible twist with her head.

      “Oh… god damn woman,” I muttered, nothing having prepared me for this onslaught of pleasure, nor she.

      Both hands wrapping around the shaft, she pulled off, tongue snaking out to lick the tip one last time before she took me deep once more. Her eyes closed and a deep moan of pleasure came from the back of her throat. As my pre-cum flowed, her moans and cries of pleasure increased and so did mine.

      The sight of her gorgeous face and hands working my cock as those pendulous breasts swung beneath, added to the feel of her thick puckered lips, wide tongue and soft throat soon had me over the edge. Bellowing wordlessly, I gripped her head, loving the cry of orgasm she let out when I took control of her body. Cock throbbing, I flooded her throat, staring into those gorgeous pale eyes as they glazed over in bliss.
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      There was no refractory period. There couldn’t be, not when this perfect woman had finally submitted to me, when her very being was calling out to be taken and seen by a man of equal strength and worth. The fog didn’t clear from her eyes, but she grinned wide when I pressed her down, ass up and face in the rug. Her hands reached between her thighs, gathering my mighty cock and pressing it, still slick from the back of her throat, into the softness of her pussy.

      The moment I was in her, our rhythm was perfectly in sync. The hot tightness of her sex accepted me as if we’d been made for one another. Lifting herself slowly on her hands, the loose curls of her black hair tossing around in disarray and massive breasts swinging. I gripped her wide hips, the rolling swell of her ass enthralling me until Diana leaned back, hand gripping the back of my head as she pulled my lips to hers.

      Drawing one of my hands up to her massive breasts, she pressed it into the firm flesh, and I moaned, fingers sinking in as I massaged it. Pinching and pulling on her big nipple, she moaned into my mouth, pussy writhing on my cock as she came hard. I could sense how sensitive she grew after an orgasm, her hips trembling, and my balls throbbed.

      Unwilling to give up this perfect moment, I reached down and pressed my hand into her sensitive sex, stilling her shivers as my cock hammered her again and again. Her orgasm stilled, building and building, her pale eyes widening on mine, and then my own orgasm hit, and the world went white.

      I clung to the woman, the pair of us sinking down into the carpet as I pushed my cock as deeply in her as I could. My dick filling her with cum until I felt it oozing out the sides and dripping down her thighs.

      “Dear heavens,” she whispered, eyes meeting mine, shocked but elated, “your… that was… Oh heavens honey… you’re still hard…. Mhmmm again… Again!”

      She rolled beneath me, unwilling to stay facing away from me, and in moments we were a double-backed beast. If the doctors sounded their buzzer or tried to put a stop to it, we didn’t notice. Time faded, and the world distilled down to the places where our bodies connected to one another. Each point of skin to skin contact only pulled us deeper into that world of wild rutting bliss.

      Afterwards, I couldn’t have said if I came within Diana three or four times. Either way, by the time our lusts had slackened, I hurt in places I didn’t realize it was possible to hurt and muscles I’d never felt before, ached. We lay for long minutes just grinning at one another, smiling and staring into each other’s eyes. Finally, she snuggled in close, purring like a happy kitten as she pressed her face into the crook of my neck.

      For the first time since taking the serum, I felt a genuine pang of guilt for this connection I’d formed, and Diana must have sensed the change in me. Sitting up suddenly, she looked down with a knowing smile and gave a small nod before rising to gather her clothing.

      “That was,” I began but failed to find the rest of what I wanted to say.

      “It was something I’ll never forget,” Diana said, “but I won’t pretend it’s something that can happen again.” A shadow fell over her face, but she held herself upright, certain of who she was, “Your wife is a lucky woman and I’ll thank god they gave me the chance to join their little experiment. You take care of yourself, sir.”

      “Wait,” I said, reaching out and grabbing her wrist, “This isn’t the last time I see you. It can’t be.”

      “It will not be Mr. William’s,” cut in Dr. Wagner’s voice, “The evidence is incontrovertible. Mrs. Robinson will be involved with the later stages of your trial.”

      “Well then,” Diana said, suddenly unsure what to do with her bitterness, “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?”

      “I’m looking forward to it,” I said with a nod, releasing her wrist.

      Diana laughed and threw her arms over my shoulders, kissing me soundly before flouncing out of the room. I found myself thoughtful as I limped down to the changing room to bathe. The guilt I felt was real, but I knew I’d never be able to give up something as incredible as Diana Robinson. For the first time I wondered what the doctor’s serum had made of me, and if I was comfortable with what I’d become.

      The driver left me alone as I clambered into the backseat and looked out the window. I was still deep in my feelings when the gates began rolling open, but the sounds of tires squealing on concrete shook me out of it.

      “Sir, look!” The driver pointed down the slope to the lower pullout, where the same white sedan from earlier was pulling away in a cloud of dust.

      “Stay on his tail!”

      I shouted, but the man was already stomping on the gas pedal, our own tires screeching as we pulled onto the road. I gripped the back of the seat in front of me, holding on, to keep from being thrown around in the backseat. My driver was careening down the mountain, back end swinging side to side as we swept around curves in the road.

      The white sedan stayed ahead of us, but we were gaining on it every second. The road bottomed out in a ravine, crossing a wide creek at a narrow single lane bridge. I was watching the rear end of the sedan when they passed over the bridge, and there were twin flashes near the trunk before the heavy metal bumper fell free.

      My driver stomped on the brakes, our car sliding to a stop before we could crash into the thick bumper, and we watched in frustration as the sedan pulled up the other side of the ravine and sped off into the woods. We stared after the mysterious car with frustration.

      “Who do you think they were, sir?” My driver asked, voice shaken.

      “I have no idea,” I said, “but they definitely aren’t friendly taking off like that. Keep the engine running.”

      Hopping out I ran up dragging the bumper out of our way, taking a minute to inspect the points where it had separated from the car. The two supports have been sawn through three quarters of the way and the final quarter was shorn free, the steel blackened and twisted from whatever explosive had detonated.

      “Let’s head back and warn the doc’s and those two guards,” I said with a grimace of frustration, “Whoever it is, they used military grade explosives to rig up this little trick.”

      The driver’s face blanched, and he drove back up the mountain, eyes wide, scanning the tree lines as if he thought an army of Germans would swarm out any moment. The guards were just as lazy and uninterested as I’d worried they’d be, and when I spoke to Dr. Wagner through the intercom, he didn’t seem worried in the slightest. Certain their guards would keep them safe from any local riff raff.

      I was on high alert on the drive back to my mother-in-law’s house. Scanning side to side in search of the sedan or anything else suspicious. We didn’t see anything, but I was certain we hadn’t seen the last of our erstwhile friends. The neighbor was out watering her flower garden when we pulled up.

      “Sir,” the driver said, “I have a sidearm at home… do you think-.”

      “Carry it with you from now on,” I said with a grim nod, “The doc means well, but there’s something fishy going on here. No local riff raff could have rigged that bumper to blow at the right time like that.”

      “Aye, sir,” the man said with a grimace, “Guess my simple driving job ain’t so simple no more, eh?”

      “It never was Vernon,” I offered him a small nod and climbed free of the car.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let the worries fade and reoriented myself into this new challenge. The lady neighbor stood slowly, pruning clippers in one hand and the other loosely holding some weeds. The low wolf whistles my driver let out as the leggy blonde stood was low enough it should have only reached my ears, but the woman’s lips quirked ever so slightly as if she’d heard him.

      Her ice-blue eyes locked on mine and the cool confidence of her beautiful features faded, replaced by a curious unease. Pressing the hand filled with weeds to her abdomen as I stepped onto the sidewalk, I felt once again like I should know this woman, her features and mannerisms familiar and yet not.

      “See you tomorrow morning, Mr. Williams,” my driver called as he pulled out, his eyes lingering on the tall blonde’s phenomenal figure. “What a dame!”

      Ignoring the man, I angled over towards the low fence separating our two properties. A small twitch of the curtains on my house told me my mother-in-law had been eagerly awaiting my return and was now spying.

      “I wanted to introduce myself again, and welcome you and your husband to the neighborhood,” I said approaching her with hand extended, “You might have seen my wife, Annie, and that’s her mother, Darla, peeking out the curtains now.”

      Though I spoke and smiled, pantomiming the actions of normal neighbors, there was something far more profound going on beneath the surface. I drew deeply of the woman’s scent and as I did. The woman’s emotions felt, were too dull and muted, except for the wild hot flashes of lust or desire that tore through her at irregular intervals.

      The only other emotions that reached through to me that felt human was her fear. The air reeked with it, like rotten citrus as it tickled my sinuses. There didn’t seem to be any reason for it until I realized just how much I towered over her and how wide my shoulders were.

      She must be a troubled woman, I thought to myself. Maybe that’s why they moved here.

      I was about to turn away when the woman gave a start and reached out her hand, taking mine.

      “Sarah Locklear,” she said, voice giving an odd hitch at her own name, “and it’s a pleasure, Dean. My husband is out right now…”

      Again, that spike of anxiety and fear, sharper than last time and her hand tightened on mine. The moment drew out, and I thought she was going to say something, but just as she was about to her throat tightened and she choked on the words. I tried releasing this strange woman’s hand, but she held fast, eyes burning as they stared into mine.

      The beast within me awoke sluggishly. This woman wasn’t prey, and yet she was. She wasn’t a predator, and yet she was. Nothing was making sense, but my cock throbbed, my balls certain she needed a healthy dose of my seed. Her pupils dilated the moment I had the thought, and I felt her tremble.

      “My husband… O Bozhe!”

      She dropped my hand along with the weeds and clippers she held in the other hand. Turning, she hurried into her house, whispering the same foreign phrase repeatedly and throwing dreadful looks over her shoulder at me.

      I climbed the steps of our front porch and tried to put the encounter out of my head. After the day I had it was a minor blip, but it still niggled at my thoughts as I stepped in and found Darla sitting on the edge of the couch. The eager grin on my mother-in-law’s plump lips pushed the worries to the back of my mind.

      My manhood throbbed as I contemplated another evening spent inside her wonderful mouth, and Darla’s lips curled in a hungry grin as she watched my pants tenting slowly. Then both of us blanched as Annie’s heels came clicking down the sidewalk.

      It seems my evening fun will have to wait; I thought to myself. Then I noticed the wicked gleam in Darla’s eyes as Annie approached, and I couldn’t help wondering what she was planning. The air was thick with her desire and another emotion that was hard to place, but something about it felt… taboo.

      Perhaps I haven’t seen the end of today’s excitement… I couldn’t help grinning as my wife opened the door and smiled back, reminding me how deep and pure our love was. I had much to confess to my gorgeous little bride, but we’d survived being parted through a war. We could survive this.
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      The sound of Annie’s heels on the porch alerted Darla and I to my wife’s approach. I felt a hint of trepidation, but Darla had a knowing smile as we turned to watch her walk in.

      “You’re home early!” Darla exclaimed to Annie as I held the door open for my wife.

      “They sent everyone home,” Annie said, setting her lunch pail down and pushing loose dirty blonde curls out of her face, “A problem with inventory control or something. It wasn’t my department.”

      Alarm bells sounded in my skull and I reached out, gripping her upper arm.

      “Which department?”

      “I’m not sure they didn’t say,” she looked up at me curiously, “why do you care?”

      “It could be nothing,” I said, “but my driver and I were followed this morning, and this afternoon the same car was sitting outside the lab on lookout.”

      “You think someone could be trying to steal the doctor’s research?” Annie asked, far too excited for such a scary proposition, “Like spies or secret agents or something?!”

      “You read too many dime novels,” I said with a small grin as I drew her into a hug. My words were dismissive, but she’d given me pause to consider.

      “Wherever did you get such fanciful ideas?” Darla asked as she bustled into the kitchen.

      “Oh, I’ve got an active imagination,” Annie said, looking up at me with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. She ground her hips into my crotch long enough to feel me respond. Then she stepped back and winked before following her mom into the kitchen, “What’s for dinner?”

      The women puttered around in the kitchen getting dinner ready while I sat in the living room. Turning on the radio, I let the game play but only listened to it with half a mind. My thoughts divided between all that had happened at the lab earlier and that strange car who’d been following us. I couldn’t be sure the car was connected to Annie’s factory being closed, but deep down they felt connected.

      My thoughts moved from the car to the women I’d been with. With each of the six, including Nurse Keating, I now felt a deep and profound connection, similar to what I felt towards Darla now, and Nurse O’Callaghan the day before. The words of Dr. Wagner echoed in my mind, and I knew he’d been correct. The evidence was incontrovertible. It wasn’t my own desires and pleasure I was fulfilled by making the women drink my seed before I bred them; it was an imperative for impregnation.

      My mind set, I felt a hint of trepidation, odd for me lately, at the thought of requiring my sweet wife to put my penis in her mouth. Even more when I imagined making her swallow it all down. A shiver ran down my spine and my cock throbbed in my pants, aching mildly from my day’s activities.

      “Dean?” Annie called, “Would you come in here?”

      Rising, I was pulled along by the oddness in her tone. Turning into the kitchen, the breath caught in my throat and I froze, stunned by what I was witnessing. Annie and her mother stood near the stovetop, the counters strewn with the ingredients of supper, half prepared, while Darla held a zucchini up before her face, the green skin smeared with red and pink lipstick, the colors both women wore. That taboo scent from Darla was thicker, filling the air with its spicy scent, while rolling off my wife, was a hunger I hadn’t realized was in her.

      Until this point, I’d managed not to employ most of my primal powers against the love of my life. Sweet Annie never deserved to feel that level of compulsion from her partner, that is until I scented the same submissive core within her I’d sensed in her mother.

      “I had a question about…” Annie’s voice trailed off as she gazed into my eyes and, “I dreamed all last night about your… in my…”

      “It’s necessary,” Darla said in her sweet voice, “Isn’t it Dean? If she wants to have your child?”

      “It is,” I said with a simple nod, words hard to come by right then, “Or so the doc says. And I… I’ve felt a connection formed after… it’s happened before.”

      “Really?” Annie asked in excitement, stepping close and drawing me over to the stove with her, “Do you feel it with Momma? Now?”

      “I do,” I admitted, my shame disappearing under my wife's dazzling smile.

      “And you Mom?”

      “Umm,” Darla grew self-conscious, rubbing her forearm with one hand and looking to the side.

      “Mom, remember what I said,” Annie said, reaching and gripping the woman’s hands in her free one.

      “Oh honey, it’s just too good to be true, I don’t know if I can.” After a second’s hesitation she went on, “And yes, I felt it right then and it only got more powerful last night… I can…” she shook her head, “Oh god, it’s too shameful to say.”

      “Tell me mom,” Annie said, eyes boring into her mother’s intensely. I couldn’t ignore my wife’s firm behind as she rubbed it against my crotch, further turning me on.

      “I can feel how much he wants you…” closing her eyes, she whispered the past part, “and me together.”

      “Really?!” Annie asked in surprise, but not at what I wanted, but that her mother could sense it, “What does it feel like? How do you know?”

      “I don’t know,” Darla said, shaking her head, “I just… do. God forgive me for admitting this, but the moment I smell you Dean, your shirts, even the pillow you sleep on… I have a… without even touching myself.”

      “Jesus, that’s hot!” Annie hissed, and I stared in shock at my little wife.

      “I think that’s enough of this,” I said, needing to get a handle on this situation before things got out of control. If Annie wasn’t careful, she’d awaken the beast within me fully. And lover or not, he would have his due.

      “No,” Annie said, her dark curls shaking side to side as her mother said the same thing. The pair looked at one another, scents writhing as they communicated with one another silently, before finally settling down as twin to one another: secret delight, desire and mountains of love.

      “Momma and I are going to have our babies the same day,” Annie announced, eyes never leaving her mothers, the pair of them grinning like fools, “So it looks like we all have some work to do tonight.”

      As they turned to me, I realized what they were saying and though I suspected Darla had already been bred, I didn’t argue with them. Instead, I let a low growl of desire issue from the back of my throat and loved the twin trembles of desire it elicited from the pair.

      Only one other woman in my entire life had been closer to perfection than Darla and Annie, and she’d been picked by Dr. Riggle after a lengthy process to select a fine specimen. The man in me appreciated my wife and her mother’s incredible beauty and poise, as well as their sweet natures. But the beast in me hungered for the twin chances at a near perfect offspring.

      “Follow.” The words came out as a hard command the likes of which I’d never used with Annie, but she jumped, giggling along with her mother as they linked arms and scurried after me.

      “Are you sure about this Annie?” Darla asked, “He’s your man, and if you don’t want to share him-.”

      “Shut-up mom,” Annie chortled, “You’re pulling me along just as fast as I am you. How many women do you think they had him breeding today? Eleanor said it might be as many as five!”

      “Well, we shouldn’t expect too much if that’s the case,” Darla commented, and hearing them speak about me so casually lit a fire within and I spun right there in the hall just outside the bathroom. Wheeling on the pair, they cowered before my suddenly looming bulk, voices chocked off and clutching one another. My eyes fell to their massive breasts, squeezing around their arms and my cock throbbed with desire.

      “Oh god…” Annie moaned, “honey, you’re…”

      “He is such a man,” Darla breathed.

      “Our man,” Annie whispered, eyes alighting on mine.

      “Kneel,” I ordered, and to their credit they dropped immediately.

      “Dean,” Annie began, expression intense as she struggled to formulate the question, “Is mom good at sucking you? Or was one of the ladies you claimed today better?” Her turn of phrase was odd, but not nearly as odd as the question.

      “Darla is by far the best,” I said, reaching down to caress my mother-in-law’s soft cheek. This tender moment oddly easy now that the beast knew he would claim his prize soon enough. “None compare.”

      “Then teach me Mom,” she whispered to her mother, grin flashing, “Show me how Dean likes you to,” glancing up at me, her eyes grew mischievous and her cheeks blushed, “Suck on his big cock.”

      Darla’s eyes widened at the dirty words and I saw a part of her wanted to admonish her daughter for the behavior, but the tent in my pants demanded her attention. Reaching up with hesitant hands, the woman popped the first couple buttons of my pants slowly. I saw the vein in her neck slow its fluttering beat and her breathing calm as she pushed the pants down my hips, and my massive semi-hard cock flopped into the open.

      The scent of my musk filled both women’s heads, and I saw their pupils dilate and cheeks grow pink and each parted their knees slightly, unconscious signs they were willing and eager for it. Darla was still nervous, and I sensed from their scents that my wife’s eagerness was outpacing the older woman’s. As she raised her hands to wrap them around my cock, I raised a finger, halting her.

      “Take your tops off,” I said, voice steely hard, laced beneath with the gravelly tones of command. “Both of you.”
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      It surprised me how quickly and readily they responded to the order, tops flying over their heads and falling to the carpet. Annie reached around back to unhook her bra, eyes glittering with pleasure and bottom lip trembling as her scent filled with such a fierce desire to submit. Darla unhooked a latch at the front of her bra and slowly parted the white material, letting her massive breasts spill free and adding to my hardening cock when she licked her lips in anticipation.

      Annie slipped her pink bra over her shoulders and let it fall to the carpet, hands cupping her large breasts and squeezing them against her chest. Making certain I was watching, she released them slowly, and moved up and to the side slightly, grinning as my cock rose to full stiffness when I saw her breasts sitting beside her mother’s. They looked nearly identical, one set slightly larger and heavier while the other sat higher, with a firm round shape.

      The pair knelt before me, submissively looking up and waiting for instruction. I took a moment and gazed into their gorgeous faces and thanked God, the fates, or anything that would listen for the position I found myself in. Drawing in a deep breath, I sampled the air, cock stiffening when I realized how eager they were to begin.

      Unable to wait a moment longer, Darla slid one hand up my leg and glanced at Annie, seeking the younger woman’s approval and receiving it with a beatific smile. Flashing a grin back, she moved her hand up, palm cupping my heavy balls gently as the other hand came up to caress one breast.

      “Men are visual creatures,” Darla breathed, “a real man… Ngghnnn” she grunted, hips shimmying as she orgasmed, Annie doing the same with a pained expression on her face. The fat bead of pre-cum that had rolled out of the tip of my dick filled the room with my need. “Oh god, Dean… You’re so much… MORE now… what happened?”

      “She,” I growled, eyes alighting upon my wife’s, and falling to her trembling lips. The need to take her completely filled me with so much desire another clear bead of pre-cum oozed out.

      With a cry of desperate pleasure, Darla leaned forward and slid her plump lips over the head of my cock. Moaning in pleasure, I was witness to my wife’s nipples hardening and wet lips parting as she watched Darla sucking me with both desire and grace.

      Her pink tongue slithered out of the side of her mouth and around the head, caressing it as her thick lips ran wetly around the sensitive flesh. The woman’s pale blue eyes tracked mine as I looked from her to her daughter. Grinning, she shifted to the side and reached around Annie's back, pulling her close.

      “Heavens,” my wife breathed, as Darla’s thick lips pulled to the side and she pressed it towards Annie.

      “Pull your lips back against your teeth,” Darla whispered softly, the quiet sounds making everything even more intimate in the hallway, “You don’t want to hurt it… yes, taste him, search each part of him out… Mhmm.”

      Darla ran a hand up the muscles of my stomach as she grinned at me. The woman loved the pleasure over taking my face as Annie tentatively pressed her pink lips to the head. Tiny tongue darting out to taste the tip, she flashed a quick grin at her mom, then staring up at me she let her tongue run all over the underside.

      My knees trembled and I couldn’t suppress the groan of desire she drew out of me. Darla whimpered, pressing a hand between her legs and bunching her skirt up over her hips, and Annie groaned, sucking me down into her mouth and chocking slightly as her throat expanded around the head. All three of our eyes grew wide as her throat parted and stretched around my girth.

      “Mmmhghmmm!” Annie moaned; eyes grinning as she pulled back until just the tip sat in her mouth. Swirling her tongue around the head, she gave it a soft kiss and pushed it back to Darla.

      “No honey, you should…”

      The woman protested, but her will was weak and in a second she was sucking me deep, tongue lapping around the head wantonly. This time she did another trick with her hands, stroking me with both and twisting them right before her lips as she bobbed on my cock. The sight of her massive breasts swaying was glorious.

      Grinning widely, Darla pulled off my cock and Annie took over, testing out the new skill she’d observed. My wife’s body looked even more incredible; and feeling my balls churning, I was filled with potency once more. I drew in a sharp breath. Before I could warn her I was about to cum, Darla moved in close, having seen my balls tighten.

      “Start to swallow now.” Darla whispered, “No don’t take him too deep you’ll cough it out… Yes… Here it comes baby, oh God I can feel him throbbing!”

      Annie’s eyes locked on mine and filled with love in the moments before I flooded her mouth with cum. Her expression registered shock as my toes curled and she drank down that first thick spurt. With a happy little moan at the taste, she sucked harder, fingers milking me into her mouth. All of this registered dimly as pleasure raced along my nerves and I grunted, knees suddenly weak.

      Reaching out a hand to steady myself on the wall, I bit my bottom lip, nearly breaking the skin as the intensity of my orgasm never ceased, instead growing to the point where it hovered on the edge of pain. Annie had swallowed every drop, sucking my cock clean, and was now licking and stroking it with a frenzy I’d never seen from her.

      It must have been the scent of their Alpha’s seed that did it, because Darla was in a frenzy as well. Oblivious of all else, the two pressed their thick lips to either side, hungrily lapping, kissing and sucking me back and forth as they clung to one another. As they did, the air filled with a scent I’d known for a long time, a scent that was home and life all wrapped in one, as Annie’s pussy wept down her thighs.

      A grunt was all it took to pull my wife’s attention up to me and from the burning desire in her gaze she wanted it as much as the beast within. Sensing my needs, Darla released my cock from her hungry mouth with a little moan of sadness, and I scooped Annie into my arms.

      She cried out in surprise, but it turned to a giggle when I threw her on the bed and crawled between her legs. The skirt was stripped free and her body open and willing in moments. With a sigh of satisfaction, my manhood sank into her hot depths and Annie gave a surprised moan of pleasure.

      “Oh, Dean!” She cried, her thick lips finding mine in a hot kiss, tongue dancing with it, “oh yes baby… that’s it… I feel it… the connection, oh God, it’s really going to happen! Do it, Dean! Oh… nhngn! Fill me!”

      Sex with Annie had never been so immediate or intense. Her tight pussy gripped me harder than normal, with her white cream coating my cock every time I pulled out of her. Her hands gripped my ass and back, nails digging in as she pulled me into her again and again. My cock digging deeper into her depths than it ever had before, and I felt her shivering in a second orgasm before my balls tightened.

      With a scream of pleasure Annie came beneath me, her pussy clutching my cock and drawing forth my load. With my own bellow of joy, I flooded her womb. As I did, I felt the connection between us bloom into existence, and I couldn’t help the shining tears that came to my eyes as our lips met in a kiss filled with love.

      “Oh baby,” Annie moaned, hands stroking my back, “That was incredible… you’re like a wild beast… Mhmmm I can feel it filling me… You’re not done yet, big boy.”

      She flexed her sex on my cock, making it just within her, and I stared down in surprise. My little wife was glancing to the side, and biting her bottom lip, eyes dancing with amusement. Following her gaze, I was shocked to see Darla leaning against Annie’s vanity. Her skirt bunched up, and a hand buried in her lacy white panties, working in fast little circles as her massive breast shook with each movement. Her face was flushed with desire and embarrassment when we looked over.

      “Breed her,” Annie whispered in my ear, “Go take her Dean, right now!”

      I was up and moving before the words even registered. I felt far off shock at Annie’s forwardness, but it was muted by the desire swelling along with my cock. Darla whimpered, eyes widening as I loomed over her and with a cry she spun, presenting her ass for me. With a growl of pleasure, I gripped the woman’s hips and drove into her dripping pussy.

      Darla’s hands gripped the edge of the white desk as I drove into her again and again. The vanity’s mirror reflected the room and at first I watched Darla’s face twisting in pleasure as her first orgasm hit, her juices draining down her thighs. Those massive breasts looked so incredible as they swayed beneath her. Then I noticed Annie over her head. My little wife had a hand between her pussy and another massaging one large round breast. She bit her bottom lip, and I could tell from the tension around her eyes and the tremble in her thighs she was about to cum.

      Watching my wife cum on her fingers, a first for me, while I fucked her mother with powerful strokes, was one of the hottest things in my life. I couldn’t last much longer and with a bellow I buried myself to the hilt in Darla and flooded her womb with my seed.

      Staggering back, my cock flopped out of her tightness and the woman gave a cry of elation, body still trembling in orgasm as she turned and fell to her knees before me. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I watched in awe as my mother-in-law, cum draining down her thighs, ran her tongue and lips all over my cock, sucking and licking it clear.

      If I thought my duties for the evening done, I was sorely mistaken. Darla wouldn’t release my cock and when Annie scooted close, the older woman wrapped her massive breasts around the growing member and gave me a slow and delicious titty-fuck. Annie was fascinated by the act and joined her mom on her knees.

      When my cock was between my wife’s firmer tits, it felt even more incredible. Especially when Darla leaned over and began licking and sucking the tip when I popped out between them. Neither would release my cock until I came. Their cheeks pressed together; I was in awe of their incredible beauty as my cock shot pearlescent liquid into their open, hungry mouths.

      It wasn’t until late after midnight that I finally fell asleep. Exhausted from one of the most incredible and strenuous days of my life, I couldn’t help the grin plastered on my face as I nodded off. Darla and Annie had both ridden my cock one final time before passing out, their incredible curves now pressed to my sides. My final thought before drifting off was to thank the doctors once again for the incredible gift they’d given me.
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      Something startled me from a deep dream, and I sat up in bed, suddenly wide awake. My ears caught the rumble of an engine dying down and I was rising from the bed in a heartbeat. Annie grumbled something in her sleep, shifting into the warm spot I’d left and throwing an arm around her mother. Seeing the pair gave me pause and flashes of the night before ran through my head. Pulling on a pair of jeans, I tried to suppress the grin tugging at my lips.

      The engine roared to life once more and the beast within awoke, suddenly recognizing the engine’s sound. The floorboards groaned under me as I pounded down the hall, and the entire house shook when I bounced off a door jamb, turning into the living room. The far-off sound of wood cracking and nails popping free of joints reached me faintly, but I was already shouldering my way through the front door.

      In my haste and ignorance of the strength I possessed when in a rage, I cracked the front door in half, tearing through the screen and buckling out the front wall of the entire house. Bursting onto the lawn, I was forced to shade my eyes against the rising sun, but not before catching sight of a familiar white sedan parked in front of the neighbor’s house.

      The blonde-haired man was just pulling the passenger door closed, an angry glare on his face as he stared at his wife on the porch. The woman clutched her hands together, tears streaming down her face that twisted in shock when I burst outside.

      The driver stomped on the gas, tires squealing as he pulled away, the passenger door slamming shut. The blonde man’s glare shifted to me and his lips formed a sneer as they sped down the road. My legs were moving before I’d even decided, and with long strides, they carried me across the lawn and out into the street before the car could get far enough away.

      With a mighty leap, I threw myself onto the hood of the car’s trunk, managing to sink my fingers into the steel, bending the trunk’s lid down in a half dozen places. But the blonde man turned in his seat, a grim smile on his lips as he raised a shotgun from the back seat.

      The car was just sweeping around the corner and seeing those twin barrels leveled at my face, I knew I was beat. Using the turn’s momentum, I let go of the hood, thrown clear just in time, as the back window blew out with the sound of twin shells exploding. Covering my head, I rolled across the pavement and came to a rest on the curb, the sounds of screeching tires fading into the distance.

      Picking myself up, I dusted off the gravel and dirt clinging to my bare arms, chest, and back. With a final glare after the car, I turned and stalked back towards the neighbors. The blonde woman stood on the porch, face frozen in a struggle between fear and desire.

      I tried ignoring the neighbors who came out to their front porch to see what the commotion was all about, however, several of the woman who’d come out stared after me with a hunger more powerful than any I’d seen yet. One young woman even tore the front of her sleeping gown as she clutched at her breast, trembling when I stared at the large pink nipple. Across the street was Diana Goldberg, the most beautiful woman on the block, besides my wife, and when I passed, she shivered and shook, biting her bottom lip and clutching the banister to keep from falling to her knees.

      It was my rage and pounding heart that had supercharged my pheromones, and every woman within range fell under my Alpha spell. Like dogs after a bitch in heat, they panted after me, only one thing on each woman’s mind as they took in my powerful form striding down the street.

      I only had eyes for one woman, though. As I strode across her lawn, she stumbled backwards into the open door of her house, eyes wide with fear. Darla and Annie were just stepping out onto our porch as I stepped into the neighbor’s house. I heard my wife call a question, but my eyes were locked on the blonde woman’s pale blue ones as I drew in a deep breath, scenting her. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to find but hope and desire were the last things I expected. Her fear was under firm control, in fact she had such a firm grip that it barely registered.

      “Who are they?” I asked, my growl filled with command.

      “I’ll…” she paused, voice thick with an unrecognizable accent. Glancing over my shoulder as a pair tentatively peeking in, she went on in a quiet whisper, “I can tell you everything sir, but it must be in private and I need assurances… You don’t understand, they’ll kill me or steal me back and torture me to death!”

      “What are you talking about?” I growled in frustration, “Who’s your husband? Who was driving him and what do they want with the doc’s lab?!”

      “Peace, Dean,” Annie breathed, placing a light hand on my shoulder and calming the raging beast within as she stepped around me. “You’re frightening the woman.”

      The tall blonde didn’t look frightened of me. If anything, it was Annie she watched with a wary respect. My wife stopped just in front of me, and pulled her night robe tight, cinching the silk tie around her narrow waist. The tall blonde’s eyes flicked down to Annie’s incredible curves, as my wife had intended, and I caught a hint of envy in her scent, growing by the second.

      “You’re spies.” Annie said it as a statement, not a question. The blonde woman registered surprise for a second before composing her features once more.

      “I won’t answer until I have-.”

      “Assurances, yes,” Annie said, surprising me with her calmness, “Mom, lock the door.”

      “All the wives have gathered into a little group, I think they’re gossiping,” Darla said, voice full of amusement.

      “Dean will see to each of them soon enough,” Annie said, and I glanced down at her.

      “What are you talking about, woman?” I asked, an edge to my voice. I disliked being spoken about like I wasn’t there.

      “I have my own instructions from Dr. Riggle, dear,” she said, looking up at me with a fond smile, “And we have more important things to deal with. Those women you bred yesterday are in danger.”

      She didn’t say it, but the deep fear I sensed in Annie wasn’t for the women but for the babes in their wombs. She felt as attached to each of them as I did, and the thought of those women in danger awakened a deep anger within me. Turning to the tall blonde, my brows grew heavy as I held her gaze. The beast within hungered to take this woman and claim her as mine, and I could tell she wanted the same thing, but something powerful was holding her back.

      Growling from the back of my throat, I advanced forward, Annie letting me pass her with a wicked gleam in her eyes as she watched the tall blonde woman retreat. There was something feral about her, something wild held back by cold hard conditioning.

      “Ivan will kill me anyway,” she whispered finally, ass pressed against the counter as I towered over her, not two feet away, “He doesn’t trust me now. None of the women. Not since he realized Heir Wagner actually created his Suprazit Muahadin, or his Super Man… Sir, you have to trust me… I would tell you everything if I could… Ivan and the others are head NNGH!”

      Her face contorted, and tongue seized up. Trying to speak but unable to; her whole body began to convulse. Shaking like a leaf, face contorted in pain, I watched in shock and horror as she had what appeared to be a minor seizure.

      “Is it your conditioning?” Annie asked suddenly at my side and gripping the others woman’s upper arm. “Nod if it is!”

      The Russian spy nodded violently, the muscles of her arms and neck locking up, eyes rolling back into her skull. I could only watch in horror as her body shook violently, throat constricting as she began to swallow her tongue.

      “Dean, your driver just pulled up,” Darla announced from her perch by the door.

      “Go stall him, Mom,” Annie said, shooting me an odd grin, “we have work to do here.” Her mom hurried out the house, shutting the door quickly behind her, as my wife slipped her hand into the opening at the top of my jeans, slender fingers drawing my thick manhood forth. “You have to break it, Dean, and quickly. Whatever they did to her mind… you can fix it, make her yours; I know it.”

      “NNghh! Plleeeesss,” hissed the blonde woman, her eyes pleading with me even as white spittle gathered at the corners of her lips.

      Annie was right, I had the power to break this woman’s condition, but not in the way she assumed. Reaching out with powerful hands, I gripped the sides of her head, hauling her up and close, so the tips of our noses practically touched, eyes locked upon one another’s. The beast within me rose to the surface, my eye burning with intensity as they challenged the cold will pressing upon this woman’s thoughts.

      It wasn’t her I struggled against, but the minds that had imposed their wills upon hers. Those men had used the cold, lack of sleep and brutal training to break this woman’s mind. They thought they’d created an empty vessel, ready to be filled with their programming, but all they’d really done was beat her down into a tiny, frightened animal, desperate to align herself with strength.

      There could be no more perfect representation of strength than the image standing before her, and all I had to do was wait as the realization dawned deep in her psyche. The woman gave a violent start, shaking so hard I worried she might break her neck, and I set her down. Holding her shoulders and back, she shook in my arms, eyes rolling back into her skull.

      I could sense Annie’s fear as she watched the Russian spy convulse in my arms, but the wild jangling scent of the blonde woman had mellowed even as her body became violent in my arms. After a full thirty seconds of this, she finally stilled in my arms, breaths heaving in and out of her lungs as she picked up her head weakly and looked around the unnaturally sparse kitchen.

      “I… Natalia… Nevelitskya… I am… Natalia Nevelitskya,” she repeated, picking up steam and looking up at me with a strange, shocked elation at being able to say her own name. “I’m Natalia Nevelitskya!”

      “Your husband, Natalia!” Annie cut in, drawing the Russian woman’s gaze. Eyes bulging slightly, the slender blonde pushed away from me, cheeks coloring as she spoke in her heavily accented voice.

      “He is not my husband; he is my team leader. Or was,” her eyes grew troubled, and I saw a tremble enter her fingers, “It’s all so foggy… They had my father, but he must have passed away… oh pappa.”

      “Focus,” I growled, grabbing her upper arm and turning her to look at me, “where did they go? He and the driver of that white sedan?”

      “Fyodor, he’s the driver. They’re going to the farm… I don’t know where it is, I’m sorry,” Annie grimaced, and I saw her eyes dart to the knife drawer, and I began to worry just how far my little wife would take this.

      “That’s not good enough,” I said, struggling not to shake the woman violently. “Tell us everything, or else!”

      Something within rebelled at the thought of torturing this woman, but I wasn’t above threatening it. Whatever she saw in my eyes broke loose the last of her resolve and she broke down, speaking rapidly as she sagged against the counter.

      “The General Secretary has wanted Dr. Wagner and his research for years. Ivan tracked him here and Natalia, Veslynia and I were activated, along with seven from the Komitet. We were supposed to set up lives here,” she looked around at the nearly empty house, “but I’d just arrived in the states a week ago… Nothing was set up, the other ladies and their ‘husbands’ are still unpacking… When Ivan saw you that first night, he suspected what you’d become, but I knew…” Her eyes grew fearful as she glanced to Annie beside me and back up to me.

      “They only care about Helmut Wagner, they’ll kill everyone else… and after last night they have enough explosives to make sure there’s no evidence they were ever here.” Looking between us again fearfully she went on in a rush, “You have to believe me, I don’t know where they’re gathering… It’s a farm somewhere near the lab, that’s all I know.”

      “We can’t trust her,” Annie said with a sad little frown, “Not yet at least. There’s no choice, you have to bind her to us, Dean, and quickly. The babies could be under attack at any moment.”

      Annie’s face was fierce as she gazed up at me, stepping close. I felt a sliver of shock at what my wife was proposing, but my cock was already throbbing in anticipation. When Annie slipped her little hand into the top of my pants, zipper parting as she pulled forth the heavy appendage within, Natalia realized what was about to happen. Swallowing hard, the slender blonde suppressed a flash of a smile, bright blue eyes locking on mine.

      “Please,” The woman whispered, voice raw with need, “I’ll do anything.”

      “Knees,” I growled, the beast within risen and hungry to break the spy’s conditioning once and for all.
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      The woman hesitated, not because of shyness or nerves. The programming her Russian handlers and trainers had burned into her mind resisted accepting orders from anyone other than them. A fat bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip of my cock and even Annie trembled at my side, shivering and grinding her pussy on my hip as she whimpered, eyes hazy.

      The effect on the Russian spy was immediate. When the full force of my pheromones struck her olfactory glands, the new wiring in her brain was short-circuited. Overwhelming the programming with a flood of automatic responses, she dropped quickly to her knees, lips trembling and swallowing hard as she looked up at me.

      “I want nothing more,” the woman breathed, hand trembling as they reached out, hesitating before touching me, “but I’ll have no homeland… no people… no home.”

      “We’re your home now,” Annie said with a hiss of desire, her small hand reaching out to caress the blonde’s smooth cheek, “and the child will be your people.”

      “I can’t,” the woman said, voice raw with pain, “they… they broke us women… our wombs are barren now.”

      “No,” I said, the single word pulling the spy’s beautiful face up, tears shimmering unshed in her eyes, “I can smell the poison they put in your womb.” It was true. I hadn’t been sure what the foul stench was, but now it made sense. “It won’t defeat me. I promise you.”

      Lower lip trembling, Natalia stared deep into my eyes to see if I was telling the truth. Unwilling to give into her hope until she saw I wasn’t lying.

      “Hurry,” Annie breathed, and as if her words tapped into something within me, I felt a deep-rooted fear awaken in the pit of my stomach. The fear wasn’t born of my own worries, which really freaked me out, it seemed to be born of instinct.

      Reaching down, I slid my fingers in the gorgeous woman’s silken blonde hair and drew her towards my throbbing cock. Every other woman would have darted forward those last few inches, unable to help herself under the full force of my pheromones, but this woman was made of sterner stuff than that. She pressed her head back into my hand, allowing me to guide her, body and neck relaxing as I took over.

      Fingers tightening in her hair, I held her in place centimeters away from my cock. A tiny part of my mind was in awe of the moment. Natalia knelt, eyes soft as they stared at my cock, pink tongue wetting her lips and chest heaving. The woman looked like she’d been taken straight out of a glamour magazine. Her features were perfectly symmetrical, with smooth planes and sharp angles, softened by the emotion in her bright blue eyes.

      Gripping my cock at the base, I dragged the tip across her pink lips, painting my pre-cum across them. The sight of Natalia’s pupils’ dilating and nipples pressing firmly against her thin blouse was wild to see, but not nearly as much as when Annie whimpered and slid down my body to press her lips to the spies, kissing her with fierce passion.

      I watched in shock as the women kissed and when I saw their tongues slither into one another’s mouths; I moaned and pulled them forward. My cock head parted their lips, and both turned, bright grin’s flashing on the women’s faces as they planted wet kisses on the head. The women’s eyes locked on one another’s, arms slipping around each other’s backs as they pressed their lips to either side and slid down the shaft.

      Annie licked along the shaft, kissing and sucking it, as Natalia worked her way back to the tip, looking up at me as she sucked the head into her fiery mouth. The Russian spy was inexperienced in lovemaking, and even more so in the act of sucking a dick. I guided her with gentle hands in the act as Annie kissed the woman’s long, slender neck.

      My wife seemed as excited to see the woman’s beautiful body as I was. Her small hands found the buttons on the back of her dress, undoing them quickly as my cock slid deep into Natalia’s throat. The slight sounds of her gagging joined her moans as Annie’s hands slipped in and caressed the woman’s firm breasts.

      Then my wife looked up at me with a wicked grin as she peeled the top away, revealing flawless white skin and the palest pink nipples I’d ever seen. A wet sound caused me to turn my head and with a flash of pleasure I saw Darla leaning against the kitchen’s door jamb. One hand buried between her legs and the other massaging one massive tit as she watched the blonde spy working my cock in and out of her throat.

      I would have drawn the encounter out, but the fear within me was growing, drawing my attention away from the incredible sight and sensations. Growling in need, I draw my hips back, cock sliding along the spy’s soft tongue before I drove forward, her eyes going wide as I slid down her throat. Out and in again as I gripped her head hard.

      “Mmhjgjg. Mmmghhmmm… YYeephhssss!” The spy tried to speak around my cock, eyes grinning pleasure as I began to fuck her mouth.

      It was the sight of my wife’s hand slipping down into the Russian’s skirts and the sounds of her fingers sliding into the woman’s wet sex that caused my balls to throb. Almost as if she could sense it, Annie flashed me a bright smile and stared with an excited expression, as Natalia struggled to swallow all my cum. A thick stream broke free of her lips, running down her chin, and Annie gathered it up with trembling fingers and fed it to the spy as she gasped, an orgasm tearing through her body from the taste of my seed and Annie’s nimble fingers.

      My toes and fingers were still tingling as Natalia stood on wobbly legs, her skirts falling to the ground. Her eyes were vacant, and I saw the struggle taking place in her psyche. The programming she’d endured, warring with the imprint I’d laid upon her soul. My connection with this woman was a slender trembling thing as Annie pulled her white panties down, revealing a firm round ass and wide hips.

      “Beg for it,” Annie breathed into the woman’s ear. My wife looked incredible as she ran a hand down the blonde’s lean body, “Beg me to let my husband breed you… Beg for his cock.”

      “Please,” Natalia whimpered, eyes pleading as they gazed into Annie’s, “all I’ve ever wanted is a family… to be warm and loved and love… don’t torture me with this!”

      “Oh, hon we would never,” Annie breathed, lips pressing into the blonde’s as she parted the woman’s tight lips, the fine blonde hairs glistening wetly as the pink flesh peeked out. “But your soul needs to be his… ours…”

      “Anything,” the spy whimpered into my wife’s lips, the sounds changing into pleasure filled moans as I drove forward, the fat head of my cock slipping inside her hot wetness.

      With slow deliberate thrusts I took her, bent over the counter, her cries of pleasure filling the house. Hands gripping her wide hips, I let my eyes linger on the svelte form of her rear and elongated back, as she arched it.. Annie’s hands cupped one of the woman’s breasts, fingers pinching the nipple as she flashed an eager grin up at me.

      “You’re so gorgeous, husband!” She groaned, wiggling free of her skirt as she did and bending her pert little ass over beside the woman’s, “You’re so powerful… take her! Claim her pussy!”

      With my wife goading me on, I felt my balls tightening, the beast within sighing in contentment. As Natalia’s pussy clutched my cock in its third orgasm in as many minutes, the woman screaming in pleasure; I felt my own orgasm hitting me. Grunting in pleasure, my cock shot forth its seed, filling her womb and oozing out the sides of her tight pussy.

      Something strange happened then. The Russian spy went into powerful convulsions, eyes rolling back into her skull and muscles suddenly going slack. Only a quick move on my part kept her head from banging on the countertop as she sagged in my arms. Annie watched in shock, unsure what to do as Natalia convulsed in my arms, then as quick as it had begun, the seizure passed and she sat up, eyes wide and spun, my cock slipping from her as she reached up to grip my face.

      “Frequency… 27MHz…. passcode… 5832- NYZRU-7…”

      “What is this?” Annie asked before I could, “Passcode to what?”

      “Coordinates… where the team is gathering… Sir… please,” her eyes were filled with fear and worry, “you can’t abandon me now. The Komitet grip on my mind is… gone. I have no home, nowhere to go. Oh god… what have I done?”

      “You chose the path of peace over war,” Annie whispered as she wrapped her arms around the woman, “we’ll never abandon you,” letting her hand cup the woman’s lower belly she grinned a warm, loving smile, “We’re bonded now for all time.”

      “I have to go,” I would have had the words back the moment they were out of my mouth, for the hurt they caused in Natalia’s scent. However, a cold terror was working its way into my guts and I sensed time was running short.

      “Must you?” Darla asked, stepping closer, her clothes in disarray and face flush from her recent exertions, “Can’t you call someone? What about the military or local law enforcement?”

      “No time,” I said, dragging on my jeans, “You can call the local authorities, but they don’t even know the lab exists. I’m not sure what they would be able to do, and the closest base is hundreds of miles off. No, we’re alone here.”

      “What will you do?” Annie asked, one arm around the Russian woman’s back, holding her close.

      “He will kill them,” Natalia’s said, voice raw but fierce, “He is Alpha…” looking up, I met her baleful eyes and drew hard from the confidence I saw there, “Farang the little black-haired man is their best shot and whatever you do, don’t grapple with Boris… he’s an evil man.”

      “Keep them safe.” Annie nodded, as if she thought I was speaking to her, but Natalia knew who I meant it for. Giving me a small nod of understanding, I saw her take heart as she looked between the frightened face of Darla and the fierce expression on Annie’s.
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      Pulling my wife into a hug, I let my lips linger on hers for a long second before tearing myself away and running outside. The screen door banged shut behind me as I jumped off the porch, my driver’s face tense as if he could sense something was amiss.

      “Mr. Williams?” He asked as I ran towards the car, glancing curiously between the neighbor’s house and my own, “What’s going-.”

      “Do you have a radio?!” I hauled open the passenger side door, steel twisting in my haste, and found what I’d hoped in the glove box. Plopping down in the seat, I ordered, “Lab now!”

      He was pulling out before I’d managed to flip the dial on the hand transceiver. Face tight with questions, the man held his tongue as I dialed over to the frequency the spy mentioned. As I did, I told him most of what had happened that morning, leaving out a few of the more salacious details.

      He took it all in with remarkable calm, the extra whites showing around the edges of his eyes, and a cold sweat on his brow the only signs of the terror I sensed coursing through him. Warning him to silence, I dialed the frequency over until the static disappeared and pressed the button, connecting our signals. At first there was silence, then a rough voice spoke a single word in Russian and I felt my heart race at the confirmation. The driver jerked the wheel, shaken my something and I shot him a glare, motioning him to silence as I spoke quickly.

      “5-8-3-2-N-Y-Z-R-U-7,” holding my breath, I let go of the button and waited for a response. After a long pause, the voice returned, rattling off a series of numbers I struggled to memorize.

      “42.9133, -106.4750.” The driver repeated, tapping his skull, “I got it, sir. I got a mind for remembering numbers. Name’s I’m no good with, but numbers are easy. Where too now, sir?”

      “Keep driving to the lab,” I said, digging through the glove box for a map, “We need to warn the docs and if I know the military, that place will have a weapons locker somewhere.”

      “Then what you gonna do, sir?” The man asked me, the whites of his eyes showing even wider now.

      “I’m going hunting,” I growled, snarling when he shook, causing the car to veer into the oncoming lane for a moment. Schooling his eyes away from me I saw him swallow hard, my anger clearly having an effect on his composure, “What was that number again?”

      “It’s uhh, 42.9133… -106.4750,” he said, voice a touch breathless.

      Pushing the man and his worries out of my mind, I opened the map. It didn’t take long to find the coordinates location on the map, and when I identified where the lab was, I knew they must be accurate. According to the map, the Russians rally point was less than two miles away, in the back of some undeveloped property.

      The rest of the drive I spent planning how to engage the enemy. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a squad of my Rangers around me, because it would have been a simple thing to swoop down and take them out. As it stood, I was a single soldier, unarmed and without trained backup.

      The tall gates swung open and our car raced up the drive and around to the front of the building. Dr. Riggle was waiting near the front doors with a frown on her face. I could tell she was upset we were late, but when I leaped out of the passenger seat and raced up to the large double doors, her expression changed from annoyed to wary.

      “Mr. Williams, I must ask that you arrive on ti-… Oh dear heavens… what…?”

      The moment I drew near, the woman fell back, hand raised to her brow and face flushed as she breathed deep. Drawing to a stop several feet away, I couldn’t help but notice how powerfully my pheromones were affecting her.

      “Enemies are coming to attack this place,” my words shocked Dr. Riggle even further, and she shook her head, not believing me at first, “it’s true. I got a confession out of a Russian agent this morning. I don’t know when they plan to attack but capturing Dr. Wagner is their goal.”

      “Russians?” Dr. Riggle asked faintly, eyes wide and wet lips parted as she stared at my uncovered torso and swallowed hard.

      “You get all that?” I called to the two guards, who were frowning at me like I was a madman.

      “Russians? Here?” Said the more senior of the men, “Hmph, I’ll believe it when I see it.”

      I moved faster than either of the men could react, one hand on each of their throats, I lifted them before me, until their eyes met mine. Their feeble kicks did nothing to me and after a second of fruitless attempts both stilled, fear filling their expressions as my iron hard grip tightened imperceptibly, cutting off their air flows.

      “You can be lazy pieces of shit tomorrow,” I growled, struggling not to snap their necks in my sudden rage, “But today, you’ll do your jobs or so help me god I’ll tear your dicks off and stuff them your throats. Do you copy?”

      In my anger I’d shaken the pair a little and the younger man had wet himself, the stain spreading down his legs as he whimpered. The older guard was just as scared, but he was trying to shake his head, mouth working silently as he struggled to speak. Releasing my grip, I dropped both on their asses and gave them a final glower until both were nodding in agreement. Spinning on my toes, I marched into the lab in search of the good doctor.

      Like a leaf trailing in my wake, Dr. Riggle followed after me. Hurrying over to a desk, she picked up the receiver and referenced a sheet on the wall, dialed a long number. Leaving her to warn the authorities, I strode up to the hall’s main doors and threw them wide.

      I’d always entered from the side door, heading to my bathroom to get ready for the day’s testing. On the other side of the main entrance, I found a suite of small cubicles with low walls. A half dozen heads picked up when I threw the doors wide, eyes widening as the women stared in shock at my shirtless form. Ignoring them, I spotted Dr. Wagner bent over a desk, speaking with Nurse O’Callaghan. The young redhead spotted me and stood immediately, cheeks coloring a deep shade of red.

      “Mr. Williams?” Dr. Wagner asked when I strode in, adjusting his spectacles and blinking in surprise at me, “Sir, you should not be in here… the effects upon our staff… oh dear.”

      “No time for that now,” I growled, trying to ignore the scents filling my nostrils.

      I couldn’t parse one woman’s scent from another, they were such a riot in my head of lust, need, and overwhelming desire. If I hadn’t been driven by a more powerful imperative to protect the pack, I wouldn’t have been able to control my own desire for the half dozen cute secretaries.

      “Take me to the weapons closet,” I said, gripping the doctor’s upper arm and steering him towards the main hallway, turning to Nurse O’Callaghan who sat gripping her skirts in white-knuckled hands, her bottom lips trembling; I spoke quickly, “Get these women into one of the deeper labs, lock yourselves in and open the door for no one but me. You understand?”

      “No,” she said with a hard shake of her head, eyes widening in fear, she wrapped an arm over her womb protectively, “Dean what’s going on?”

      “An attack is coming, get yourselves to safety, now!”

      The barked command sent the women scurrying, and I put them out of my mind as I pushed the doctor before me down the hall, his feet only rarely managing to touch the ground as he struggled to hold his glasses in place and speak at the same time.

      “I don’t like being touched, sir, please unhand me!” Growling in frustration I let go of the man, but before I could shout another order he was speaking quickly, “Thank you, now as to weapons, there is a closet, but the key has been lost for months and I’m not sure-.”

      He was pointing to the end of the hallway at the back end of the lab, at an unmarked metal door. I hadn’t gotten three steps when the red lights flashed, and an alarm bell started ringing. Ignoring the rest of his words I hurried down the hallway pausing when a lab door flew open and Diana stepped out, light brown eyes fierce as she looked down and up the hall, eyes locking on mine.

      “What in the hell’s going on?”

      “Russians,” I said, folding the woman in a quick embrace, breathing deep of her scent and relishing the perfection of her, “They’re either already here or will be any moment.”

      Looking over Diana’s shoulder, I saw four frightened faces. The four women huddled together on a cot, clutching one another and staring at me with a mixture of desire and fear. I felt such an overwhelming desire to protect and comfort them, but there was only one way the beast within would let me do that.

      “We’ll get the others,” Diana said, her voice far calmer and assured than it should have been in the midst of such chaos, “and bring the ladies down into the basement. Doc keeps linens and other supplies there, only one entrance and it’s got a strong lock.”

      I met her eyes and wished I could have said all that was in my heart, but there was no time. Conveying all I could in a glance, I drew her into a quick kiss, relishing how her body seemed to melt into mine and the sigh of desire I heard from the four sitting nearby. Then I released Diana and raced to the end of the hall, passing another open door.

      Out of my peripheral vision, I saw another room with five cots and a group of women huddled in the middle talking earnestly with one another. The two who happened to be looking, shouted in shock as my half naked form ran past, and I recognized one of them as the local cheerleading coach, a vivacious blonde.

      It wasn’t difficult to put the five new women out of my mind, because the sound of a grenade exploding outside told me time was up. I reached the end of the hallways and hauled on the solid steel door, grunting when I found it locked. Wrapping a second massive hand around the nob, I planted a foot on the concrete wall and haled back with all my might.

      The nob twisted in my grip but slowly, ever so slowly, the steel plate holding it buckled. With a final effort I pulled hard to the side, popping the latch out of its seat and nearly fell on my ass as the door flew open. Inside was a small locker with a handful of weapons, ammunition and magazines.

      Sweeping up two M3 sub-machine guns, I slammed magazines in and threw them over my shoulders before grabbing up a pistol and another M3. When I turned and stepped back into the hallway, one of the exam doors was yanked open and a wild eyed lab coat wearing woman poked her head out. She took one look at me loaded down with weapons and threw herself back in the room.

      One long step carried me to the door, and I got a foot in before she could slam it shut. A waft of pheromones had struck me, and I smiled at the confirmation when I saw Nurse Keating laying on the table in a patient’s gown. The nurse clutched her abdomen protectively when I stepped in, but relief flooded her face when she saw it was me.

      “Dean, what’s going on?”

      “Russians are attacking,” I said, words punctuated by the sounds of small weapons fire from outside, drawing close, “Get into the basement with the rest of the women. Take her and anyone else you find with you,” I said hooking a thumb at the white-coated woman who didn’t know whether to be terrified or in awe as she stared up at me, one hand tentatively reaching out to run a gentle finger of the muscles of one bicep, drawing a frown from me.

      “The effects are… powerful,” the woman breathed as she stared at her trembling fingertip in awe, “Adrenaline, endorphins, serotonin, oxytocin, dopamine… they are flooding my body. Unconscious responses are taking place,” her knees parted, and one hand slipped between her legs, her entire body beginning to tremble as her scent filled with hungry desire.

      I was unmoved by both her desire and the woman’s startling beauty. Turning back into the hall I let Nurse Keating gather up the shaken woman. Trusting the competent woman to see to the odd doctor’s safety, I took off down the hall headed for the lab’s entrance. I was a few strides away when small weapons firing made it to my ears and I saw the two guards scrambling back, one bleeding from an arm as they fired behind them and ran for the doors.

      The younger guard tripped on his own feet and fell face first onto the steps, a spray of blood erupting from his nose. The senior guard glanced back, but the staccato of an assault rifle blast sent him scurrying. I saw dust kick up from the rounds that sprayed along the concrete and wall around the man, and had the double doors yanked open before he got there.

      “Sir!” He said in shock when I looked out the entrance, forcing him to cower at my legs, “There are hundreds of them! We have to flee!”
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      Ignoring the man, I strode down the steps, scanning the parking lot for the driver, I felt a sliver of fear at seeing him gone. Movement in the tree line caught my eye, and I saw two dozen figures emerging, the lead pair raising their assault rifles to take aim at me. Snatching the younger guardsman up in one hand, I turned and threw him at the older guard. Unprepared, the man stumbled back into the lab’s doorway, the pair staggering into the shadows.

      Turning back to the advancing enemies, I flashed them a broad smile, stretching my arms wide, inviting them to come dance. Angry voices reached my ears and the sight of muzzles flashes from all around, but their distance was too great, especially with the rifles they were using. I couldn’t help the booming laughter that bubbled forth from my throat as I stepped backwards into the lab, the glass windows crackling and popping as they were stitched with holes.

      “What we gonna do?” The older guardsman asked, one arm around his bleeding partner, “We’re all going to die! Oh god, they’re coming, quick, run!”

      The whites of the portly man’s eyes were bright as he watched the Russian advance. I ignored the terror and shame rolling off the pair. One long step took me to the massive desk and swinging the M3’s to my back, heaved it up onto its side. The desk was solid steel and heavy as sin. Muscles bunching, I strained, hugging the desk close and arching my back to pick it up off the ground. Three shuffling steps forward and I had the thing wedged crosswise in the double doors.

      It wouldn’t hold for long, but it gave us time to haul the injured guardsman down the concrete hallway. Just in time too, because as we turned the corner several muzzles stuck through gaps between the desk and door frame, spraying bullets around the foyer. The sound of bullets ricocheting around the concrete room sped us along and I shoved the pair into the office space, frowning at what I found there.

      “You’re supposed to be in the basement,” I growled at Carol.

      “We couldn’t let you fight alone,” the pale brunette said, looking terrified but determined, as she clutched a handgun in trembling fingers. “Diana led the four of us up here… the rest were too scared, and Dr. Wagner wouldn’t let them go anyway, saying you hadn’t…”

      As Diana Robinson strode through the cubicles, Clara, Sandra and Barbara behind her, each with grim expressions and wielding their weapons awkwardly. All except for my goddess, whose pale brown eyes locked on mine and softened to see me unharmed. The terror that had been churning within abated when I saw the five of them safe but redoubled twice as strong when I heard something metallic bounce off the steel desk jammed in the doorway.

      Not bothering to shout a warning I swept all five women down to the ground not a half second before the mortar round exploded, tearing the entire face off the building and blowing dust, debris and chunks of concrete throughout the front hallways and offices of the lab.

      The world faded to a high-pitched whine as my ears throbbed in pain and I struggled to see more than a couple feet in front of my face. Mind and body still in shock from the blast, I wasn’t even aware I’d moved until I was kicking the door open and dumping the five women in the small exam room just down from the offices.

      Unable to hear the words Diana and Barbara were shouting at me, I grabbed the dark-skinned woman's weapon hand and raised it, pointing it out the small observation window. The woman took my meaning in a split second, calling out to the other women who lifted their weapons in hands ranging from frightened to hesitant.

      When the first two shadows staggered into the smoke-filled hallways, I snapped a fist before the women’s faces freezing those who were about to pull their triggers. I’d recognized our hapless guards and with a quick motion, signaled them into the room. Each was speaking quickly, but I couldn’t make out the words and they fell silent at one look of my face.

      Turning back just in time, I saw the first three shadows darting into the hallways, swirls of smoke curling around their raised arms and parting before the muzzles of their assault rifles. I raised my left hand, grabbing up the M3 hanging at my side, and swung my arm out the doorway, at the same time I chopped with my right, signaling Diana and the rest.

      The ploy worked perfectly.

      Rounds of assault weapons’ fire peppered the wall and ground around where my hand peeked out, while five guns went off at practically point-blank range as the window blew out, spraying shards of glass across the Russians as bullets riddled their torsos. The three crumped against the side wall and I popped my head into the hallway, sighting carefully, I let a hard blast of automatic fire into the office doorway’s gap, knowing another team would have been right behind the first.

      They rewarded me with twin screams of pain and the shadowy form of a body tumbling across chunks of broken concrete. Then I was forced back as their comrades sent their own fire in the direction of my muzzle flash.

      Rolling back into the exam room, I shook my head, the ringing still awful but not as acute as it had been, giving me some hope I wouldn’t be deaf forever. Something took hold of me as I rose to my feet. Before me knelt the five women, I’d bred just the day before, each staring up at me with awe and some hope now they might survive this. Their scents filled me and without sound to distract, the beast within broke the shackles civilization had put upon me.

      Trickles of warm blood ran down my neck and my eyes stung from where a brick had smashed my nose sideways, but if I was in pain, I couldn’t feel it. In fact, I felt just the opposite. I was truly free for the first time in my life and what’s more, there was a pack of wild tigresses bound to serve me and eager to be unleashed.

      As if time stood still, I could see myself reflected in each of their eyes; a towering figure of chiseled muscled in tattered blue jeans, wielding twin machine guns in either hand, more slung over shoulders and tickles of blood streaming down his face. For one terrible moment I was in awe of myself, then the world right-sided and I drew in a deep breath, tasting the air, sampling both ally and foe.

      Turning to the two men cowering in the corner, I threw them one of my M3’s and growled an order. It wasn’t words I uttered; I was beyond the need for simple words when communicating with those who knew their place, and from the awed expression on both as they stared up at me, they both did now. Shuffling forward, they positioned themselves so they could cover the front entrance as I lead my pack deeper into the lab, hunting our prey.

      Hands once nervous with the heavy weapons in hand, now gripped them with a confidence few seasoned soldiers possessed. Heads on swivels, I directed them into open offices, sweeping behind us as we passed, making sure everyone had gotten below. We hadn’t moved thirty paces before a filing cabinet gave a strangled cry and the narrow door flew open. Three muzzles flagged the spindly orderly, but my women showed uncommon restraint at keeping their nerves in check.

      The slender man was another matter. Eyes wide with terror, his mouth opened wide as he let out a scream and fled out and into the hallway. His flailing limbs avoided my grip, and all I held was a slender strip of green cloth as he disappeared around the corner.

      Barbara moved to follow the man, her curvy body crouched low, a frown of concern on her face, but I held her back. Tilting my head back I tested the air and felt the anger build in my chest and frustration swell within, as I pushed the blonde woman back towards the other exit. Grabbing her and Carol’s shoulders, I pushed the pair down to my knees just on the other side of the exit.

      There was a pregnant moment where all five swallowed hard, my cock throbbing as our minds flashed with images of wanton, sweaty, salivating need, but I forced the images out of my mind. Anger was the tool of war, forged into a cold hard talon and driven into your enemy’s flanks. It can prove your boon, or your undoing. For as it fuels the passions, it also burns down reason.

      Clinging to what little reason I had left, I passed an M3 to Carol and took her pistol. With a final grim nod, I turned down the corridor. Three long strides and I was turning into the bathroom I’d always used to get ready, only to find two men moving through it, closer than I’d guessed. They hesitated for one second and I saw an opportunity to turn into my advantage.

      Anyone who's been in the shit will tell you bullets aren’t endless. In fact, they run out far faster than you might think. A man either gets good at killing without, or he better hope he’s lucky. Until recently I’d never accounted myself a lucky man and now, I wasn’t only protecting the soldiers, or pack, at my side, I was protecting the hope they held in their wombs.

      My left hand swept out, fingers hooked like a talon, connecting with the soft tissue of the farther man’s throat. I couldn’t hear if he’d shouted a warning before the flesh tore and a fan of blood sprayed out. However, the closer man took the butt of my pistol straight to his forehead, the bone caving in like soft mud, brains and blood squeezing out his eyes and ears as he toppled to the floor.

      Sandra and Clara knelt, taking the men’s assault rifles, shoulders convulsing as they both dry heaved at the sight of the mangled bodies. The high-pitched whine had faded in my ears, but everything still sounded far off and distant. Pausing for a second to check the women’s weapons, showing the pair where the safety was on the Russian weapon, two sounds reached my ears faintly, sending a shiver of fear into my gut.

      First was the steady staccato beat of an M3 firing back where we’d just come from, indicating the Russian’s were making a push through the front of the lab again. The second sound was the screech of a familiar car’s tires from out back, followed by the pops of small weapons fire. A scream of fear reached me from out back, just as the car skidded to a halt and all thought vacated my mind.

      The part of my mind still able to think rationally hovered in the back, only able to observe as concrete sloughed off the wall when I bounced off it in my haste. There was a man just backing into the lab, clearly unaware his comrades who’d gone in ahead were dead. Other figures were backing up in front of the man, their muzzles flashing as they trained them on a beige sedan parked at an angle behind two trees.

      Seeing red, I slammed the first man’s head into the door jamb. Bone and brains turned to pulp, the steel door jamb crumpled beneath the force of my blow. Pistol forgotten, I strode amidst the terrified Russian’s, fingers digging into soft flesh and tearing, gripping limbs and yanking them out of sockets. A hot bee sting struck my side, the pain fading as quickly as it had appeared.

      Grinning, a feral smile at the little pale man who stared at the rifle he’d just shot me with as if it had failed him, I grabbed his skull with one massive hand. A hard yank tore it free, blood fountaining into the air from the stump of his neck as his corpse fell back. Spinning on my heel I threw the skull overhand like a baseball, growling in satisfaction when it crunched into the back of a fleeing man, spilling him to the ground.

      My pack swarmed around me, their rifles and pistols peppering the groaning bodies with bullets, finishing my work. I only had eyes for the short brunette running up to me, pale blue eyes bright with excitement and a Russian assault rifle held awkwardly in her hands, a half step behind her strode the tall figure of Natalia, face grim as she looked around at the corpses.

      The sight of my wife stilled the raging beast within, letting a measure of sanity return to my mind. It also filled me with fear as the sound of machine gun fire was followed by twin screams and cold seeped into my belly. Locked in place, wanting to sweep Annie in my arms, and needing to race back inside to deal with the advancing threat, I hesitated for one terrible moment.

      “Go, Dean,” Annie said, eyes tracing the lines of my face and reading the fear there, “Go save them! We’ll make sure no one gets in this way.”

      My love for Annie swelled at seeing her courage, but it wasn’t until Diana Robinson placed a gentle hand on my shoulder, her eyes soft as she gazed into mine. Without needing to use words, the Goddess told me she’d protect Annie and the rest. Giving the amazing woman a quick nod of thanks and ignoring the sliver of jealousy I sensed from Annie, I spun, long legs carrying me back into the smoke-filled interior of the lab.

      I got two steps before the pain hit me. Pressing my right arm against my side, I hissed out a breath; the ache sharpening as I breathed in. A quick glance showed me a deep gash through the skin on my side and the meat of my back muscles, and I was certain at least one rib was broken. Grimacing, I pushed the pain down, drawing in a deep breath and letting the rage within swell as I tasted the blood of allies on the air.

      Smoke billowed, and the strobing red security lights filled the corridors and rooms with an eerie light. Sounds were returning to me, but in the close confines and dense concrete walls I couldn’t trust my ears to warn me, instead I relied upon scent, sinking back into the beast once more, letting instinct guide me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 25

          

        

      

    

    
      My memories of the next few minutes are hazy. All I can recall, even with my eidetic memory, are flashes of terror filled faces as I loomed out of the darkness, or the feel of bones breaking beneath my hands, flesh tearing. I shudder to remember the flashes of pleasure I felt as the warm blood of my enemies sprayed across my naked torso and their whimpers of pain faded.

      I stalked the Russians to the back corner of the lab, leaving a trail of broken and bleeding bodies behind me, until I spotted a tall blonde figure I recognized kick open the basement door and disappear down into the dark stairwell. Lip curling back in a feral grin, I advanced only to feel a sledgehammer sized fist crash into my gut, knocking the wind out of me and causing my wounds to burn with pain.

      Before I could recover, another fist hit my side, causing white lights of pain to explode in my brain as I felt bone grinding on bone in my ribs. Fearing a sharp edge might puncture my lungs, I rolled clear of the third haymaker sweeping in. My senses reeled from the blows and the massive presence blotting out the strobing red lights.

      The man I faced was easily half a foot taller than me and terrifyingly wide across the shoulders. I couldn’t see his face with the light behind him, but his bald pate gleamed dangerously. His movements were that of a killer, unpretentious and quick to seize an opportunity. Without missing a beat, he followed me along the wall, hands up to protect his face and crouching low.

      Pushing off the wall, I drew in a quick breath, shaken to my core at what I sensed from this man. Here was a man equal in savagery and will to my own. Another who’d been warped by a catalyst, only in him it had perverted instead of perfected. Not a man of primal powers, he’d been twisted by sadism. The reek of his perverted desires raising my own hackles.

      The kick came faster than I could block, perfectly placed to strike my side and arm, pressing the elbow into my broken ribs. White teeth filed to points flashed in the smoky darkness when he heard my grunt of pain, and I only just managed to turn aside the stabbing fingers that sought my eyes. Locking my fingers with his, I trapped one of the beast’s arms.

      The move nearly proved my undoing for he dragged me towards him, head driving forward for my nose and I only just ducked down. Stars exploded in my brain when our skulls struck one another and I staggered back, eyes wild as I sought to gain control once again. The world snapped into focus and I saw the bald beast's hand was still locked in mine and his face twisted in a frown of pain, the skin of his forehead split and bleeding.

      In the man’s other hand, he’d been drawing a handgun from his belt and it hovered, half raised, pointed down the hall. At that very moment, Annie and Diana skidded through the dust-filled opening and froze when they saw the monster I was locked in combat with. His reach was such that I couldn’t grab the gun or wrist that held it without moving around his torso, and he was already coming around, red eyes filling with rage as they focused on me.

      It was the fear filling Annie and Diana’s eyes that woke the beast once more. My hand moved faster than eyes could track, palm slamming into the bald bastard's face and bouncing the back of his skull off the hall’s concrete block wall. Flexing my fingers, I dug them into the flesh of his face and throwing my weight behind it smashed the back of his head into the brick wall.

      The pistol barked once, twice, three times in quick succession before clattering to the ground. The bullets ricocheting around the hall, but in my madness I didn’t think to disarm him, or even if he’d hit my wife or lover. I wanted… No; I needed to see this man dead by my hands.

      Again, and again I smashed his head into the dense gray bricks. Ignoring his hand tearing at my arm and lifting my shoulder to block his grip on my neck. When he sank pointed teeth into the meat beneath my thumb, and worried at the flesh, it only increased my rage, the pain was nothing compared to what this creature would do to those I loved if I failed to end him here and now.

      The buzzing in my ears faded and my own scream of rage reached me at the same time the concrete caved in. The man beneath me had gone still, but still I smashed his skull into the wall. Each time the concrete cracked and crunched, the wall denting inwards, was met with another spray of blood, but the beast’s skull refused to crack.

      Finally, I released the man’s limp hand, taking his head in both hands and drove it forward with a powerful thrust, breaking through the concrete bricks and bending the pipes within the wall, twisting the brute’s shoulders, I felt the bones of his neck snap. With a final spasm that sent me flying and cracked the pipes, I’d twisted his head in. The beast died.

      Rising to my feet, I drew in deep lungful’s of air, cold water spraying across me from the broken pipe. Blood, viscera and chunks of pink flesh sloughed off me as I staggered through the torrential spray towards the spiraling steel stairwell leading down.

      “Dean!” Annie called from behind, her voice faint but reaching through my damaged eardrums. I ignored her as the steel staircase creaked under my weight and I focused in on the harsh voice strained and near to screaming as it spoke.

      “Can you still doubt our power?! Your pretty boy is weak! A fool! You heard Boris break him good doctor, now come, before I kill these big breasted idiots of yours.” The scrape of heel from directly below and the gleam of red flashing lights on the barrel of a rifle told me the man was directly below the stairwell I was descending.

      Gripping the railing in one hand, I vaulted over it easily, dropping straight down to say hello to my new neighbor.

      Luck was in the man’s favor, at first at least. The moment I began dropping, he turned with a set of manacles in his other hand, moving out from under me. The room flashed into view as I passed into it, the red glow setting a dozen frightened faces in stark relief.

      Needles of hot pain shot through my feet and up my legs when I hit the hard concrete, but it hadn’t been far enough to break anything. Ivan spun, eyes wide with shock to see me. He raised his rifle in trembling hands, but mine were faster. One paw wrapping around his slender neck, I watched his eyes bulge as my finger squeezed tight, crushing his throat.

      Heart hamming, breath hissing in and out of my nostrils, I watched the light fade from the Russian killers’ eyes. Releasing the corpse, I let it tumble away as I drew in a deep breath, sampling the air. As if my strings had been cut, I sagged, suddenly weary as I sensed every threat either dead or no longer a threat.

      “Mr. Williams!” Dr. Wagner said, taking a step forward and raising a hand as if he might catch me but unable to close the gap and shying away, “Are you… are you well?”

      “See to those upstairs Helmut,” Dr. Riggle said, an odd strain punctuating each word as she pushed several of the office workers I’d seen earlier aside. “We… we must… Oh dear me, we’ve lost all semblance of the protocols… Helmut you must enact Bravo Protocol,” her eyes burned in the dim red light and I clutched my side, only now recognizing the powerful aroma rolling off the dozen or so women huddled between storage shelves.

      “Once again your wisdom is exceptional,” the small man said as he shuffled past me. Eyeing my wounds, he cast a worried look at the good doctor who stepped closer on trembling legs, “Dean… you realize what will happen once-.”

      I cut him off with a growl, rising on suddenly enervated legs, my kill and trophy presented, I refused to be seen or feel weak around these women. Rising to my full height I let my eyes sweep the room, taking in office workers, orderlies and the five other subjects. Every pair of eyes I met shown with the same hungry need I felt, the tight confines of the room filling their heads with my overwhelming pheromones.

      Settling my gaze on the trembling Dr. Riggle, I gave a single growl of need, sending Helmut scrambling up the stairs, as Eleanor fell to her knees, lips and hands shaking as they reached for me. My pain forgotten, I stood as lord and master while the brilliant woman drew forth my manhood. Gentle gasps sprang up around the room when it flopped free and I saw hungry grins tug at several sets of lips.

      The room froze, the silence absolute. I could have heard a pin drop, as a giant bead of pre-cum oozed from the throbbing tip of my cock. The scent of it filled the air, and I saw lips moisten, breaths deepen and knees part as they became inundated with my pure alpha-ness. With a dozen witnesses. She threw aside dignity and wrapped her thick lips around the head of my cock, eyes locked on my face to watch the pleasure blossom there.

      The Russians came to kill what was mine. They came to take this brilliant woman and her partner. To take what was mine.

      “Mmhhmmnnng! Pleeeshghyy iisjiii neejeeehheeeddddd gglucklcluck!” Eleanor moaned around my cock, her lips writhing as she struggled to speak and suck at the same time.

      Reaching a hand down, I calmed the good doctor, guiding her head forward and feeling her soft throat stretch around the fat head of my cock. With my balls churning and the beast within sated for the moment, I lifted my head and let my eyes pass over each woman once more, only this time I didn’t seek for willingness; I commanded without words.

      Dr. Riggle worked to imprint herself with my cum, greedy tongue slithering back and forth along the sensitive underside while her free hand slipped down to tug at my balls, releasing a flood of cum down her throat. As she drank deep, readying her dripping pussy with her other hand, I growled a primal sound, sending a shiver of pleasure, not only through the good doctor, but the nervously disrobing women as well.

      They all watched in fascination; some never having imagined the act of putting a man’s cock in her mouth. When Eleanor collapsed in orgasm, hands gripping her lab coat and body convulsing as she licked her lips, making sure to get every drop of my cum. Little gasp of shocked surprise came from a few when I ripped the doctor’s coat off her shoulders and tore open her blouse, buttons popping free.

      The older woman’s eyes rolled back into her head and her ass pressed against me, knees turning in as she relished being manhandled. Eyes still scanning the group of women, I roughly tore open the doctor’s bodice, freeing her massive breasts and groaning in desire as the heavy round orbs tumbled free. Capped in shiny pink nipples, they hung down, and the woman shook in orgasm as my thick cock throbbed into steely hardness between her plump ass cheeks.

      Almost like a beast, I leaned into her back, steely cock digging into her ass. One arm holding up her body, hand full of soft breast, I lowered her to her knees and rocked my hips back. My dick slipped along the slick fur of her pussy and, with a hungry growl, I drove home. Like magic, her soft pussy tightened around me, gripping my cock like a glove as I sank deep into her womb.

      “Sarah, nnghh! Note… the moment of… ohh god already! Cuming!” The beautiful doctor’s face twisted into a hard grin, hands clutching my arm as if her life depended on it as I pulled my dick out of her clutching pussy until just the head sat within her. “The moment… he connected with me… I knew how perfect Helmut’s work here is… Oh god… Again! Orgasming again!”

      I slammed deep, feeling the opening of her cervix tickling the head of my cock. I held myself up with three fingers against the wall and my feet against the ground, Eleanor held beneath me. Turning my head, I saw awe painting the faces of every woman watching.

      The five women who’d been brought in as test subjects were some of the most beautiful and buxom women I’d ever seen. The first five I’d bred were a disparate group, varied in race and background, but this set were all similar in their matronly bodies and stunning features. Dr. Riggle’s shaking fingers stroked my chin as she stared up at me in absolute devotion. She watched me taking in the five subjects and her office staff and grinned, speaking up in between moans of orgasmic bliss.

      “For you,” She breathed, “Most… ungh! Beautiful I could… find… Ngh! Young and…. Eager oh dear heavens again cuming again! NNghhhNNNN!”

      Of the five, two smiled shyly, cheeks blushing when they heard the praise, but unable to look away from my thick cock piercing the doctor’s tight sex. The other three’s eyes took on a predatory gleam, and I saw them share an eager glance, nodding quickly, before hurriedly peeling one another’s clothes off. Unlike the nurses, orderlies and other subjects who disrobed slowly and with half a mind, these three made a performance out of the act. They were obviously friends, and every few seconds they shared eager giggles and grins, their comfort with one another apparent, although it was clear this sapphic experience was new.

      Clutching Dr. Riggle’s massive breast in a shocked hand, I couldn’t look away from the three as they slipped each other’s blouses off, soft hands cupping massive bra clad breasts before popping the straps. Sharing a grin, the three pressed close, clearly getting off as I stared hungrily at their display. As one, they bent forward, kneeling close and let their thin lacy bras slip free, revealing three sets of massive pale breasts, each more delightful than the last.

      “Oh, God!” Eleanor screamed, her cry of pleasure echoing off the basement’s solid walls, “It’s… bigger!”

      My balls were churning, and I felt the orgasm nearing, the beast within purring as it sensed the imminence of breeding with this brilliant and beautiful woman. My eyes wouldn’t leave the three women, who’d now slipped their hands within one another’s panties, arms woven through one another and massive breasts pressed together as they touched their friends’ pussies tentatively for the first time.

      As my orgasm swept through me, toes curling and arm trembling as it gripped Eleanor, I felt her whole body seize up, eyes rolling back into her skull, mind unable to deal with the overwhelming pleasure. Leaving the woman in the care of her assistant, the young strawberry blonde haired, Sarah, I rose to my feet, feeling surprisingly refreshed, the pain of my injuries faded, the blood no longer flowing.
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      I stood like a Greek god as the three friends crawled towards me, their panty clad asses swaying back and forth, blushing faces eager as they shared wicked smiles with one another. When the large bead of pre-cum oozed out, filling the room with a distillation of my pheromones, every woman swayed and gave a soft moan of desire. The three who I was about to take were hit the strongest, each swaying, nearly bowled over as they sat up on their knees, staring in awe at my throbbing cum-slick cock.

      Footsteps started down the spiraling steel staircase, causing the three to hesitate, expressions pained as they held themselves back. Drawing in a deep breath, I felt a smile tug at my lips as seven sets of feet descended. The small basement got crowded and several women pushed shelves back against the wall, making more room for Annie, Natalia, and the five women I’d bred the day before.

      “I see you ladies are about to sample my husband,” Annie breathed, as she pressed herself to my side, bright blue eyes locked on the three kneeling women whose expressions had gone from delirious with desire to nervous and ashamed the moment Annie draped herself on me.

      “Come,” Annie purred when the women blushed, “Don’t be shy,” slipping her small hand around the base of my cock, she reached out with the other and drew a woman’s face close. The beautiful blonde looked from my wife to me nervously, her pupils flashing wide as she breathed in the scent of my pre-cum. With a strangled moan, she leaned forward, sucking my cock into her warm mouth. “Good girl, now the rest of you… take a taste of him… let it free your minds of the shame and guilt you feel… yes, just like that.”

      Each took a turn, sucking the head of my cock into their mouths. Next was the strawberry blonde with her big curls and thick pink lips. The woman sighed in pleasure as she sucked the tip hard, tongue teasing more pre-cum from the slit, until she gave a convulsion of pleasure, body shaking and eyes widening as she tasted me fully. Her friend pulled her into her arms, kissing her, tongue darting into the woman’s mouth, seeking every drop of my seed, while the third let Annie guide her into sucking me deep. The shy brunette’s throat softened, accepting my cock deep without gagging.

      “Mmmhmm,” I moaned, and her two friends broke off their kiss, watching with awe as the woman deep throated my cock, her nose pressed into my pubes, throat humming and eyes watering.

      Annie pinched my behind and planted a warm kiss on my cheek, whispering, “Enjoy, baby,” in my ear, before slipping off to the side to move amongst the watching crowd. Diana and the rest had moved through the nurses and orderlies. Wherever they went, gentle words and soft touches relaxed, while heated words and illicit kisses helped the watchers devolve into their own sapphic orgy.

      The three women kneeling before me sucked and licked my cock together, trading the fat head back and forth. Their lips and tongues continued to touch and when one would wrap her hands around my cock, sucking me deep and working me with the best of her abilities, the others would caress, kissing, touching one another.

      At first it was for my benefit, the women loving how hard my cock got when I watched them suckling the other women’s nipple or kissing her, but soon the pleasure was enough motivation, and combined with the wet sounds and moans picking up all around the basement, they were able to do as they pleased, free of guilt of judgement.

      I felt hot lips on the side of my cock as a tongue teased the tip, and a warm mouth suckled my balls gently. I would have looked down as the orgasm built in me, but the sight trapping my gaze was just too incredible. Annie and Nurse Keating had each pulled a nurse into her arms. The women were in the process of slowly peeling the nurse’s uniforms off the women, pale young flesh winking into the open. The most incredible thing was watching my wife slip her hand into the young nurses’ panties, seeing her wicked grin as the nurse moaned, clutching my wife’s arm before finding her lips in a passionate kiss.

      The four women stood; hands buried between each other’s thighs as they fingered one another. My orgasm was just hitting but before it could a warm dark hand slid around my back as Diana pressed her goddess like body to my back, stroking me; the gorgeous woman and I both watched as my cum shot forth across the three women’s open mouths. Cheeks pressed together, the three friends struggled to lap up every dram of my seed, before they collapsed onto their backs, kissing and caressing one another, thighs slick with their juices.

      With Diana kneeling at my side, hands still stroking my cock, I pulled the three women close, positioning their hips one atop another. Others crowded in close and a massive set of breasts were pushed into my face, the shiny pink nipple hardening as I sucked hard. Then I was buried in the curly-haired blonde, her moans of ecstasy sending a shiver throughout the room as they all turned to watch. In pairs and three’s, they made out, kissing and caressing, eager for their breeding.

      Driving forward into the tightness of the blonde with hard, long strokes. I felt her pussy walls convulse around my cock and ripped my dick free and drove into the shy brunette’s, loving her wild cries and the sight of her kissing her blonde friend. Pulling out until just the tip sat in her sucking sex, I drove forward until our sexes smashed together. Running my hands up and down the women’s bodies, I let loose the last of my restraints, taking full advantage of the blonde’s massive tits as I caressed and played with them.

      With a shuddering cry, the brunette came on my cock and I sank into their third friend, the angle awkward but my own orgasm quickly approaching. With a shuddering bellow and three sets of lips on my face, neck and chest, I shot deep into the woman’s womb, pulling free and filling the next and the next, before my cock began to soften.

      “Thank you,” mumbled the curly-haired blonde, hands gentle as they stroked her friends’ breasts and belly, “It’s in me… do you feel it, sister?”

      “Like heaven itself,” smiled the other blonde.

      I would have stayed with the three, their shared kisses and caresses turning me on. However, Annie had other plans, and I soon found myself on my back, my wife and the nurse she’d stripped, pressing me down. With a wicked grin, my busty little wife swung her ass over my face, giggling in delight when my tongue made contact with her hard-little clit.

      I ran my hands down her back, gripping her firm little ass as my Annie leaned forward and speaking with short, gasping breaths, instructed her nurse and a couple others how best to suck their new Alpha’s cock.

      “Don’t just… hmmmph!... shove it into your throat… oh Dean… baby there… there!” With a shuddering cry she came on me and then an incredible sensation on my cock drew my attention away from my sexy wife and I felt a big load churning in my balls.

      I flooded several hungry mouths, feeling a connection bloom with the young women. Not ten seconds passed before my wife was pressing a pretty nurse down on my cock. The women’s slender body shaking and pale breasts trembling as she took me to the hilt. This was no fit state for an alpha to find himself in, even with the bevy of sexy flesh surrounding me. I needed to be active in my conquest.

      Growling, I rose, Annie yelping in surprise, then in glee as I pressed her pussy into the nurse’s hungry mouth. Dragging over the orderly Diana had been working on, I pressed the woman’s ass back, thrusting up into her waiting sex, then back down into the nurses. Taking them in turn, I watched my wife scream in pleasure as a tongue slithered into her pussy and bum, shocking her with pleasure.

      Everywhere I looked women were on hands and knees, on their sides or backs, embracing one another in a display of a sapphic orgy that kept my cock throbbing hard. There were times when my hard-on flagged, but whenever that happened Diana or Annie were there. Their beauty and the intimacy we shared sending new steel into my manhood.

      As the day, and then evening wore on, it would take the pair of them working in tandem to perk me up. That is until Dr. Riggle appeared from nowhere with a syringe, stabbing me in the thigh and flashing a cheeky grin. I was growling an angry response when the steroidal struck my system, heart hammering and cock aching painfully as it rose to absolute firmness.

      Whatever was in the doctor’s concoction nearly proved her undoing. For while that lovely drug coursed through my system, the beast was given free rein to rut to his heart’s content. The good doctor was screaming in mindless orgasms a minute later as I savaged her hungry pussy. Nurse Keating just happened to be within reach, the tall blonde woman having let her hair down hours before and presenting her ass for me.

      In my mindless need to fuck and with the slickness of my massive cock, it was three inches into the woman’s virgin ass before I realized her scream was one of shock, not pleasure. With an effort I drew my cock back, but the tall blonde gripped my hand where it held her hip.

      “No… oohhh… so big… it’s throbbing… do you want my ass, baby?” I growled in pleasure, eyes flashing as women shifted nervously around the room as they realized what was happening, “Fuck my ass…” Nurse Keating moaned, jaw dropping and drool gathering along one side of her mouth, “God damn you so big… making me… your bitch… your slut… ohhh…. Gonna be so… Biggg…”

      I’d felt pussies tighter than the older nurse’s wide ass, but nothing had felt quite like this sensation. The ring slipping up and down my cock felt like heaven and I sensed Nurse Keating was about to have her own massive orgasm, her body locked up, muscles vibrating harder than I’d seen in any before. As my cock throbbed, balls churning at the wickedness of what I did, the first little spurt of pre-cum filled her and the reaction was instantaneous.

      “Ngghheeaaaaaa!!!!!!” Nurse Keating moaned, eyes bulging and tongue lolling out.

      As my cum filled her ass, my toes curling and tingles of pleasure reading down my spine and out to my extremities, the woman reacted as if struck by lightning. Head and shoulder thrown back, her hair flew into my face, breasts thrust out as she cried out in bliss. Then, to everyone’s shock, she tumbled forward, my cock slipping free of her ass as she fell.

      Panting, I watched the woman slowly gather her wits, eyes refocusing as she stared up at me with awe. I wanted to question the woman, but the drug flowing through my veins wouldn’t let me, nor would Barbara who saw an opportunity. The bubbly blonde had one of the biggest and most beautiful asses I’d ever seen and when she pressed her tits into Nurse Keating’s face, she pushed that ass back until the tip of my cock ticked her tiny hole.

      “Mhmm,” Barbara purred, “Do it baby… make me…. yoURS!”

      She screamed out in shocked pleasure as I slowly pushed into her bowels. The tightness relaxed with shocking quickness, her body giving way for her Alpha and soon I was fucking her with long hard strokes just as I had the nurse. Keating meanwhile mumbled incoherently still, her mind still lost in a sea of pleasure as she sucked, tweaking and pinched Barbara’s large pale nipples.

      Not every woman wanted their ass fucked, but enough did that I soon grew tired of the mess. Leaving a pile of sated sweat and fully bred women to pick themselves up, Annie, Diana, Eleanor and a few others slipped off to the shower upstairs to enjoy the rest of the evening.

      The military would take over security of the lab. Going so far as to acquire the surrounding mountains as well, allowing me and my pack to build our little haven there. The doctors, I would come to learn, had a darker past in Germany, but were making amends in service to our nation. Being locked in there was less a penance and more a toy box.

      Over the decades, they’ve tested other serums on their prime subject. A few backfired, their effects being reversed eventually, but others have worked. Including the gift of clarity of thought, enhanced memory, and a longer life span. Like my friends the good doctors, I too have been locked within the confines of this lab, kept as both an experiment and a hidden weapon. For if we should ever face a grave enough threat, I and my growing pack are ready to bring woe be to our enemies or any who fail to acknowledge our dominance.
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      Serenity had been hitchhiking for two weeks. Leaving her beautiful west coast and climbing over the great sierras with nothing more than an old backpack full of clothes and a few dollars in her pocket.

      She was in search of something. Something she’d scented on the wind. A better world, or maybe just a better life. All she knew was that its call was powerful, and she seemed to be the only one who could sense it.

      Walking down I-80 with her left thumb out, she stared at the rising sun, wondering if her water would run out today or tomorrow. The high desert was a lot hotter than Pasadena, and Serenity feared what would happen to her once her water ran out. The thought of dying a dried out dusky husk wasn’t as bad to her as some others, for at least she’d feed the plants and animals of this beautiful, forbidding landscape.

      A VW van passed her in the opposite direction. The blonde flowerchild waved her hands at Serenity as if spotting an old friend, the van swerving as the woman took her hands off the wheel.

      “Peace be with you, beautiful sister!”

      Serenity beamed at the older woman, waving back and pirouetting once and feeling her white dress spin out. The woman laughed and then was gone, her little van trundling down the freeway in the direction of San Francisco and its wild love fest. Serenity would have been there in the thick of things if she hadn’t felt deep down that a stronger love lived out here and a higher purpose awaited her.

      Five minutes later the young woman was running forward as an older white sedan pulled to a stop on the freeway. Glancing in, just to make sure the driver wasn’t some brute with murder on his mind, she was relieved to see a middle-aged woman in a high-necked and long-sleeved white blouse and a long blue skirt. Serenity paused a moment, shocked by the pale woman’s stunning beauty, before pulling open the heavy door.

      “Where you headed?” The black-haired woman asked in a gentle voice.

      “East,” Serenity answered, blushing slightly at being unable to be more specific. If her vagueness bothered the woman, she showed no signs of it, just patting the leather-covered bench seat.

      “Well, better get on in then,” glancing around at the empty, hot desert she went on, “Unless you want to walk around out here another few hours until it gets so hot you drop from exhaustion.”

      “Thank you, ma’am,” Serenity said, clutching her backpack in her lap as she slipped onto the seat and shut the door.

      Dropping the car into gear, the woman pulled out. She was grateful almost immediately for the wind of their passage and escaping the sun’s heat. Taking the moment to look the woman over out of the corner of her eye, she saw a golden wedding band on her ring finger and the back seat was filled with canned goods, also sacks of rice, flour and other grains.

      “My apologies,” the woman said when she saw Serenity notice the fill back seat, “My name’s Carol Williams.”

      “Serenity,” the young woman said, shaking the woman’s proffered hand and marveling at the smooth creaminess of her skin. “What’s all that back there for?”

      “Just some supplies for my sister and our children,” the woman’s eyes sparkled with some suppressed amusement as she glanced over at the young budding flower child, “And you, darling? What brings you out here, other than a direction, that is?”

      Serenity gazed out the window at the dry but beautiful landscape for a long moment. With each second that passed, she left everything she’d ever known behind. Abandoning her family and loved ones on a quest all her friends had told her was ridiculous. She’d been the most beautiful and charming girl in her college, who willingly abandons such a thing.

      “A year ago, I started having… strange dreams,” Serenity admitted, shocked she was admitting the truth, cheeks reddening even further as she went on. “Every time I’d wake up and the air would be filled with this smell… I don’t know how to describe it.”

      “Like cool earth warming under the morning sun,” Carol breathed, a half-smile tugging at her lips. Serenity looked over sharply. “Mixed with a vanilla smooth musk that sends a shiver down your spine.”

      “Yes,” she said in excitement, “Exactly! It was more than a smell, though. It was like… I don’t know, a religious experience. Like communing with the Bhagwan or something. You’ve sensed it too?!”

      “That’s an apt metaphor,” Carol said, nodding, “and yes, but I’ve done far more than sensed our Lord.”

      “Lord?” Serenity frowned.

      From the woman’s fervent tone and conservative appearance, she suspected a religious angle. She’d never been a fan of the patriarchy and all religions had enshrined that fell institution in amber throughout history, in her opinion.

      “Oh, nothing like you’re thinking dear,” Carol said, shaking her head firmly, a frown of disapproval marring her exquisite features, “Annie would never hear of any man ruling over us, even Dean. No,” she shook her head again, face softening into a warm smile, “he’s the greatest of men, brilliant, powerful and kind but even he can see Diana has the wisdom needed to see the best path forward for us all.”

      “Diana?” Serenity asked in confusion.

      “She’s a black woman,” Carol said, turning sharp eyes on the young blonde, watching her expression keenly, “is that going to be a problem for you? A woman of African descent being in charge?”

      “What?!” Serenity asked, “Of course not! Wait, you’re telling me you’re heading to a place where a black woman is in charge? Aren’t you worried some rednecks will come torch your town or something?”

      “Hmph! Good luck to any who try, last posse that came up into our hills found out why we try to keep Dean… sated and home. No one wishing us harm can get within seventy miles without our Lord dealing with them,” the woman gave a slight shudder at a terrible memory, “And woe to them for their dark desires.”

      “It’s sounds like an interesting place,” Serenity said, her frustration with the woman’s odd talk only growing. Was she some kind of religious nut case? Glancing out at the scorching desert passing by, the young woman wondered if she’d gotten in the wrong car.

      Who am I to judge? Serenity thought to herself, I’m hitching across country because of a smell I can’t get out of my head.

      “You’ve never seen or smelled anything like it,” Carol said with that beatific smile once more tugging at her lips.

      “Smelled?” Serenity asked, “You mean where you sensed…”

      “We’re some hours away from home girl,” the woman said, patting Serenity’s jean clad thigh, “Why don’t you take a nap? There are some sandwiches and a coke in a bag behind my seat. Eat if you want. I’ll wake you before we get there so you can make yourself presentable.”

      Serenity frowned at the woman, but reached for the bag of food, her stomach rumbling with hunger. The thought of needing to make herself presentable was the last thing the independent and beautiful young woman would ever think to do, but she forgave the older woman for the comment. She didn’t know how much Serenity had embraced the movement. Eschewing the trapping of patriarchy and the systems of beauty and control forced upon women by their culture. Promising herself, she’d stay for a day to amuse the odd woman. She munched on the sandwich, then let the engine’s dull hum lull her into sleep.

      A gentle hand shook her, and Serenity sat upright. Neck aching in pain and surprised to have slept so deeply, she peered out the tinted windows. Blinking to clear the sleep from her eyes, the young woman straightened, pushing her mane of golden hair behind her ears and staring around in awe. Three mountain peaks surrounded the green valley. Their white peaks reaching down through thick forests to green hills that swept into a sea of crops and gardens.

      Everywhere Serenity looked, she saw a bounty of growing things and animals. Perfect little white houses sat in small clusters of two or three with packs of boisterous children playing together. Women in clothing of all sorts moved through the gardens and farms or played with kids; even a couple stood beating rugs on their porches. The golden sunlight lit the world in perfect relief, and for a moment Serenity felt like she’d been transported inside a greeting card. Then she drew in a deep breath and gasped in shock, clutching her back close and turning wide eyes on Carol.

      “It’s the…!”

      “Is it now?” The older woman asked with a raised eyebrow.

      “You know!” Serenity accused, “Please… you have to tell me… what is it?”

      “It’s a thing that’s better experienced than spoken of,” popping open her door, the woman stepped out of the car, a waft of powerful pheromones swept past Serenity and she swooned, clutching at her jeans with suddenly damp palms, “Come on dear, he’s been expecting you.”

      “He?” The young woman asked, her thoughts fuzzy, brain feeling full of cotton.

      “Our Lord is more than a simple HE,” Carol laughed lightly, “but you’ll see.”

      This time it was the beautiful young woman’s turn to harrumph before saying, “I’ve yet to meet a man I’ve been impressed by. The jocks at school were all idiots, and the nerds have no spine. Hopefully, we can get the changes in place we need to…” suddenly speechless, Serenity’s feet didn’t seem able to carry her forward as an enormous figure loomed in the darkened interior of a small cottage just ahead of them. The mass of the man gave her pause, but more than that was the power she sensed in him. She didn’t know how, but she could feel his eyes on her, the gaze of the predator locking her muscles in place.

      “This is today’s?” Asked a rich, vibrant voice, shaking Serenity out of her reverie. Glancing to the side, she trembled to see the most beautiful woman in the world leaning casually against a tool shed.

      “Found her walking in along the western road,” Carol said with a fond smile, “Poor thing has no idea what’s in store for her.”

      “Poor?” The tall, dark-skinned woman asked with a smirk, her pale brown, nearly golden eyes settling on Serenity’s blue ones with a speculative look. “I remember it as one of the most glorious of my life. Tell me, girl,” the woman said, addressing the young blonde, “what brilliance do you bring, to add to our community?”

      “B… brilliance, ma’am?” Serenity asked, finding it hard to address the woman whose skin was so flawless, whose body was so effortlessly graceful and perfect.

      “That thing you do,” Carol said gently, “that no other can.”

      “Oh,” Serenity said with a deep blush, “It’s stupid… and they never let me take the advanced classes, but I’ve always thought math was just… simple. Easy.”

      “What did I tell you?” Diana said to Carol with a knowing smile.

      “I don’t know how, but you always know what he needs… or what he summons to us.” Serenity opened her mouth to ask a question, but Carol patted her hand and went on, “Don’t worry, we aren’t putting rockets in space, just satellites so our Lord can hunt the whole word. Speak of the devil…”

      The woman turned and Serenity felt her heart seize as the screen door of the small cottage creaked open as a large man stepped out onto the porch. The sounds of children playing in the distance faded, as did the rest of the world. All disappeared as Serenity gazed upon a figure out of myth and legend.

      Clad in a pair of faded blue jeans and nothing else, his chiseled physique reminded her of Michelangelo’s David. Only instead of stone, this man was so very real. The boys of her high-school and college had never interested her much, nor was she the type to chase after her professors. Unable to say if this towering man was twenty or forty, she found her eyes unable to leave the chiseled lines of his face.

      There could be no doubt that here was the source of that niggling odor which had drawn her nearly a third of the way across the country. Trembling, she made her way forward, his gentle eyes comforting her, easing the fear that threatened to engulf her. She knew she stood on the edge of a precipice and once over that edge there’d be no turning back.

      As the late afternoon light lit the man, the young woman saw his eyes take on a preternatural glow and the center of her being quaked. When the low growl rolled through her, the hairs on the back of her neck and arms standing up, she felt a craving deep in her belly. A hunger she’d never known before and could only pray this godlike creature would let her worship at the altar of his masculinity.

      For that’s what this was. This man was unadulterated masculinity and goodness, free of the need to dominate those who’d bonded with him. Free of the weakness in other men’s hearts that lead them down darker paths. Breaking free of the spell for one moment, Serenity gazed around the valley in awe, amazed at the bounty she saw, all ruled by women. At the heart of which lived this Alpha Man, like a lion with his pride. Unless a threat came to the homeland or for those he loved, here he would remain, drawing in the most remarkable in all the land.

      “Come, Serenity,” Carol said, surprising the young woman who hadn’t seen the woman walk up or felt her take her hand, “Your Lord, awaits.”

      “I’ve never…” the young woman breathed, panic entering her voice, along with a touch of shame, “How could I possibly compare…”

      “Come,” the beautiful, pale-skinned woman said, drawing the blonde up the steps, “I can guide you.”

      A low growl issued from the man’s throat as he stepped back into the shadows of the house’s interior. The sounds reaching into the pair and drawing them forward.

      “Thank you,” the young woman whispered, clutching the older woman’s slender arm and feeling her sex heat at the thought of was to come, mouthwatering, she swallowed hard, “thank you, thank you… oh my…”

      Serenity’s mind filling with images of the life she wanted, the love and community, peace and prosperity all should have. More than that, coloring everything was a desire so deep it terrified her. A desire not only within her, but within this man before her as well. With trembling hands, she clung to Carol and sighed in delight as they sank to their knees before the man.

      Looking up, she was shocked at his looming presence, not threatening, but solid and inescapable. Not that she had any desire to flee. Just the opposite, Serenity found herself filled with thoughts and desires she’d never had before, her pussy and nipples aching painfully. The first button of his jeans popped open and the massive manhood trapped within flopped free.

      Its magnificent beauty shook the young woman to her core, but it was nothing compared to the taste as she ran her moist tongue over the soft flesh. Moaning in pleasure, she took the beast into her mouth, sucking hard and watching the man’s handsome features soften in pleasure, sending a shiver of orgasmic bliss through her core.

      “Quite the eager young flower,” said a warm voice from over Serenity’s shoulder, “let me show her a trick or two, Carol. There’s a dear.”

      The tiny black-haired beauty looked up with breathless excitement at the matronly woman who licked her thick lips and sank beside Serenity. The young woman had never seen a more gorgeous or endowed beauty. The woman’s smattering of greys only further enhanced the contrast of her dark hair and pale skin. The cute, upturned nose and finely sculpted lips curved as the woman flashed Serenity an eager, almost youthful grin.

      Pale blue eyes focused on Serenity’s and she felt almost hypnotized by the older woman’s beauty. A gentle kiss was her first with a woman and parting with breathless desire she was confronted by a throbbing bead of clear pre-cum that the matron licked off quickly and passed over to Serenity in a deep kiss, tongue invading the girl’s mouth.

      Lips still pressed together, their hands clasped around the thick shaft, Darla guided the younger blonde’s thick lips into a pucker and coached her in how to worship their Lord’s cock properly. Carol meanwhile had stood and slipped free of her clothing, pressing her slender body against Dean’s and watching the man’s mother-in-law teaching the young co-ed, as they sucked his cock together.

      Annie passed through the living room, sharing a fond smile with Carol as she watched her mother engage in her favorite task. Any other day the beautiful brunette would have eagerly dropped down to show the new flower a thing or two herself, but today she’d promised Diana they’d tour the classroom together. Their girls were starting a new project, designing a computing system to help store the doctor’s volumes of research.

      “Remember, we have lunch with the visiting professor, dear,” Annie commented, grinning when her husband grunted in acknowledgement.

      “I’ll make sure he doesn’t miss it,” Darla said to her daughter, before turning back to her newest protégé, “there you go dear, relax your throat… just like that.”

      Serenity purred in time with her new Lord, the man’s eyes burning with fierce desire, her womb aching to accept his seed. She’d found the idyllic home she’d always dreamed of. The reality ending up being hotter than anything she could have dreamed of.

      With a moan of pleasure, the gorgeous man flooded her mouth with his sweet seed, and she felt her body convulse, racked with euphoria, and she swallowed as quickly as she could. Hot lips found hers and she shared the delicious cum with her matronly friend and then with Carol, before the pair bent her over. The cool air caressing her panty clad sex. In those precious seconds before Serenity learned the true meaning of her name, the girl realized she was finally home. To the place, she was always meant to be.

      
        
        THE END
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      YEAR — 1984

      

      I met Jocelyn in our last year of college. She was an anthropology major locked in the library studying every weekend, and I was on the last year of law school getting ready to take the bar. It was she who approached me, seeing right off that my shyness would prevent me from making the first move. Our quiet flirtation grew that afternoon, and I mustered the courage to ask her out for dinner.

      One year later, we were married in a small ceremony with family and close friends in attendance. Jocelyn didn’t want a large wedding, preferring to put the money toward a house. Her prudence only confirmed why I’d married the woman. Those first few months in an apartment were a whirlwind of lovemaking and growing pains as we adjusted to living with each other, but we grew closer each day.

      Initially, the only odd thing about being married to Jocelyn was how she was with her family, especially her mother. I get along fine with my family, but I’ve never been particularly close with any of them, not since growing up and heading off to school. But Jocelyn spoke with her mom every night on the house phone, often for hours at a time, and to my occasional embarrassment, they talked about everything.

      Over those first months, Jocelyn brought up the idea of buying her mother’s extra property, and at first, I resisted. But seeing how much she missed her mom, I knew she’d be happier there. Her mother, Barbara, brought it up whenever she was around as well, adding to the pressure. Paulson is a small town, but I was able to land an interview at the local prosecutor’s office and made the proposal to her one night in our sixth month of marriage.

      “You want to move us to Paulson?” she asked with wide disbelieving eyes. “You’re serious? Oh, Tom, you have no idea what this means to me!”

      She threw her arms around my neck, kissing me soundly as her legs swung and I held her tight. Our kiss grew more heated and my hands ran down her slender back to grip the large swell of her firm behind only to have her push back, the hungry grin flashing into delight.

      “I have to tell Mom. She’ll flip out!”

      One stressful month later and we’d boxed everything up and packed the Buick. It was hours and hours of driving, but Jocelyn never lost her excitement, playing DJ with the radio station and telling me all about the quaint town.

      “Mom has lots of friends in the neighborhood,” she said, “and their husbands have a clubhouse or something they all go hang out at. I’m sure they would love to have you along. And the club has the best tennis courts. We’ll have to get rackets.”

      “And there’s really open tee times for the course?”

      “With Mom’s membership there is.” Jocelyn winked. “She and Daddy were founding members. You’re going to love the clubhouse. They serve the best french fries!”

      Paulson is an idyllic southwestern town situated high in the mountains between several small lakes. The snowmelt from the peaks keeps the valleys green and the rivers and lakes full most of the year. My perception of the area was of a red and dry landscape, perhaps mesa tops and cactus, but the little town I drove us into didn’t have any of that.

      Everywhere I looked were parklike landscapes with vibrant grasses and colorful flowers. They’d spared no expense in the town. The walkways and gazebos were all top-notch. The trees were small, evidence the town wasn’t more than a couple decades old, but they were thick with leaves, offering plenty of shade on the walking boulevards downtown.

      The local chemical plant had given birth to hundreds of jobs, causing the town to grow. Jocelyn’s father had been a senior engineer at the plant, earning himself a good living and buying them a house. The man had passed away during an accident at the plant when Jocelyn was in high school. The corporation that owned the plant gave her mother a hefty compensation package, allowing the woman to purchase a second house just down the street from hers.

      If not for the deal we’d worked out with her mother, there would have been no way we could have afforded a house right out of school. Something about the charity of it didn’t sit great with me at first, but we were paying a fair price and Jocelyn would be happier having her mom around.

      In the back of my mind, moving would be a chance to see the beautiful Barbara more often. The woman always took extra care when she dressed, often in country club attire. Jocelyn and Barbara took after one another in looks if not manner with golden hair and the type of hourglass bodies that made men’s mouths grow dry. Jocelyn has always been enthusiastic about life, bouncing off the walls and eager to be moving; whereas Barbara is a more conservative and sedate woman.

      The first time I saw Barbara, I knew I would be a lucky man if Jocelyn agreed to marry me, for the mother is often an indicator of how a woman will age and Barbara couldn’t have aged any better. The entire drive to Paulson, I couldn’t get her off my mind, and Jocelyn didn’t help any with all her chatter.

      Eventually we arrived in town, hauling a trailer filled with all our worldly possessions. Turning into the cul-de-sac, I spotted our new house at the far end. Swinging the Buick around, I backed the trailer up into the driveway and put on the parking brake, happy to have finally made it.

      Jocelyn had warned me that the neighborhood was one big community, and true to her words, a dozen couples streamed out of their houses with small baskets of baked goods or little treats for the newlyweds. The first to arrive were the immediate neighbors. The wife introduced herself to me as Suzy and handed Jocelyn a wicker basket of blueberry muffins.

      “They aren’t much, but at least you don’t have to worry about having the kitchen all unpacked and put away before breakfast tomorrow.” The woman was immaculately dressed in a calf-length loose linen skirt and a red blouse that hugged her flawless figure as though it had been painted on. When she turned her bright green eyes on me, her painted red lips quirked up into a speculative smile. “This is my husband, Harold.” She indicated the quiet little man beside her. “Harold, say hello to our handsome young neighbor.”

      “H… H… Hello… sir,” the small man said, and something about his mannerisms raised my hackles. He was an older man, short and portly with close-cropped curly black hair and thick-framed lenses. He seemed unable to meet my eyes, and the hand I shook was soft and sweaty.

      “Nice to meet you,” I said, unable to hide my frown of disapproval.

      Jocelyn didn’t seem to notice anything strange about the couple, or the others who walked up introducing themselves to me and greeting Jocelyn like an old friend. At first, I was overwhelmed by the beauty, immaculate makeup, and attire of the neighborhood wives. Their couture and country club outfits didn’t seem to fit with the slovenly and slope-shouldered appearances and manners of their husbands, but I shrugged it off as an eccentricity of the neighborhood.

      “Harold,” Suzy said, her green eyes keen as she watched me carry boxes in, “help young Tom unpack the trailer. Barbara is headed over and Jocelyn will be busy.”

      “It’s okay,” I said with a smile. “I can get it.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Suzy said with a warm smile. “Harold is always eager to be of service to a confident and handsome young man like yourself.”

      Her comment drew a frown to my lips, but Jocelyn was nodding eagerly, grateful for the help. Her eyes were dancing as she watched the flawlessly coiffed women ordering their men about.

      “Gary, help Tom, too,” said another wife, her dark eyes holding a strange hope as she stared at my face, arms, and backside.

      The half dozen or so men were all soon helping. They were a strange lot, eyes downcast and shoulders sloping as they silently carted boxes and furniture into the house. I tried to strike up conversations with a few, asking about the local minor league baseball team and the high school basketball team that had won state, but I didn’t get much response other than nods and grunts.

      “Tom! My handsome son, you brought my girl home to me!” The rich voice, so filled with warmth and welcome, could only be one woman.

      Heart fluttering and feeling unaccountably nervous, I stepped onto the porch, grinning when I saw Barbara. The woman looked incredible as always, wearing a loose silk blouse in pastel blue with a light skirt that hugged her rounded hips perfectly. The woman’s thick red lips parted in a bright smile when she saw me, and I tried to ignore the sly look Jocelyn shot me as I stared at her mother.

      “I’m so happy you’re both here,” Barbara said, drawing me into a warm hug, her floral perfume making me lightheaded and the feel of her thick bra pressing against me causing my manhood to betray me. “Mhmm, let’s get you unpacked and settled in. I have a casserole in the oven. Why don’t you come over for dinner later?”

      “Sounds great, Mom,” Jocelyn said as Barbara released me.

      I thought I saw a hint of regret in her eyes, but she turned and spoke with one of the other women. I joined the men in emptying the trailer, grateful for their help, while the ladies gossiped with Jocelyn. They peppered my wife with questions about school and her plans for the future. When she mentioned wanting to use her social work degree to get a job helping poorer families in town, a few laughed.

      “Honey, there are no poor in Paulson.” The woman shook her head as she smiled. “Why, we don’t have a single homeless person since they started the program up by the lake.”

      “What program is that?” Jocelyn asked, and I lingered by the car, eavesdropping.

      “A year ago, the plant’s director noticed a few homeless living down by the river and also that the west side, where the migrant workers live, was getting a bit run down.” The woman speaking had flawless creamy white skin and the reddest lips I’d ever seen. Her slender figure was set off to perfection by the little dress she wore, the pastel colors highlighting her model-like figure. “I’m sure you’ll meet the director at some point. He’s one of the…” Her words cut off with an odd hitch before going on as if nothing had happened. “He opened a beach for day use and invited all those in need to come. They provide meals and fliers for school and work training. Since they’ve started the program, Paulson has the lowest crime and poverty in its history.”

      “That’s amazing,” Jocelyn said. “I always loved it up there as a kid. Cool to see that they did all that just from opening up a beach.”

      “The lake is a special place,” Barbara said, sharing a strange smile with the other women. “Its waters are… cleansing.”

      “Oh yes,” Suzy said excitedly. “You must visit it soon, Jocelyn. You and Tom will fit right in once you’ve experienced the lake.”

      “I know Tom loves to fish,” Jocelyn said. “Maybe we can go this weekend.”

      “That would be wonderful.” Barbara beamed, an odd intensity to her eyes as she stared at her daughter. “Ever since you and Tom married, I’ve wanted to take you there for a picnic. He’s a fine man. A fine man.” Her eyes found me standing in the shadows of the trailer, and her grin deepened, something in her eyes setting my heart hammering. “I think you’ll both be delighted by what a strong man lives in him.”

      Jocelyn’s face screwed up in confusion. But before she could ask what her mom meant, Suzy brought up tennis and she was diverted easily. I didn’t know what to think of these odd women. Barbara’s strange words had brought excited grins to many of their faces, and they whispered to one another in hushed tones. More than once I felt several sets of eyes on me, but when I glanced back at the neighborhood wives, they were all the picture of conformity and civility.
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      With the men’s help, we had the trailer unloaded and the house and garage filled with boxes and furniture. I thanked them, offering each a beer, but the men shuffled awkwardly, unable to meet my gaze or offer a firm handshake back. Eventually their wives came for them, and I was witness to the strangest thing I’d seen in a long time.

      “Come on, dear,” Suzy said to Harold. Her tone was loving but her expression grew a touch disdainful when the portly man shuffled over to her. “Let’s get home and leave the newlyweds to relax.”

      The other wives treated their husbands the same way, and the men all took it, trailing after the beautiful women like sad puppies. I stared after them, watching each pair peel off, waving to the others and heading into their houses, noting who lived were and shaking my head again at the disparity between attractiveness in every couple.

      “Well, what do you think?” Jocelyn asked, stepping up and slipping her arms around my waist. “Think you’ll survive?”

      “They seem nice,” I said, then let my frown show, “but don’t you think they’re all a little… odd?”

      “The women seem lovely,” she said. “I didn’t speak with any of their husbands, but they seemed like a… weak group of men. Don’t worry about them, though. I’m sure they’ll open up in time. Their wives were all interested in you.” Jocelyn’s eyes sparkled with suppressed merriment. “Couldn’t stop asking me questions about my handsome, young husband. I think they were a bit jealous.”

      “Hmph.” I laughed. “I doubt that.”

      “Mhmm, I don’t,” Jocelyn said, grinning up at me with a familiar heat. “You see the weak Betas they’re all married to? Dad was the same way. Must be something in the water in Paulson.” She winked at me. “Don’t you go getting soft and wimpy on me too. You know what kind of man I like.”

      I shook my head, chuckling as we headed inside. Jocelyn had been upfront with me on our first date, telling me she was a liberated and independent woman, but that she could only date a man who asserted himself and acted as a man should. As liberal as her thinking is, there is a core of conservatism in my little wife that suits my character perfectly.

      She giggled in delight when I tossed her over my shoulder, slapping her round butt and marching back to the bedroom. The mattress was on the floor and the sheets still packed, but I tossed Jocelyn on it and crawled atop my giggling wife.

      “Mmmm, it turned me on so much to see all those old women fawning all over you,” Jocelyn breathed into my neck as I reached under her skirt ripping down her panties. “Ohh! Mhmmm, my mom… was… ohhh! Practically… drooling… oh baby… there!”

      My fingers manipulated her tiny pussy, dipping in to tease the rough little patch of sensitive flesh inside her pussy and out to circle her clit. Her sex flooded almost immediately, and I felt her desperate little hands on the fly of my pants. Moments later, her lips found mine, and her hand slipped into my boxers, fishing my cock out through the fly.

      “Roll over,” I growled, loving the fire my order lit in her eyes. “Ass up and face down, slut.”

      “Ohhh God! Yes sir!” Jocelyn's thick lips parted, wet and ready for what she knew was coming.

      As my wife spun around and flipped over, I got up on my knees and grinned when her ass flared out behind her and Jocelyn licked her lips eagerly. Reaching down, I laced my fingers in her thick hair and took a firm grip. At first, I’d been gentle, and it had taken weeks of gentle coaxing for Jocelyn to convince me she wasn’t a porcelain doll and that a bit of roughness was exactly what she wanted.

      I’d remained suspicious until the first time my lust had overtaken me and I’d brutally fucked her mouth, only to discover she’d had two orgasms because of the treatment. After that, I’d felt less hesitation about using her exactly how I wanted.

      My little wife is a deep and complex woman, but her greatest desire, admitted to me on a drunken night in the first month of our marriage, was to be taken and used by a powerful man. She’d been too far gone to remember the next day, but that night she’d hinted at even wilder fantasies. Mentioning one of a man so powerful and alpha that he had a harem of pleasure slaves and she was the best of them.

      “He would… hic… make us do things… to each other… to him,” she said with a drunken slur, fumbling my cock out of my pants. “Nasty things… hic… mhmm, sucking, fucking… more.”

      After that I’d fucked her mouth and pussy hard, my drunken desires unleashed, and this new dynamic had been formed. In the bedroom, Jocelyn was my happy little slave. If I felt the need to bend her over and take her, at any time of the day or night, she would eagerly comply. Just as she did now, her throat constricting around the head of my cock as I drove it deep.

      For one second she tensed, back arching and body seizing up in her first hard orgasm of the night. Then she relaxed, my cock slipping down her throat, and it was my turn to moan in pleasure as the nasty ‘gluk, gluk gluk’ sounds of her throat taking my cock filled the bedroom.

      “Touch your pussy,” I ordered. “Get it nice and ready for me. I want it wet and open for my cock.”

      “Mmmbmph!” Jocelyn moaned, one hand working its way between her legs, skirt hiked up.

      I judged my timing perfectly, my cock throbbing at her hips, gyrating. When Jocelyn was just on the point of exploding and I couldn’t take it anymore, I ripped my cock out of her mouth and pushed her face into the mattress.

      “Ngh! Fuck!” My wife moaned, her mouth and chin smeared with spit.

      I had eyes for only one thing as I moved behind her. Gripping her perfectly pale hips, I drove my dick into her depths in one powerful thrust, sighing in pleasure as warmth engulfed my cock once more. The intensity had abated, and I took my time fucking her with long hard thrusts, pounding Jocelyn down into the mattress as I took my pleasure from her.

      “Use me… oh fuck… Fuck… FUCK ME!”

      “Shut up, whore,” I growled in her ear. “You want the whole neighborhood to hear?”

      “Yes!” Jocelyn said with a fierce grin, then kissing me hissed, “Let those pristine sluts dream of my man…. Ohhh… let them touch their unused pussies as…. Fuck, baby… you’re so hard! You like that?” She grinned, drawing my hand to one large breast trapped in its thick bra. “How much those old sluts want… to… Nggh! Fuck you?”

      “You’re fucking crazy.” I grinned, then fisted her hair, twisting her head around to kiss her, my cock hard as steel as I dug into her innards again and again. “Maybe I’ll tie you up… force you to watch.”

      “Yes,” Jocelyn moaned into our kiss, her juices gushing forth. “Ohh Tom… I’m… cumming… fuck!”

      I came with her. The wickedness of our roleplay, combined with the intensity of her spasming pussy around my cock, made me explode in orgasm. My toes curled and racing pleasure reached out to my fingers and toes as I collapsed onto the bare mattress, panting and grinning at my wife, who rolled into my arms with a purr of happiness.

      “Mhmm, well we christened the new house,” she said, kissing my neck and snuggling close.

      “Made a mess of the mattress too,” I said with a little laugh.

      “It’s okay,” Jocelyn said, picking her head up and looking down at the wet spot. “Mom has extra beds. We can exchange it for one of hers.”

      “That might be an awkward explanation,” I said.

      “It won’t be awkward at all,” she said, but when I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, she grinned wickedly and ducked her head, engulfing my slick cock in her mouth and sucking it deep.

      “Oh shit… mhmm, good girl.”

      Slipping my fingers in her thick hair, I guided her head in, cleaning me up, and let the little minx drink herself a happy little mouthful of cum after pulling out her perfect breasts for me to watch jiggle and shake as she worked me over.
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      Two hours later, I was dressed in a button-up shirt and tie as Jocelyn and I walked over to her mother’s house. We were the picture of innocence, but my cock had a red ring around its base from my wife’s lipstick.

      As we walked, I was struck by the prosaic beauty of the neighborhood, of the entire town in fact. Every lawn was green and well maintained, without even a single patch of dry grass or weeds in the cul-de-sac. The flowers bloomed colorfully, and every house was white and pristine. It looked like a scene out of a movie or TV show, right down to a beta Ward Cleaver type pushing a trash can out into the street.

      “Afternoon,” I said in greeting as Jocelyn and I walked past. The man took one look at me and shuddered, head dropping as he shuffled into the street.

      “Sir,” he said in a shy squeak, “Deloras is in the house if you’ve come to see to her.”

      “Excuse me?” I asked, causing the man to cringe when I addressed him. Jocelyn and I exchanged strange looks, and she frowned.

      “Never mind, sir,” he stammered, backing away from me.

      “Come on,” Jocelyn said, pulling me along. “We can’t leave Mom waiting.”

      “Did he seem odd to you?” I asked.

      “Don’t pay him any mind, Tom,” Jocelyn said, beaming up at me and hooking her arm over mine. “I learned long ago that some men are content, even happy to be treated like dirt. I just ignore men like that.” Then she turned in my arm, smiling up at me.

      “You’ve never simpered for me,” she breathed, “never weakened yourself to make me happy. Never abused me to make yourself feel stronger. You’re strong, confident, and the greatest fuck I’ve ever had. You’re a real man, Tom, and I love you with all my heart; you know what I want… what I need.”

      “I do,” I said, squeezing her into my side and feeling my heart beat faster at remembering how easily and happily she submitted.

      I dropped my arm around Jocelyn when we stepped up onto her mother’s porch. The house was a nice three-bedroom tract house, with a large backyard and a manicured front yard. I gave a knock and was instantly greeted by the door swinging open and Barbara’s smiling face.

      “I’m so glad you’re both here.” She beamed. “Come in, come in! I was just opening a bottle of wine. The casserole will just be a minute more in the oven.”

      “Mom, where is your laundry detergent? I don’t have any yet and wanted to wash a load of linens tonight,” Jocelyn said.

      “In the laundry room,” she said, pointing to the back of the house. “Grab yourself a cupful. I’ll take Tom into the kitchen and get him a beer.”

      “Perfect.” Jocelyn beamed as she walked down the hall.

      Barbara slipped her arm in mine, steering me toward her large kitchen. As she did, the woman’s floral perfume reached my nostrils along with the scent of her herbal shampoo, and my heart beat faster. It might have been my imagination, but I thought she clung to me far harder and longer than she absolutely needed to.

      “You’re going to love it in Paulson,” Barbara said softly as we stepped into the kitchen and she pushed me into one of the steel kitchen chairs. “This a perfect town for a man like you.”

      There was an odd look in the older woman’s eyes, almost possessive, as she stepped over to the fridge and pulled out a cold bottle of beer. I couldn’t help the sharp intake of air when she bent over to grab a bottle opener, bending at an angle that gave me a perfect view of her wide backside.

      “It’s a beautiful little town,” I said. “I’m curious how it sprung up in the mountains here. Seems a strange place for so many green lawns and plants.”

      “The history is tied in with the chemical plant,” she said, popping the top and stepping over to hand me the bottle. Once again my mouth went dry when my mother-in-law bent low, perhaps too low, revealing the breathtaking expanse of her bra-clad breasts within the loose top of her blouse.

      “The plant and the lake.” Her green eyes watched mine with keen interest and I saw a pleased smile tug her lips before I managed to drag my gaze away. “Ever since the lake was put in, the town has flourished. I have some pictures of what the place looked like before then. Let me grab the book.”

      I sipped the beer and glanced around the kitchen as Barbara stepped into the living room and pulled a large picture book down from a shelf that held a half dozen of the white binders. She sat down in the seat next to me and leaned close, close enough that I could feel the heat of her.

      “Let’s see… this was the first company picnic we attended. I was so young then… Ugh, that hairstyle was terrible!”

      Leaning close, I peered at the picture, feeling puzzled. The woman in the photo looked nothing like Barbara, at least not much like her. The woman in the photo was the same height and roughly the same build, but the younger version of Barbara was shaped more like a potato than an hourglass and her hair was frazzled and thin. Her complexion was sallow and her smile sickly and crooked.

      The man beside Barbara’s younger self was definitely Jocelyn’s father who’d passed, only he didn’t look like his later photos. Instead of being shorter and plump, the man was surprisingly slender and spry, sporting a wide grin as he looked into the camera.

      “And this was after the lake opened when Jocelyn was five. She used to love swimming in the crystal-clear waters.”

      I was forced to bite my tongue when she flipped the page to keep from making a disbelieving sound. The next picture of Barbara showed the woman more as she looked today, but younger. Her hair was thick and shining, body shaped like a young man’s dreams. In the photo, she wore a one-piece bathing suit that caused my heart to beat faster.

      The difference was remarkable, not only in her but in her husband as well. The man looked to have aged ten years. His shoulders were slumped and his hair darker and curly. He wore a happy smile as he stood beside Barbara, holding her purse and towel.

      “Showing Tom old pictures, Mom?” Jocelyn asked as she stepped into the kitchen. “Trying to embarrass me?”

      “More like myself,” Barbara said, standing quickly and moving over to the oven to take out the food. “Just some old photos of the lake and town.”

      “We should go to the lake tomorrow,” Jocelyn said, pouring herself a glass of wine and sitting next to me. “Take Mom and make an afternoon of it. What do you think?”

      “I think that sounds like a great break from unpacking,” I said with a smile.

      “I’ll make us up a picnic,” Barbara said, pulling the casserole from the oven. “Oh, how exciting!”

      In all honesty, I wasn’t looking forward to wasting half a day lying around in the sun, but I knew how much the place meant to Jocelyn and her mother. She’d been subtly and not so subtly hinting at wanting to take me there to swim and relax the first chance she got.

      Dinner was delicious, as was all of Barbara’s cooking, and I enjoyed a second and third beer as we sat around chatting afterward. My mother-in-law was a wonderful entertainer, keeping the conversation light and moving and a cold beer ever in my hand. It almost turned into a competition of sorts between Jocelyn and her mom over who could pop up first and bring me another beer, or a napkin, anything I might need. It was a surreal experience being waited on hand and foot by the gorgeous women, but I enjoyed every moment of it.

      My wife and I found ourselves walking back down the cul-de-sac, stuffed and tipsy. Our fingers laced together and the streetlights guided us home. My drunken mind wandered down wicked paths, and from the grip my wife had on my hand, she had her own wicked thoughts.

      “Since the mattress is already ruined, husband,” Jocelyn slurred, grinning up at me, “what do you think about round two? We’ve never tried it twice in one day before…”

      “You’re scandalous”—I grinned, pulling her in close—“but that might be arranged.”

      “If you’re having trouble… maybe I could find another picture of Mom in her bathing suit…” Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she grinned at me. “I saw you staring.”

      “I was not!” I said, feeling the heat hit my cheeks.

      “Mhmm, it’s okay,” she purred, steering us up the walkway. “I’ll keep your secret safe… Or maybe I won’t.”

      Flashing a bratty grin, she hurried up the steps and laughed when I growled and gave her firm, round ass a playful slap and chased her into the house. Jocelyn’s laughter rang out, then moans, and finally screams of pleasure as I carried her into the bedroom and had my way with her sexy little body once more.

      We woke early the next morning and got to work right away, unpacking boxes and putting things away. I started in the garage and worked my way back through the house while Jocelyn focused on the kitchen. Thankfully we didn’t have much, as newlyweds, so the process was rather quick, and we had most of it done by the time noon came around.

      Jocelyn and her mom packed the Buick while I changed into swimming trunks. The pair were dressed in large, loose T-shirts that hung down to their knees and pairs of matching sandals. I drove the ten miles up past the dam, Jocelyn and her mom pointing out landmarks in the town as we went.

      They’d named nearly everything in town after the same man, the chairman who’d been running the lab for years now. From the parklike town square with its little sitting places and gazebos for wine tastings and charity events to the youth sports fields, which were gorgeous.

      Again and again, I noticed the incredible beauty and flawless appearances of the women in town, and almost every single man I saw shuffled along a half step behind his wife, carrying shopping bags or groceries like a happy little puppy. The men’s behavior disturbed me almost as much as all the incredibly beautiful women intrigued me.

      When we arrived at the lake, I was surprised to see it surrounded by a small grove of trees, a rarity in this state. There was a grass park beside the parking lot and a trail that wound down to the shoreline. The girls chatted happily, recalling old times here as I carried the towels and picnic basket down to the water’s edge. I was surprised to see that the lake had a fine sandy bottom and wide beaches, at least on this side.

      “It’s man-made,” Barbara said, pointing to the dam at the far end when I commented on the sand. “The director picked this place for its proximity to the plant and the natural sandstone basin we’re in. When they flooded it, a lot of the sandstone wore away and created these beaches. Lovely aren’t they?”

      “It’s really nice,” I said, “but why would you want a lake near a chemical plant?”

      “This is a very special lake,” Jocelyn said. “It’s a secret, except to the town’s residents, and we like it that way.”

      “And there’s nothing to worry about,” Barbara said, laying down a town for herself to sun on. “The water is completely safe. In fact, it’s fortified with electrolytes and all sorts of helpful minerals and vitamins.”

      “Really?” I asked.

      “Oh yes,” Jocelyn said. “Wait until you go swimming. You’ll notice right away how wonderful and refreshing it feels.”

      “Go on, Tom,” Barbara said, reaching down and gathering her long shirt. “Take a dip and cool off. You deserve it after all your work today. Jocelyn and I will get sandwiches made and have a beer waiting for you when you want to dry off.”

      “Sounds perfect.” I grinned.
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      I grew up water skiing and going to a lake near my home nearly every weekend, so I felt right at home as I dropped my shirt and sandals near my towel and walked across the warm sand. Our lake didn’t have sandy beaches or water such an oddly clear green-blue, but the waters were warm and inviting. After ducking my head and floating out a way, I glanced back and nearly choked on a mouthful of water.

      Jocelyn and her mom had removed their long shirts, and I nearly swallowed my tongue when I saw their matching bikinis. My wife was wearing blue and her mother red, the tiny swatches of material doing little to hide their massive breasts. As I pushed out, swimming a gentle backstroke into deeper water, Jocelyn put a dollop of lotion into her hands and offered to put some on Barbara’s back.

      I swallowed hard, feeling my cheeks grow red as I watched one of my more wicked fantasies play out. Jocelyn took her time, working the white cream into Barbara’s pale shoulders and back. Then she turned, flashing me a wink as she handed the bottle over to her mom. Barbara put a dollop in her hands and did the same to Jocelyn.

      “Tom, why don’t you come out so we can put some lotion on you?” Jocelyn called.

      “Just give me a minute,” I said, needing that time to let myself calm down.

      Pushing off the mud bottom, I swam out to a buoy fifty meters out and then swam back in. The water was oddly buoyant, like the sea, and it had an odd taste, slightly citrusy. It wasn’t unpleasant, and the waters were so clear I could see rocks and fish dozens of feet down. The little soreness in my arms and legs from lugging boxes and furniture around all morning faded as I swam, and I climbed free of the water feeling refreshed and more awake than I had in days, maybe even weeks.

      “How do you feel?” Barbara asked as she worked lotion into her thigh with two hands, her eyes oddly intense as she watched me stride up to the towels.

      “I feel great,” I said, drying off quickly.

      “You don’t feel tired?” Jocelyn asked, her tone sharp. “Or lightheaded?”

      “No…” I said, looking between the pair with a quizzical frown. “Should I?”

      “Not at all,” Barbara said, patting the towel between then and pulling out a cold beer from the ice chest for me. “We just want to make sure you’re having a good time.”

      “It’s a beautiful lake,” I said, sitting back on my elbows and accepting the beer with a grateful nod. “Great to have it so close to home.”

      “It’s a wonder,” Barbara said, her light green eyes still watching me with interest. “A real miracle. Are you hungry? Or feeling a bit hot?”

      “I am hungry,” I said, realizing that I was suddenly ravenous. “And I didn’t realize it was getting hot so quickly… Good thing you brought sunblock.”

      “Let me get you a sandwich,” Jocelyn said. “Mom, could you put some lotion on Tom’s back? I don’t want him getting burnt up.”

      “Of course,” Barbara purred.

      I didn’t want to say anything and ruin our lovely afternoon, but since swimming out to the buoy, I’d been slowly growing more and more feverish, the heat feeling stifling. Barbara had me sit forward, and she knelt behind me. Her shadow falling over my back caused a small amount of relief, but it was the feel of her hands, cold from the lotion, that drew a relieved sigh from my throat.

      “Does that feel nice?” Barbara asked gently.

      “Mhmm,” I said, sighing as her touch pushed the feverish feeling aside. Her fingers were sure and strong as they worked across my shoulders and back.

      “I can feel your tension,” she said. “Must have been all the stress of moving… Just relax… let Momma work the tension out.”

      “Mmm,” I moaned as her fingers worked their magic on the knots in my shoulders and back.

      “Here,” Jocelyn said, handing me a turkey sandwich. “You just sit back and relax, husband. You’ve done more than enough work today. Let Mom take care of you. I’m going to take a dip, cool off for a minute.”

      “Take your time, dear,” Barbara said as her hands worked down the muscles of my sides, sending shivers of pleasure racing along my nerves.

      I hung my head forward, taking slow bites in spite of my sudden hunger. The feel of my mother-in-law’s hands massaging the lotion into my back was heaven, and it not only pushed back the feeling of illness but eased long held tensions I hadn’t known were there.

      “I was so happy when she brought you home,” Barbara said as Jocelyn waded into the lake. “I despaired my girl would never find a man as good and strong as my late husband was.”

      “I’m the lucky one,” I said, glad she couldn’t see my blush as I felt soft fabric brush my back.

      “Mmmm no,” Barbara whispered, the smile evident in her tone. “We’re the lucky ones… or we soon will be.”

      “What’s that?” I asked, but she spoke quickly, moving past my question.

      “You brought my girl home to me, and for that I’ll always be grateful.” Again the fabric brushed my back and I was all too aware of the firm little points pressing through and digging into my back. Swallowing hard, I glanced up, but Jocelyn was dozens of feet out, floating on her back and kicking lightly, the splashing drowning out her mother’s words. “Anything you need, Tom… anything at all. You just come to me, and I’ll make sure you’re… taken care of.”

      “Thank you,” I said, thankful I was bent forward, so my hardness wasn’t tenting my shorts up. “I really appreciate everything you’ve done for us.”

      “It’s been my pleasure,” she purred, causing me to shiver when I felt her hot breath on my neck, but then she was moving back, closing the lotion and lying down on her towel, a little smile tugging the corners of her mouth as she put her sunglasses on. When she spoke, she didn’t bother looking over at me, which I was grateful for as I hunched, trying to hide my raging hard-on. “The waters of this lake are restorative. Some rare few find it enlivens them and opens their outlook on life, revealing something about who they really are inside.”

      “Really?” I asked.

      “Oh yes, it isn’t talked about much, but the people in town put a lot of stock in the powers of this lake to heal the soul.” Sitting up on her elbows, she pointed to the far side of the lake, and I had to force my eyes not to track the heavy sway of her breasts in their tiny bikini top. “That’s Camp Honzo, a youth retreat for inner-city kids. They boast the highest graduation rate and college admittance of any retreat in the country. And over there, where the school bus is parked”—she pointed to another sandy beach area— “is where the township brings troubled youth from town.”

      “What are they doing?” I asked, watching a pair of adults escorting a gangly young man into the shallow waters.

      “They’re a religious organization but non-denominational. One of the contingencies for their assistance is that each of their charges must be baptized. They’ve been wildly successful in town.”

      “Jocelyn mentioned that,” I said.

      “I mentioned what?” my wife asked with a wide grin as she stood in the waist-deep water.

      Her hair was plastered back, and water cascaded down her smooth skin. As she walked up, her large breasts swaying in the tiny bikini, she grinned impishly at me. The moment I saw the gap between her thighs and the treasure held there, my heart started hammering and I rose, sweeping Jocelyn into my arms and crushing my lips to hers.

      My hands slid down her wet back and gripped her ass in one, cupping and massaging a large breast in the other. Suddenly flush with desire, I had to claw my way back to sanity, literally pushing myself away from Jocelyn and staggering back. Gasping in sharp breaths to calm myself, I felt my heart racing faster than it ever had before.

      “Tom?” Jocelyn asked, her voice tremulous and frightened but eyes looking almost triumphant, which made no sense.

      “I’m… I’m not feeling well,” I said, struggling to focus my eyes on anything other than her large hard nipples or the tiny bit of material covering her crotch.

      “Why don’t—” Barbara began, and my heart hammered even harder, blood rushing past my ears and drowning out her words as the world swam before my vision. All I could think about, other than to feel fear at my sudden and strange illness, was that if I turned and looked at Barbara in her bikini, I wouldn’t be able to control my overwhelming urges.

      “Yes,” Jocelyn was saying, face concerned as she drew me forward. “Let’s get you out of the sun for a minute… Don’t worry. Mom will bring the blankets and stuff… Tom you’re…” She glanced down at the tent in my shorts, swallowing hard, and I saw the odd triumph in her eyes fill her whole face. “God be praised… we were right… We were right!”

      “Nghhh,” I moaned, my needs almost overpowering my reason and making it difficult to speak as I gripped Jocelyn’s hand tight, dragging her toward me.

      “Not here, Tom,” she said, glancing around in excited worry. “Come on… make it to the car… I know, baby… I know what you need… Follow me.”

      She dragged me along, pulling me to the backseat of the Buick, throwing the door open quickly with her free hand. With another quick glance around and an excited giggle, she bent over to slip into the backseat, but the moment her perfect ass bent over before me, the tiny material stretching tight across her ass and conforming to the mound of her sex, I lost all sense of judgment and reason—consumed by the need to take her, claim her, and make her mine.

      The blue material was shoved aside when she still had one foot on the ground and only one knee on the seat. Gasping in surprise, Jocelyn froze as my strong hand gripped her hip and the other pulled my cock out of my shorts. There was no foreplay or teasing; I needed to fuck my woman, any woman. I needed it so badly I could taste it in the back of my throat, like battery acid on the tongue. I couldn’t hold back for even a second as I thrust to the hilt in her soaking pussy.

      “Yes! Fuck me, baby! Fuck me! NnnghhHHH!!!”

      My wife’s screams of pleasure echoed around the car but thankfully weren’t loud enough to make it across the lake. I was too lost in my lust to notice or care. The rear passenger door banged against the side of the car every time I thrust into Jocelyn. The thud, thud, thud grew faster and faster as my balls churned and I felt the lust crest within me.

      Teeth gritted together, I watched the cream of my wife’s orgasm coating my cock. Balls tightening, I felt the orgasm rush through me, and my dick throbbed again and again as it flooded Jocelyn’s womb. Reality rushed in, and I glanced around, shocked at what I’d done, only to see Barbara kneeling on the blanket, a hand buried in her bikini bottoms and face twisted into beautiful agony as she orgasmed on her writhing fingers.

      “MMMhmmm,” I growled, my dick hardening again, and felt my wife’s pussy spasm around it as it thrust into her hard.

      “Ohhh!” she cried in shocked pleasure. “Again? Oh, baby… fuck yessss!”

      I needed to touch and feel my wife’s sexy body, so similar to her mother's. Pushing her inside, I flipped her over, legs reaching around my hips as she pulled me in deep, lips finding mine. Lust took my sanity once more as the car creaked alarmingly beneath us, the old shocks taking as brutal a pounding as Jocelyn.

      My second orgasm was even bigger than the first—so powerful that the world grew small, spots popping out before my vision as I felt her tiny pussy milking my cock of every drop of cum. As soon as the rush of my orgasm was done, a powerful exhaustion hit me, and I slumped against the backseat and let my heavy eyelids droop for just a second as Jocelyn purred in contentment.
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      A violent shake woke me, and I cracked painful eyes to see trees passing by outside the window above me. It took a few seconds to remember where I was, my head pounding and the feeling of aches and fever back. I was about to sit up when voices reached me over the sound of the engine and wind passing by.

      “We have seven so far, and that’s just from our neighborhood.” The voice was Barbara’s, and through my cracked lids, I could see her in the passenger seat, speaking with Jocelyn who drove. “But he’s going to be working in city hall. That might be a problem.”

      “I know,” Jocelyn said, a touch of anxiety in her voice, “but there’s nothing we can do about it. He’s too qualified and smart to work for one of the little firms in town, and this puts him on track for judge and eventually justice. We’ll just have to hope Selina and her coven don’t steal him away.”

      “From you, sweetheart?” Barbara said with a grin. “Never.”

      “From us,” Jocelyn said, shooting her mom a wink. “You’re sure Winnie and Suzy will be there Wednesday?”

      “They will be. They all know how your test turned out and can’t wait to see what he’s like after the lake,” Barbara said with a little laugh.

      “Bet they’re all frothing at the mouth to get their hands on him. Mmph! Lazy bitches.”

      “Be nice, Jocelyn,” Barbara offered. “Not all of them have your strength of will. To stay away so long… I don’t know how you did it.”

      “I had Tom,” Jocelyn said with love in her voice, “and even then, I could feel what he would become. It sated the need a little. Got me through the hard times, knowing what’s coming.”

      “Mmmhmm,” Barbara said, and the heat in her voice set my heart pounding, the sickness surging with renewed strength. “You’re still fine with tonight? I’m sorry, darling… I just can’t wait another night. You understand, right?”

      “Oh, Mom, of course!” Jocelyn said, the car leaning around a corner. “I’m the one who offered. Although you’ve seen the way he looks at you… it was bound to happen sooner than later. So long as he really is… I mean, he is right?”

      “Oh yes,” Barbara said, turning and glancing back at me, but her eyes didn’t fall on my face but on my crotch with avid interest. “Henry’s test was conclusive. He might even be a full-breed, like the director.”

      “The entire town would be jealous!”

      I struggled to remain conscious, but awareness faded as I caught the last words spoken.

      “The director was the last. Don’t count your chickens before they’re hatched.” Barbara’s words just barely reaching my fading mind. “What you’ve done here is already special. We’re more blessed than 90 percent of the town as it is already. Did I tell you what happened last month? Jacinda Rollins and her coven put one of their Betas on the town council, they mean to…”

      The strangest dreams plagued my sleep, shifting images of the forest and frightened prey darting before my every hunting gaze. Nostrils flaring, I inhaled the world, finally experiencing life for the first time in an explosion of scents. Wondering how I could have missed the trail, I stalked through the dense underbrush, the smells of musky desire drawing me forward. More dreams assaulted me, but they were chaotic and lost in the depths of my sickness, and I couldn’t recall them clearly when I awoke.

      I crawled out of dark dreams only to have my senses overwhelmed by a riot of sounds and smells. Sitting up, I shook my head, trying to dislodge the incessant buzzing. Then I flinched when a screech sounded so loudly it felt like someone was reaching into my brain and scratching it. The screech quieted, and I recognized the sound of our new screen door opening.

      Cracking my eyelids, I flinched at the bright light, but my pupils adjusted remarkably quickly and the brightness adjusted to a more normal level. The sounds of my own deep breaths quieted in my ears, all the other sounds taking on more normal levels, but I could hear things I shouldn’t be able to. I could hear a spider nearby, chattering to itself as it spun webbing, the tines sounding like steel cables as they were glued into place.

      Another sound reached me, drawing closer, and I realized it was the sound of Jocelyn’s heartbeat. Then I could smell her, not just her perfume but all of her. I could smell her worry, which was odd. A spicy, smooth scent mixed in with the cinnamon warmth of her love and something deeper it took longer to recognize.

      The bedroom door opened, and Jocelyn poked her head in. She smiled when she saw me sitting up, but there was still a tightness around the edges as if she still worried over something.

      “How are you feeling?” she asked, coming in and resting a hand against my forehead as I swung my legs over the side of the bed.

      “I feel… strange,” I said. “Must have eaten something bad.”

      “Mhmm,” my wife said. “Why don’t you lie back down and nap? I’m going to run to the store, but Mom’s here. She will take care of you.”

      “I don’t think that’s wise,” I said, embarrassment causing my cheeks to heat when I remembered the madness that had overtaken me at the lake and what I’d done out in the open. I should have felt overwhelming shame, but all I felt was slightly embarrassed.

      “Mom’s family, Tom,” Jocelyn said. “She loves you just as much as I do and wants to… help.”

      “Babe, there’s—” The backdoor of the neighbors’ house opened, and a powerful aroma reached me. Desire, lust, and an almost desperate need. I shook my head, trying to dislodge the scent, telling myself it couldn’t be real. “Something’s… wrong.”

      “No, Tom,” Jocelyn said softly, her hand stroking my back. “For the first time in my life, everything is right.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked, my heart beginning to hammer as the scent of the neighbor reached me even stronger. Her earthy smell was pacing back and forth along the fence line, the woman muttering to herself about Alpha this, Beta that.

      “Do you love me?” Jocelyn asked instead of answering the question.

      “Of course,” I said.

      “Then trust me. Whatever you’re going through right now… It’s going to make our lives so much better.” Reaching up, she pushed my hair back from my forehead, stroking it back softly. “Mom will explain everything. She knows a lot more than me about the Change.”

      “Change?” I asked, vision swimming as my heart raced faster. I was feeling waves of desire, followed by stomach-churning illness once more.

      “Just give Mom a chance to explain,” she said. “And one more thing.” Her eyes flashed and she bit her bottom lip, her scent morphing from careful optimism to a warmer, earthier smell as her desire rose. “Nothing you do will upset me, or make me love you any less. Just the opposite. Give Mom a night she’ll remember the rest of her life.”

      “What?” I asked, but Jocelyn just grinned mischievously and darted forward to give me a peck on the lips.

      Before my arms could draw her close and I could give in to the growing lust filling me and making my balls ache, she’d popped up and with a wave hurried out the bedroom and down the hall.

      “Tom’s up, Mom. Would you check on him soon?”

      The screen opened and closed, and I listened to my wife’s heels click on the walkway and the door open and close as she started up the Buick. I pushed aside my confusion over what Jocelyn had said and instead focused on the scents and sounds filling my senses. Once the disorientation passed and I was able to draw in a deep breath without it making my head swim, I stood slowly and made my way into the bathroom.

      “What the heck!” I exclaimed when I saw myself in the mirror.

      My hair, once dirty blond, stiff and straw-like, hung soft and golden about my head. Other changes had taken place as well. My eyes were a clear blue, no longer dark, and the muscles of my shoulders were heavier than they had been. Shaking my head at the strangeness of everything, I undid the fly of my jeans and gave a strangled cry of shock at what I found within.

      “Tom?” Barbara called from the hallway. “Are you… Oh my!”

      My mother-in-law stood in the open bedroom doorway and stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, her eyes focused on exactly what had caused my exclamation in the first place. Instead of the normal dick I’d always sported, a long, thick trunk hung down from my crotch. It looked obscene with its veiny pulsing length, the head fat and bloated.

      As my mother-in-law stared, my cock throbbed, hardening quickly. My head swam, vision wavering as the blood rushed into my newly massive cock. I drew in a deep breath and was assaulted by the warm scent of Barbara’s desire. I had to reach out and steady myself on the wall, because the strength of her desire was nearly overwhelming.

      Logic left me, and I heard the wall crack as I leveraged myself up. Only one thing filled my mind, and that was claiming the creature before me as mine and slaking the wild lusts awakened within me. Only before I could take a step, Barbara tore her gaze away from me with a strangled cry and ran back down the hall.

      I shook my head to clear it of the cloud of desire that was making it hard to think rationally. Visions of wild animalistic sex danced through my head, and I forced my thoughts to baseball as I turned on the cold water and hopped in the shower to rinse off. As the sweat, suntan lotion, and sex washed away, I took stock of myself. I’d taken a few semesters of biochem and liked to think I could have been a doctor, which Jocelyn liked to give me a hard time for.

      Pressing a finger against my wrist, I was shocked at how rapidly my heart beat. I didn’t feel lightheaded or woozy like I might if my blood pressure was off. My temperature, however, must have been wildly off because the freezing cold water of the shower didn’t bother me too much. It also didn’t lessen the lust clouding my thoughts, and wanking off didn’t seem to help with it—not with images of my beautiful wife and my mother-in-law dancing in my head.
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      Turning off the cold water and taking up a towel, I felt much better than I had before. I was still wildly aroused and feeling a little out of sorts, but the world was settling into a much clearer picture. Jocelyn had been trying to make me see the way a real man should act, and I’d been so close to the ideal. Standing before the mirror and drying off with the thick towel, I promised myself that I would live up to her expectations and never take her and the privilege of our lives for granted.

      Part of that privilege, for me, was ensuring all those who needed a strong and capable man in their lives got one. Plans began to unfurl in my head, simple plans of forging a community in the neighborhood. Wrapping the towel about myself, I turned back toward the bedroom but caught sight of the sun’s setting light out the backdoor.

      Some scent on the wind called to me, and I pushed open the screen, pushing thoughts of Barbara out of my head as I stepped into the warm sunlight and let it reflect off my naked chest and arms, warming my face as the light breeze tugged at my hair.

      “Hello, neighbor,” called a breathless voice, drawing my gaze to the neighbors’ yard.

      The backyards were separated by a short fence, and I could look into the neighbors’ whole yard. The speaker was a tall blonde woman with a slender frame and the longest legs I’d ever seen. The legs were shown off to great effect by the short sundress she wore, the evening sun highlighting her delightful curves beneath the thin material.

      She stood at the clothesline, one hand raised up, holding a white sheet in place as she clipped a clothespin on it. Her long blonde hair was straight and shone like beaten gold about her shoulders, in stark contrast to her ruby red lips and the dark tan of her skin. It was the plunging neckline my eyes tracked unbidden, and as they did, her smile deepened.

      “David, run inside. Our new neighbor and I are going to get acquainted.” The woman spoke with a sharp note of command to a man who I’d hadn’t even noticed, my eyes passing over him as he sat on a small deck chair, reading a novel. The moment his wife spoke, the short, portly little man stood and ducked his head, offering me a weak smile before he scuttled into their house, closing the door gently behind him.

      I stood there for a long second staring at the woman as she dropped the sheet and it swung down to drag in the grass. Her scent reached me as she reached up to undo the top button of her dress. Alarm bells rang in my brain as my manhood rose once more into a colossal spear, my neighbor’s eyes widening at the sight.

      “Barbara did it then?” the woman asked, approaching the fence as she popped the second button of her sundress open, showing the round inner curves of her large breasts. “You couldn’t have been to the lake so much already… have you?”

      Her eyes grew quizzical when I didn’t move, and she frowned in frustration. I knew what she wanted, and that it was in me to do it. To take this stranger right out in the open and claim her as mine was my right. Alarm bells, however, rang in my mind as I felt myself losing control. I fought down the need to dominate this woman, swimming through the fog of lust in my mind to rational thought once more.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let my eyes lock upon the woman’s, noting hers were green. The presumption of her to assume I would throw myself across the intervening distance and take her breathed life on the coals of my anger. Stoking it, I latched onto the fire within and marshaled my self-control.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, hands tightening the towel around my waist, “but I am not your plaything, woman.”

      My words hit her like a slap in the face, and she stood up straight, hands stilling on her dress. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out as her cheeks grew red.

      “Forgive me,” she finally said, hands grabbing the fence and eyes bouncing down to widen on my cock then back up to my face. “I just thought…”

      “You thought me a man without restraint?” I said. The anger helped push back my desires, like a cup of coffee can blunt drunkenness.

      “Please,” she said, standing up straight and smoothing her dress down, carefully avoiding looking at or touching the open top. “Let me start again… You surprised me is all. Barbara and I are old friends. I’m Winnie Darlington, and you met my husband, David.” She nodded toward the house. “We wanted to greet you all yesterday and welcome you to the neighborhood, but David’s brother is in the hospital with another surgery, anyway… Welcome to Paulson.”

      She offered a weak smile, ignoring the awkward tension. A sound from behind announced my mother-in-law, along with the hint of her fresh soap and annoyance.

      “Tom,” Barbara said, stepping out on the porch behind me, the screen door creaking as it opened, “supper is ready. Why don’t you get dressed? You can visit with the neighbors later… when they’ve agreed to a visit… Isn’t that right, Winnie?”

      “Hello, Barbara,” Winnie, said, her smile souring around the edges. “You might want to take a few more trips to the lake. I don’t think it worked.”

      “Have you ever seen one of them?” Barbara asked, arching an eyebrow at the other woman. I opened my mouth to speak, but light fingers rested on my naked lower back, and I scented caution from Barbara so I stilled my tongue, my mind working faster than it ever had to catch subtle clues from not just her scent but tone of voice, facial tics, and stance. “You moved to town three years ago, Win. Have some patience.”

      “You promised, Barbara,” the woman said, and I saw something pass between them, a weight of debt, not illicit but deep in meaning. My mother-in-law nodded, smiling but still with that edge of sternness.

      “Have I ever broken my word?” the beautiful older blonde asked, raising an eyebrow.

      Winnie didn’t reply, but I felt her hot gaze sweep me up and down before she spun, the desire clear in her every movement. I felt it sting my nostrils as she swept into her house, slamming the door behind her and calling out to her husband in an angry voice.

      “Come along, Tom,” Barbara said, her eyes concerned as she looked up at me. “I’ve made you a plate.”

      “Thank you,” I said, “I’m starving.”

      The moment I said it, my stomach rumbled loudly, and I felt absolutely ravenous. I still didn’t feel quite right. My mind was still swimming in a sea of lust, but my eyes kept noting tiny details about our new house and life I hadn’t noticed before. Passing the laundry room, I spotted small marks under the fresh paint, and from the odd spacing of them marching up the wall, I deduced quite easily they must have been height marks for when Jocelyn and her sister were growing up. My brain processed the marks, and my memory overlaid them with images I’d seen of Jocelyn as a girl, and I realized her sister had an amazing growth spurt somewhere between ten and twelve.

      Passing beneath a doorjamb, I noted where the builders had failed to square the frame. It was only a few millimeters, and I never would have noticed it before, but now it stood out as a glaring error. Again and again, I noticed things I never had, and my mind worked out the reasons for them, culminating in the kitchen when I took a seat at the table, head swimming with the constant stream of information, before the steaming plate of cheesy pasta casserole.

      “This looks great,” I said, half distracted. “Thank you for the meal.”

      “Of course,” Barbara said, walking over to the fridge to pull out a beer.

      When the older woman bent over, I noticed a misalignment in her spine. I’d studied biology and anatomy, but I never thought I’d retained much of the information. But suddenly everything I’d ever learned on the subject was readily available in my mind, and I saw clearly the issue Barbara was having.

      “Your left leg,” I said, when she turned back with the beer, “has it been hurting you? Maybe going numb at night?”

      “Why, yes,” she said with a curious smile, “it has been. For the past couple weeks now, I think I slept wrong on it.”

      “After supper, I’m giving you a massage,” I said, not noticing how out of character this was for me.

      “Okay,” Barbara said, a touch breathless. Her smile grew a little, but her eyes narrowed on me. “Tom, are you feeling all right? Anything out of the ordinary since we were at the lake?”

      I bent over and started shoveling cream sauce, pasta, and cheese into my mouth, putting off her question for the moment. In part, because I was too hungry to wait another second, my stomach feeling like it was eating a hole straight through my body, but it also gave me time to think. Many of the things Jocelyn, Winnie, and Barbara had said and the looks they’d shared were sorting into place, along with the odd little men all the women in the neighborhood had for husbands. Dulling the edge of my hunger, I looked up, ducking my head in apology.

      “Sorry,” I said, “I really am starving. I can’t remember ever being this hungry… or this… odd feeling.”

      “Tell me about it,” Barbara said, pushing aside her plate and leaning forward, eyes intent on me. “Tell me what you’re going through?”

      “I think you already know. Jocelyn mentioned a… Change?” I accused mildly. “Why don’t you tell me what I should be feeling?” I asked, raising an eyebrow and enjoying the deep blush that suffused her cheeks. “You and Jocelyn seemed to have cooked something up between you, and with the neighborhood women if I don’t miss my guess. What is it? Why the subtle comments from my wife?”

      I wasn’t angry, but there was a sternness to my tone that I rarely took with my wife and never with her mother. The woman sat back, face tight with anxiety for one second, and I saw her hesitating, about to obfuscate or perhaps lie, but then her face crumpled, and she leaned forward over her hands, shoulders sagging.

      “You’re right,” she said. “It’s unfair what we’re doing to you without your permission or knowledge, but you have no idea, Tom!” She looked up, eyes pleading, beseeching me. “We need a real man to take control, to be in charge, to lead us into a better future…” She shook her head. “I’m sorry this mustn’t make any sense… Let me start at the beginning with my sweet Henry.”

      I frowned. A story wasn’t the answer I was looking for, but my new senses told me she was being honest, so I decided to hear her out.

      “He was a scientist at the plant, like I said. Working on a top-secret project in partnership with the government. Henry was a fine man, a sweet and caring husband, but… Slowly everything changed. Or maybe everyone changed.” She shook her head before going on. “It wasn’t overnight, but over the course of weeks, he grew quieter. At first, it was wonderful. His anger was gone, and he no longer drank. Henry had never been a help around the house, but after that, he would do anything I asked.”

      I frowned, unsure where this was going, but she held up a hand to stop my questions.

      “I’m getting to it,” she said. “You see, Henry wasn’t the only husband who changed for the better. All the men in town became the perfect husbands. Another strange thing was no one grew ill or sick after that. The town’s hospitals and doctors grew bored and eventually had to close down their practices. Everything was wonderful except… well, except there were no more children during that year, nor the next.”

      Barbara’s pretty cheeks blushed deeply when she went on, speaking quickly and avoiding my gaze.
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      “Henry was oblivious to the problems; in fact, all the men were. We women talked, though, and the problem was… persistent. It wasn’t ideal for any of us. In fact, it was downright torturous to be filled with… and receive no…. But how can you complain when your abusive husband is suddenly a tamed kitten? Happy to help with the kids, clean, and cook?” She shook her head, moving on. “We should have said something then, maybe things could have been studied or fixed. Then one day, something strange happened. A young man from town who hadn’t been to the lake in years went for a swim. When he emerged, he wasn’t like the other men.” Barbara’s cheeks took on a deeper heat and her eyes bounced down to my crotch and back up. “He had… Just something about him… He had a young wife at the time, but he set her aside, eloping with one of the Darling sisters and moving into their house. They’ve built a wall around their compound and refuse to let anyone enter. We were all jealous of course, but two years later when the first children emerged… Well, there was a pretty big town council meeting that month. Not that anything was resolved, but that’s when we first learned about the Change.”

      “I’m not sure I understand,” I said.

      “Neither did we,” Barbara said, “but my Henry was tireless in his search for an answer. He had to work in secret at the plant, but when he broke down the lake’s waters he discovered something strange. He never knew where it came from, but there is a chemical in the lake that can unlock a person’s true potential, or so he claimed.

      “He kept this knowledge to himself, but we saw over time that very rarely men who drank or swam in the lake for extended periods of time became… powerful and strong. Henry became obsessed with learning what was being unlocked in these men and… Well, he wanted to make me happy.” Barbara blushed again, fainter this time, and she held my gaze.

      “He wanted you to have one of these powerful men?” I asked, seeing deeper into her meaning than I might have a day or two before.

      “He did,” she said with a brief nod. “He wanted all of us”—she waved around the neighborhood—“our friends and family, to realize the ultimate ideal of society, as he put it.”

      “How so?” I asked.

      “Henry never stopped researching the water, or what caused the changes one way or another. And he made a major breakthrough just before his untimely death.” Barbara grew nervous, and I saw what she was about to say touched on me. Not only that, but the signs of her arousal were climbing fast. “You see, there are very special individuals, nearly all men, who have a large amount of… dominant traits. These men can become fully realized versions of themselves with the water as a catalyst… almost like magic.”

      “And I am one of these men?” I asked, seeing where she was going with this.

      “We thought so,” Barbara said with a brief nod. “I’m so sorry for not telling you all of this beforehand, but Jocelyn and I feared you might never want to move here or marry her if you realized what we wanted… what we need…” Her eyes fell, and she twisted her hands in her lap, face ashamed. “It was wrong, but you have no idea what it feels like… years and years of insatiable need.”

      “How could you know I wouldn’t become like them?” I waved a hand at the neighbors’ houses where the odd little men lived.

      “Henry devised a test,” Barbara said. “A simple swipe of saliva will show up as either green for Beta or blue for Alpha.” She shrugged. “Those were just the terms he used to describe them. Jocelyn fell in love with you and was adamant you be tested… The strip was so blue, it almost looked black… He was certain a single dip in the lake would reveal your true self, but obviously he was wrong.”

      “Why do you say that?” I asked. My mind was racing around her words, picking up details she didn’t seem to realize she’d dropped, and I was shaken by the import of all of it.

      “The men who become Alphas… they lose control of themselves.” She glanced up at me, eyes shy. “In… certain situations. You controlled yourself with Winnie, and she’s so beautiful… This was all a mistake. I’m so sorry.”

      She hung her head in her hands, not weeping but so ashamed she couldn’t look up. The chaotic mélange of her pheromones was difficult to sift through, but reading subtle nonverbal cues, from her posture to the beat of her heart in the vein on her neck, I discerned how distraught and desperate she was.

      This woman was the perfect mother, perfect wife, perfect homemaker, and if I didn’t miss my guess, the perfect lover as well. Only she, and most of the women in town, hadn’t felt the touch of a man in decades. More than their lack of intimacy, they all craved a child and were willing to go to extreme lengths to get one. I don’t even think she realized this prime motivator. The maternal needs were evident in everything she did, as was her need to please, like an open wound that had gone untreated.

      I rose to my feet, the chair scraping on the kitchen floor as I did, and stepped around to Barbara. Nothing made sense still, but I put aside my questions and the few clues she’d given me, knowing there would be time tomorrow to sort out my feelings and emotions on this. But right then, I let the raging desire within me break through the cage I’d built around it.

      She’d spoken of losing control, and I knew what she meant. The potential was in me. A raging beast of need that wanted to fuck every woman I could. I had been able to control it, though, several times and felt confident I could again in the future. Only now, with the option before me, I couldn’t wait.

      Barbara looked up in shock, eyes red and widening when she saw the tent forming in the towel again. Her eyes climbed to my face, questioning. A growl issued from the back of my throat, deep and low, filled with a preternatural command to the prey before me. My mother-in-law shuddered in her seat, jaw dropping as she reached out and pressed a hand against my thigh.

      “Are you…?” she asked breathlessly. “What do you need, baby? I’ll do anything! Please, don’t tease me, Tom… please.”

      A deep part of my mind worked on the problem of what kind of society and world I’d found myself in, while the greater part sank into lust. My eyes locked on Barbara’s blue, and I let them trace the lines of her face and the massive swell of her cleavage beneath the blouse. I’d never ogled my mother-in-law so lasciviously before, and definitely not when she sat a couple feet before me, aware of my regard.

      “Something definitely changed,” I said, my voice low and deep, barely above a growl, “and I don’t know how to feel about it yet, but… But I’ve wanted you since the moment I first laid eyes on you.” Her pupils dilated wide, and she sighed in pleasure. “I hated myself for the fantasies, but no longer will I apologize. If you and Jocelyn are set on this, then it will happen on my terms.”

      “Of course,” Barbara said, her eyes shining with hope as she clutched her hands together in her lap, and I saw relief plain in her features. The scent of her changed, from jangling nervousness and anxiety to smooth and soft submission. She’d been craving a man to take charge, as Jocelyn had when we first met, and I was beginning to suspect most women in town I’d met were the same way.

      “I love Jocelyn with all my heart,” I said, “and I’m unwilling to do anything that might hurt her feelings or destroy the intimacy between us. You will, at all times, respect mine and your daughter’s feelings.”

      “Yes, sir,” Barbara said, her features almost euphoric as she took instructions from me. “I wouldn’t want to do anything to hurt either of you, but sir…” She waited until I nodded for her to speak. “There is a great need amongst the women in our neighborhood, my friends at the club and so many others… If you won’t use me”—sadness spiked in her scent, but she went on, masking her emotions with a smile—“then please let Jocelyn guide you in choosing who you want in… in your circle.”

      Her words reminded me of other odd things my wife had said, as well as the neighbors when we first arrived, and I saw a large picture forming. This had been going on for decades, and these women were desperate, driven almost mad with the needs brought out in them by whatever was in the lake’s waters.

      “Jocelyn already chose the first one,” I said, reaching up to the towel around my waist, unable to hold off a moment longer as the storm of lust once more tried to cloud out my thoughts. “If you wish to serve me, then kneel.”

      Her knees struck the ground, white skirt twisting and nylons tearing as she shuffled forward quickly, eyes desperate on mine. Unable to hold back another second, heart hammering in my chest at what I was about to do but unable to stop myself any longer, I pulled back the towel, my massive cock springing forth, shocking me once more at its size and the strong smell.

      If Barbara was shocked once more to see my manhood, she hid it well. The older woman moaned as she reached up and gripped my thighs, the touch sending little shocks of pleasure racing up my spine. My mother-in-law putting her hands on my naked thighs was so wrong, but not nearly as wrong as the desperate look on her face as she gazed up at my cock.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but at that moment a single bead of pre-cum oozed out the tip of my dick and filled the room with a powerful musk. The scent unlocked the last of Barbara’s restraint, and she groaned, falling forward and opening her mouth wide, and I watched the beautiful older woman’s thick lips slip over the fat head of my cock.

      My dick looked bloated and gargantuan compared to what it had always been, but the feel of Barbara’s hot mouth slipping over the head was just as delightful as I’d imagined. I stood in the middle of the kitchen, the sky red with dusk shining through the windows as I reached down and slipped my fingers in my mother-in-law’s thick hair, guiding her up and down my cock.

      “Mmmhphmm,” the woman moaned, her dark blue eyes staring up at me, grinning to see the pleasure twist my features.

      She sucked hard, tongue wiggling back and forth on the underside of my cock, teasing the sensitive spots. Her hair shook and cheeks hollowed as she pulled on my ass, forcing more and more of my dick into her throat. The fat head was too big and the shaft too long for her to take all of it, and she gave up, reaching around and wrapping her fingers around the shaft, gripping and stroking as she sucked for all she was worth.

      “Fuck,” I announced, her moan of pleasure matching my grunts, “I’m going to cum.”

      I threw my head back, moaning as I felt my knees go weak, lines of pleasure racing along my cock and up my spine, fingers and toes tingling as I felt my balls throb and unleash a massive blast of cum into Barbara’s swallowing mouth.

      “Gahh… mhmm!!!” she moaned, coughing a little as the first blast hit her in the back of the throat, but her tongue and lips worked hard to keep even an ounce of cum from dribbling down her chin. Panting deep breaths, I looked down and saw Barbara falling back, face slack and hands running down her sides as she writhed in orgasm.

      “NNNGHHHhhhGHHG!!!” she moaned, and the sight of her writhing in sweet agony put steel back into my cock, if it had ever flagged, and I was on her in a second.

      “Ohhhh, nngh oh baby yesss!” Barbara cried out when my rough hands tore her pantyhose away, ripping down her panties and pushing up her skirt.

      I wanted to see her massive breasts, but the need to fill this woman’s womb with my cum was overpowering. A connection had been formed when she swallowed my cum, one I didn’t understand but that compelled me now. The scent of her wetness pulled me forward, along with her hands and ankles on my ass and thighs.

      One powerful thrust and I was inside her, my weight fully atop her as she clung to me, screams of pleasure echoing off the ceiling as she ran her fingers through my hair, pulling my lips to hers.

      “Oh God! Finally! Sooo… Ngh! Good! Kiss me… kiss me, you beautiful boy, oh God…mhmm!”

      Our lips locked in a passionate kiss, a thrill of pleasure shooting through me as her tongue slid along mine. Then I drew my cock out of her sucking tightness, and I heard as well as felt her “oof!” of pleasure as my massive cock dug its way free of her pussy only to drive right back in to the hilt.

      “Mmph!” she cried out in pleasure, body shuddering as an even bigger orgasm than the first ripped through her body.

      My hand reached down, gripping her wide ass as I held myself in place with one hand. Barbara’s shoulder butted up against my wrist, like a backstop holding her in place as I fucked her hard. The lust was in me now, and I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to. The knowledge that it was my sexy mother-in-law writhing beneath me in orgasm after orgasm drove me near the edge of orgasm.

      “In me!” she cried when she felt my rhythm faltering, and her ankles hooked around my waist, locking and drawing me in deep as my cock throbbed.

      “Jesus, woman,” I moaned as her pussy tightened like a vise around me, her inner muscles milking my cock as it spit forth an even larger load of cum than before.

      “Oh God… so hot… I can feel you filling me… oh, Tom.”

      She turned into me, sweat matting her hair to her forehead but face shining with joy. I picked myself up slowly, looking down at the beautiful older woman, her clothes in disarray, breathless and face red from her string of orgasms, and I couldn’t help the grin that tugged at my lips.

      I did not understand the Change going on within me, or with the town in general, but I intended to find out, one way or another. I had plans in the back of my mind to search through the town’s records, Henry’s research, and any clues I could learn from the plant and the lake. I felt blessed by the changes taking place within me, but also disturbed.

      Whatever it was, it had given me the chance to live out one of my greatest fantasies, and if I didn’t miss my guess entirely, there would be more wonderful experiences to come in the days and weeks ahead. Rising up, I pulled my massive cock out of Barbara’s pussy. Her scent grew saddened, the still smoldering desire banked. But she grinned when I reached down and pulled her to her feet.

      “I promised you a massage,” I said, letting one hand linger on her bare ass as the dress fell down around her hips, “and I intend to keep that promise.”

      My fingers sank into her ass, and her eyes widened, the grin returning as she glanced down at my hardening cock.

      “Can I please… can I suck you again?” she begged, eyes wide as saucers.

      “Not until I get my hands on this sexy body,” I growled, slapping her wide ass and sending her giggling down the hall.

      I followed the woman’s bouncing ass, my massive cock leading the way before me. My world had just been flipped upside down and very little of it made sense. All I really knew was that my libido had never been so strong nor so demanding, nor had I felt the need to breed so powerfully. As Barbara slowly stripped out of her clothes, letting her massive breasts slowly tumble free and loving the growl of desire their sight drew from me, I realized this was but the first of many conquests in our new town.
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      I slept like the dead that evening. I left Barbara in her room, groggy from pleasure and babbling incoherent words of devotion as I staggered home to the master bedroom and flopped down onto the bed. A powerful exhaustion swept over me, and I was deep in slumber within moments.

      Memories of my massively endowed mother-in-law bent over her bed, screaming out my name and her pleasure as I drove into her with single-minded determination. Feeling her tight pussy slide over my cock had been wickedly taboo, but nothing compared to watching her face twist in pleasure as she came all over my cock. That second time hadn’t been enough, and I rolled her atop me, eager to watch those big breasts swaying as she rode me. I became like a beast possessed as I took her for the fourth time. By that point she was incoherent with pleasure, her screams echoing around the neighborhood as I gripped her ass and thrust into her again and again.

      My dreams were fierce and immediate but without context. I remember the feeling of racing through a dense jungle, darting prey just out of sight, its scent filling my nostrils. Dreams of the world stretching out beneath me as I coasted on warm updrafts, my keen vision spying soft tasty prey scurrying through the underbrush. At several points, I sensed other predators nearby, but whenever I turned on them, baring fangs or talons to warn them off my prey, they were gone from sight.

      I woke with my heart racing, eyes popping open as I sat up. All throughout college and law school, it had been a struggle to drag myself out of bed. I never wanted to leave the warm, cocoon-like confines of the sheets and would try to sleep until the last possible moment, but ever since my dip in the lake, I’d been waking full of energy. My mind was churning over the problem Barbara had presented me with the night before almost immediately.

      “Morning, baby,” Jocelyn said, sitting up on her elbow and rubbing the sleep out of her eyes. “How’d you sleep?”

      “Wonderfully,” I said, the troubling dreams already fading and my blood heating when one of her large breasts shifted free of the sheet that clung to her. Then I caught the sparkle of amusement in her eyes, and memories of my night with her mother flashed through my mind.

      “Listen,” I said. “About last night…”

      “Tom,” Jocelyn said, reaching out and taking my hand in hers, a warm smile tugging at her lips, “before you say anything, I just want to say thank you. Mom told me what happened… You’ve made us both so happy.” My mind told me this was insane, that I was in some alternate dimension or alien simulation like in a Twilight Zone episode, but my heart was telling me everything was finally becoming as it should be.

      “Joce,” I said, sitting back against the pillows, “some of the things your mom told me are pretty disturbing.”

      “I know,” my beautiful blonde wife said, rolling onto her side and resting her head on my chest. “I know it’s all wrong and twisted, but it feels… so right, you know?” She shrugged, drawing the sheet up around herself. “If there’s anything you want to know, just ask… you deserve the truth.”

      “How long were you planning this?”

      “Planning you and Mom?” she asked, looking up at me. “Or planning… the rest of it?”

      “What else do you have planned?” I chuckled, and when Jocelyn’s cheeks turned scarlet, I held up a hand. “One thing at a time. How long have you known I wouldn’t become like the… Betas? Is that the term?”

      “That’s what Father always called himself,” she said with a small frown. “Most others in town use the phrase, but people don’t speak of it often. I knew from the moment I first met you,” she said, resting her head on my chest again, hand caressing my thigh. “Remember that first day in Civics 110? You were so nervous to talk to any of the girls, and I walked straight up to you… I just knew the moment I laid eyes on you that you were the one.”

      “And you tested me?”

      “Yes,” Jocelyn said, voice small and quiet, barely reaching my ears. “I’m so sorry, Tom, but I had to be certain… I love you so much and couldn’t lose what we had, couldn’t have lived if you turned out like… like most men do. And it’s not just me that’s pinned her hopes on you.”

      “You all need an Alpha,” I said, reading the fact in the tenseness of her back muscles as I stroked the smooth skin. “I’ve always thought what you needed and wanted was a dominant man, but that’s not quite right, is it?”

      “Dominance is fine,” she said, “but it’s like drinking water when you crave wine… God, it’s so strange to talk about all this out loud. Thank you for not screaming at me and being mad.”

      “I could never be mad at you,” I said, caressing her soft, thick curls and marveling at her stunning beauty as I always had. “Joce, you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me, and this… Change… it feels right… good… but you have to promise me one thing.”

      “Anything,” she said softly, tensing as if she expected something bad.

      “Promise you’ll let nothing come between us.” I rolled her onto her back, taking her tense hands in my large warm ones and gazing into her nervous eyes. “That we won’t lose this intimacy… baby, all I care about is you… I could never lose you.”

      “Oh, Tom,” Jocelyn said, smiling and sitting up, caressing my cheek and kissing me soundly, the passion growing quickly as my heart raced.

      I felt her hand slip up my thigh as our kisses grew heated, little moans escaping her throat until her fingers circled my growing erection and she broke off the kiss with a shocked sound.

      “God, I forgot how fucking big you got!” Jocelyn had pulled the sheet back and was staring in awe at the girthy spear of flesh rising from between my legs. “It’s so beautiful.”

      It was slightly disorienting, looking down and not seeing my familiar cock but something almost twice as large. But the ache in my balls pushed the thought aside, and I rested my head back on the headboard. I let a low growl escape my throat and loved how my wife shivered in desire and flashed me an eager grin.

      “Come here,” I growled, “my eager little slut.”

      A sharp spank on her firm ass had her moving, swinging one leg over my hips as she pulled her panties aside. I gripped her slender hips and pulled her down my length, loving the feel of her tightness stretching around me.

      “Oh God… oh God… oh fuck, baby… I’m… Ngghn!!!”

      My entire cock wasn’t fully in her before the walls of her sex writhed around it, milking its length. Her juices flooded out, letting her slip down the rest of my length, and I gave a growl of pleasure as she caught her breath in adorable short little gasps.

      “Ride it,” I ordered, running my hands up her sexy, slender body to cup one large breast and massage it into her chest. “Slowly.”

      “Mhmm, yes, sir,” Jocelyn said in a breathless whisper, and moving slowly, she ground her hips forward and back before rising with an “Ohhh mmmhh!” as my cock withdrew from her tight pussy, then moaned incoherently as she sank back down.

      “You and Barbara made plans,” I said, loving how Jocelyn was too lost in pleasure to respond, only nodding in quick agreement, eyes closed as a second orgasm swept through her body, my pre-cum leaking out. “Tell me them… now.”

      “Ohhh… now?” Her face twisted in strain, voice breathless and whimpering, when I nodded, grinning at her struggle and loving the sight of her large breasts swaying as she rode my cock with delicious slowness.

      “Oh… Okay…” Licking her lips, she rested her hands on my shoulders so I could reach around and cup her firm ass, helping her as she lost her rhythm. “I thought… you’d… ohh… be different… wild and needy. Have no control… until you sated… all the urges… mmhmm… like the men up at the club… Mom had so many women begging… oh baby… I’m gonna… oh God!”

      “No!” I growled, slamming her down on my cock and holding her still, feeling her legs tremble as she hovered on the cusp of orgasm. “You don’t cum until I do.”

      Her bright green eyes flashed with submissive pleasure at my words, and my little wife nodded, her beautiful face tightening with strain as she spoke rapidly.

      “I had her choose only the most beautiful. Ones I need to see you dominate, ones I know you’ll want, and will be… fuck baby I can’t hold it.” Her face tightened with strain as she shivered on my cock. “I love you so much and know how much you want to be a father, and we all need it so bad it's driving us insane. I love them all like sisters or more. I want to watch you breed every sexy fucking woman on the block, and oh my God, Tom, I can’t take it, baby, I have to, I’m gonna please, Jesus sweet Jesus please, oh baby please!”

      “Cum for me!” I growled, my cock throbbing as my own orgasm swept through me.

      Her pussy milking my cock, on top of the wicked words streaming out of her mouth, had me over the edge and flooding her womb with one of the biggest orgasms of my life. Something about sitting still, neither of us moving but staring deep into each other’s eyes as we came was the most intimate thing we’d ever experienced together.

      “Oh, Tom!” Jocelyn moaned, throwing her arms around my neck at the same moment I rolled her beneath me.

      “God, I love you!” I growled into her lips, my dick hard as steel still and raring to go a second time.

      My wife’s screams of pleasure rattled the windows as I drove down into her with a force and need I’d never felt. For a half-second I worried I was being too brutal, then the worry disappeared as Jocelyn’s gorgeous face strained and twisted as another even more powerful orgasm hit her and the cum churned in my balls, her firm round breasts jiggling with every thrust as I gripped her ass.

      The world faded as the orgasm hit me, my toes and fingers grew numb and racing lines of pleasure swept along my skin and up my spine. My wife and I clung to one another, panting and grinning as we lay in sheets damp with sweat and sex.
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      “It’s your first day at the office,” Jocelyn said lazily.

      “It is,” I said. “What about you?”

      “I’m going to the county offices to apply for a social services job, then by city hall.” She grinned up at me before pecking me on the cheek. “I’m going to pop in and see your new office.”

      “I doubt I have an office,” I said with a laugh, “probably just a desk in the corner.”

      “You get an assistant, right? Or a secretary?” Jocelyn rose from the bed and stepped into the bathroom to turn on the water.

      “I believe I’ll have one report, yeah,” I said. “Probably a legal aid, but maybe just an assistant.”

      “Perfect,” Jocelyn said, popping her head out of the bathroom to flash me a bright grin. “I’ll want to meet with her if possible. Could you arrange it?”

      “I can,” I said, “but what do you want to speak with her about?”

      “Oh, you know,” Jocelyn said, flashing me a wink, “just girl stuff.”

      There was an edge of excitement in my wife’s scent that reminded me of before. My cock throbbed, and for a moment I thought about ordering her to tell me, but my wife likes her secrets. My love for her is unending, and for my beautiful lioness, I can curb my natural instincts somewhat.

      “We’re having dinner tonight,” Jocelyn said as she pulled open the shower curtain and hung her housecoat, “at the neighbors’ house. I’m going to the store to grab up a few things I forgot last night. Do you want me to pick anything up for you? Beer?”

      “No beer,” I said, pulling on my own robe. For some reason the thought of being drunk struck me as weak and vulnerable. “But could you pick up some red meat?”

      “Of course,” Jocelyn said as she stepped under the water, “I had planned on it already. Don’t worry, Father told me what to look out for.”

      I wanted to ask what she meant, but suspected I already knew. I was craving eggs and meat something fierce as I walked out and grabbed the newspaper from the porch. The neighbor from across the street was standing outside watering his lawn, and I offered him a wave in greeting.

      He looked around and seeing no one behind him in his house’s windows waving back at me offered a weak smile and his own awkward wave.

      “How are you doing?” I asked, not meaning it to sound so confrontational, but the man’s stance elicited a small spark of anger in me.

      “Good!” he piped up, then licking his lips and glancing around quickly went on, “Is there something wrong? Do you need anything, sir?”

      “No,” I frowned, put off by the man’s sudden obsequiousness, “carry on with your gardening.”

      “Yes, sir,” he said with deep sincerity.

      The man was odd, but no odder than the other neighbors I’d met so far, and I put him out of my mind as I started a pot of coffee and sat down to read the paper. The town’s news lacked sensation, as I’d come to expect from the sleepy community. I read an article about the local high school team’s latest defeat at the hands of a neighboring town and another about the good works being done by the women of the country club.

      It’s important, I was taught, that a litigator knows the community he’s serving, and I was making an attempt to learn as much as I could about the town of Paulson. Unfortunately, everything I’d read so far was anodyne, everything that is except for what Barbara had told me the night before. Jocelyn bustled out when I was nearing the end of both my coffee and the paper, dressed to head out.

      “I’m heading to the store first, dear,” she said, pausing to bend and plant a kiss on my lips. “Make sure you stop by Mother’s before you head to work. She made you lunch.”

      “I will,” I said, enjoying her pert backside as she sashayed out of the house.

      Hopping in for a quick shower, I took special care with shaving and dressing. It’s important to make a good impression, and I didn’t want to get off on the wrong foot. The woolen suit I’d bought a month before wouldn’t win me any pageants, but I felt professional as I knotted the pale blue tie and grabbed the new leather briefcase Jocelyn had bought me as a graduation present.

      Walking down the street, I saw an unusual number of married women from the neighborhood standing on their porches or kneeling in their gardens. One and all, they turned to offer me a friendly wave, each dressed as if it were Friday night instead of Monday morning, complete with full faces of makeup and even heels on Deloras as she gardened.

      “Morning, Tom!” Deloras said, waving one arm and ensuring I noticed her massive cleavage swaying in the tight dress she wore.

      “Morning, Deloras,” I said.

      “Jocelyn mentioned you two will be over for dinner tomorrow.” The woman’s blue eyes shown with hope as she spoke, hands clasped beneath her great bosom. “Jacob and I are so looking forward to it.”

      “Sounds wonderful,” I said, letting my eyes linger on her plump lips and the soft roundness of her hips and rump, my blood racing as the beast within hungered to claim another. “I’d love to stay and chat, but I have to get going.”

      “Of course!” the woman enthused with a little bounce that did delicious things to the soft pale flesh trapped in her dress top.

      When I arrived outside of Barbara’s house, I found the front door unlocked so let myself in.

      “Tom?” she called from the back of the house. “Is that you?”

      “Yeah, Barbara,” I said, spotting a paper lunch bag sitting on the kitchen counter. “Thanks for the lunch. I really appreciate it.”

      “Of course,” she said, stepping out into the hallway and causing my heart to hammer when I saw what she wore. The beautiful older woman wore a tight pastel green sleeveless top that molded to her curvaceous body and a short white tennis skirt. Her smooth tan legs reached all the way down to the tiny white socks on her delicate little feet.

      “Was there…” She licked her lips, scent taking on the earthy tones of desire as she pressed her knees together. “Was there anything else you needed before you head to the office?”

      The desire leapt in me, but I forced it down, unwilling to be a slave to it. I could resist my urges but sensed they would only grow throughout the day. I knew, somehow on an instinctual level, that without relief my control might slip at an inopportune moment, and with how powerful my libido had become that might be in eight hours or four.

      Spotting a comfortable brown reading chair, I stepped over to the coat rack and hung my suit jacket and took a seat. Barbara’s green eyes were round and full of hope as she watched me sit, and when I reached to the leather belt of my slacks, she whimpered audibly.

      “I need my cock sucked,” I said, a thrill shooting through me at ordering my beautiful mother-in-law.

      “Of course,” she said, voice nearly identical to what it had been a moment before except for the satisfaction lacing both words.

      The woman moved with rare elegance as she took a small flowery pillow from the couch and laid it between my legs. Eyes flickering between my face and her hands as she slowly undid my pants, she offered me a warm, loving smile as she spoke.

      “Relax, Tom,” she murmured, “and let me take care of it…” Her small, nimble fingers had the fly open and my cock fished from the slot in my boxers in a second, and her grin grew. “Ohhh… It’s so hard… So beautiful… Heavens.”

      Her gentle prayer turned into a shudder of pleasure, nipples hardening against her thick bra and tight green top as a clear bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip.

      “My prayers have been answered,” Barbara breathed, just before slipping her ruby red lips over the thick head, eyes shining with pleasure as she watched my face. Her tongue teased the underside of the head as she sucked.

      “Tomorrow,” I moaned, unable to stifle my pleasure as she sucked hard on the tip, using her fingers, her saliva staining my slacks, “you’ll come over before I head to work… mmhmm just your mouth, isn’t enough.”

      “Just me?” she asked, a wicked grin forming on her lips as she ran them up and down the side of my cock. “Or can I bring one of my friends?”

      “Jesus, woman,” I said, unable to hide my grin of pleasure as she licked my balls. “Mhmm yes, but only… nnhnn.”

      “I know,” she purred, “but only if you get to breed her too?”

      “Yes,” I said, grinning as her eyes turned up at the edge in an answering grin. But I didn’t let her speak again. Sliding my fingers in her thick blonde hair I guided her as she sucked and stroked, her movements quickening and moans deepening as she sucked hard.

      “Swallow it down,” I ordered, loving the look in her eyes as I growled the words out, her pupils dilating wide and her white skirt shaking as her hips rocked, body wracked with an orgasm from the act of servicing me to completion, then she was sent over the moon as she tasted and sucked down my cum.

      “Mhmm, God, you taste so good,” she moaned after catching her breath, using her fingers and tongue to clean my cock before tucking me back into my boxers. “I could do that all day.”

      “Deal,” I said, standing. “Not today, but I’m going to hold you to that.”

      “I can’t wait,” Barbara said, “but I have a tennis lesson at the club, so I better go. Have a great first day at the office.”

      “I’ve been meaning to speak with you about the country club,” I said as I buckled my pants. “These other men. These other…”

      “Alphas,” Barbara said, a quick grin brightening her face when she touched my arm. “It’s just what we ladies have been calling them. Like I said, not much is known outside the compounds, but you can see them all around the golf course and a couple in town.”

      “How many are there?” I asked, feeling my hackles rise but having no idea why.

      “Seven at the club, a few others around town,” Barbara said. “We think one or two men who underwent the Change left the area, but we can’t be certain.”

      “And why do most of the men who’ve Changed end up at the country club?”

      “That’s…” Her scent grew nervous, and I could tell from the expression on her face she was trying to hide something.

      “Don’t evade my questions,” I said, using a firm tone. “This is important, Barbara.”

      “I’m sorry,” she said. “Jocelyn and I were going to speak about it with you together… You see, there are some women willing to do anything in order to breed with an Alpha. They stole most of the men in the club from their wives… perhaps ‘stole’ isn’t the right word… Lured away might be more accurate. You’re free to do whatever you want, but I just don’t know what—”

      “Hush,” I said softly, pulling her into an embrace. “I’m not going anywhere. Your daughter trapped my heart, and you’ve offered me more pleasures than a man could ever hope to expect.”

      “You’ve never seen Bailey and her sisters,” Barbara muttered, “or the Henderson twins.”

      “None of that matters,” I said, my tone firm, “and you shouldn’t let it affect you anymore.”

      I looked down into Barbara’s eyes and was shocked to see her tears dry up and the worry fade almost immediately from her face. Stepping back, she drew in a deep breath, face brightening as she nodded.

      “You’re right,” she said, “thank you. I needed to hear that, Tom.”

      “Now get my lunch,” I said, offering her a wink, “and don’t forget tomorrow morning.”

      Barbara shimmied in pleasure as she spun and hurried into the kitchen, her short tennis skirt giving me glimpses of her round behind. Yet it wasn’t my mother-in-law that my mind focused on, but the greater problem happening all around me.
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      Taking up my briefcase, I headed out to the Buick. My mind picked out odd details in my surroundings as I fired her up and drove toward downtown. I’d always been a bright fellow, having a high aptitude and moderate curiosity. But over the last day or two, my curiosity felt like it was on overdrive and there was no fog in my mind, no distraction that could divert my thoughts if I didn’t will it. If not for my nearly overpowering sex drive, I’d have buried myself in a library just to explore this new sense of focus.

      A new song popped on the radio, and I reached down to flip the station but paused. I’d never been a big fan of Prince’s music, preferring slower rock to the disco beats he often sang to. But the music arrested me. My ears picked up aspects of the sound I’d never heard before, and I could parse through individual notes and melodies in a way I hadn’t been able to before. The one thing I couldn’t get over or escape was how perfectly the instruments were played, how dynamic and extraordinary the musical composition.

      What sounded like simple disco music to most was actually a complex arrangement of sound that elevated the mind. As the song ended, I couldn’t be certain if I was imagining things until “Saturday Night Fever” came on the radio next, and I couldn’t avoid how simple, straightforward, and uninspiring the music was. Prince hadn’t changed, and neither had the Bee Gees, the only change was my ability to differentiate quality from kitsch.

      I spotted the country club as I wound my way through town. The golf course was easy to see, and the stately townhouses surrounding it marched their way up into the lower hills on the north end. I could see the back nine and its townhouses on the hill adjoining, the occasional golf cart winding its way along strips of pale concrete through closely cropped grass. The deeper green grasses of the roughs reached into the short stubby trees a goodly way, and I was shocked at the amount of grass growing in the middle of the high desert.

      Downtown was a quaint district of small buildings that looked like they’d been transported from a northeastern town in New Hampshire, rather than the southwest. The buildings were all red brick and stately, trimmed in white. The upper floors were offices and apartments, but the ground floors for most of downtown were little shops.

      Main Street ended in a roundabout before city hall, with a large fountain in the center of it. I circled the fountain as I searched for a parking garage or spot on the street. I must have looked like a fool because a perky brunette in black tights and a gray skirt suit waved me down.

      “You lost, sir?” the woman asked, her bright green eyes meeting mine as she bent over to look through the passenger window.

      “Yes,” I said, “I’m just trying to figure out where to park… is there a garage or something?”

      “It’s hard to find the first time,” she said, turning to point back the way I’d come in. “Head on back out, and take your first right. You’ll see a tunnel, just head right on in.”

      “Thank you,” I said, giving the woman a brief wave. I was about to drive off, but she kept her elbow on the windowsill.

      “You new in town?” she asked me.

      “Yes,” I said, drawing in a deep breath and sampling her on the wind, tasting her curiosity and the powerful undercurrent of desire I associated with all the women in Paulson. “Do you work in city hall?”

      “I’m Becca,” she said with a dimpled grin, “the records keeper, welcome to Paulson. It’s a great place to live. Have you had a chance to see the lake? My girlfriends and I love to head up on the weekends.”

      “I’ve visited,” I said. “It’s a beautiful area.”

      “You have?” Becca said, her pale green eyes sharpening on me.

      “I have to be heading out, thanks for the directions,” I said with a nod.

      “Come by and see me sometime,” she said, stepping back from the door and offering me a little wave before turning to head into city hall.

      I hesitated for only a second before pulling away, spellbound by the delicious sway of her hips from side to side and the round derrière clad within her skirt. I found the tunnel and drove into the side of a hill to find an underground parking complex. The spots were narrow and the lighting dim, but the little elevator rose swiftly and I emerged a block down from the courthouse.

      The district attorney’s offices were across from the courthouse in a brownstone building. The hallways were made narrow with filing cabinets, and the smell of mothballs permeated everything. It felt like home the moment I walked in.

      “Mr. Redding!” said a cheerful voice, using my surname. After a moment of peering around, I spotted a short, cute brunette with a smattering of gray in her hair.

      “Yes?” I said when the woman bustled forward.

      “I’m Abby Greene,” she said. “I’ll be your paralegal.” Reaching out to shake my hand, she let go of the stack of manila folders she held with one arm and nearly spilled them across the floor, only managing to catch them at the last moment. My eyes locked on the expanse of pale flesh on display. “Sorry, I was in the process of clearing out your office. The DA wanted to be here to greet you himself, but he got called out of town on urgent business yesterday. He wanted me to help you get settled in.”

      “That’s very kind of you,” I said, really taking the woman in as I shook her hand.

      Her dark blue eyes sparkled with intelligence from behind horn-rimmed spectacles, her most striking feature. Her nose was aquiline and mouth wide set, but with plump lips that made her seem younger than she was. Her features were patrician, and there was a no-nonsense air about her that I liked straight away, but also a gentleness that came through in her graceful movements.

      Abby was dressed in a blue and white skirt-suit that came down past her knees, revealing slender calves and delicate feet in her black heels. She looked like a librarian or schoolteacher, with her dark hair pulled up into a bun and the spectacles resting upon her nose, but no teacher or librarian ever wore a blouse with such a deep plunging neckline.

      I couldn’t help drawing in her scent, and what I smelled nearly had me swooning on the spot. I’d smelled desire and lust on several women so far, but the overpowering reek of lust rolling off Abby was so powerful I sneezed and felt my mind slipping into the mindset of a beast. For one terrible moment, I feared I might pounce on the woman, ripping her white blouse open and ravaging her soft MILF body right there on the floor.

      For one pregnant moment, the woman seemed to sense the conflict taking place within me, and she moved closer, drawing the hand she held against her chest. At contact with the soft flesh of her massive breasts, I flinched back, releasing her grip and drawing in a ragged breath.

      “Are you…” she began delicately, still far too close for comfort. “Mr. Redding, are you well? Do you need”—her face filled with hesitancy when I resisted the desire and she frowned—“anything?”

      “I’m fine,” I said, although from the sweat suddenly beading my brow and the ragged breaths I was breathing I didn’t look or seem fine, I’m sure. “Where is my office?”

      “Right,” she said, turning and motioning me to follow as she bustled back down the hall. “It’s up on the second floor with the other junior associate. We’ve made sure you have your own space, though.”

      I tried to keep my eyes off the woman’s wide and round behind, and the way it swayed so deliciously when she walked. The older woman had an adorable dimpled smile, and I could tell she must have been quite the beauty when she was younger, and even with a speckling of gray in her hair, her body still retained its hourglass form, narrowing at the waist before flaring wide at the hips and bust.

      The woman continued to chatter away as we wound our way through a warren of narrow hallways, past half a dozen empty offices, and up a flight of creaking wooden stairs to the second floor. Peering into the offices and a conference room along the way, I noticed few people in the building and asked about it.

      “Well,” Abby said with a little frown, dimples flashing, “one thing you’ll learn about Paulson is it’s a rather sleepy town. Not much happens here, unfortunately for us, that requires prosecution. Most will be coming in a little later.”

      I frowned at that, and the woman blushed a pretty shade of faint pink before ducking into a small office.

      “Well here we are,” she said as I stepped in after her. “It’s not much, but I did manage to scrounge up a Brother Charger typewriter for you.”

      “Oh wow,” I said in genuine excitement, dropping my briefcase on a chair in the corner and stepping behind the small desk to see the machine.

      The office was larger than I expected, but still small compared to the DA and assistant DA offices downstairs. There was a small adjoining office with three desks in it, all covered with paperwork. There was a narrow window that looked out over the town square, its lace curtains gathered to either side of the inlaid frame.

      The space didn’t interest me once I saw the typewriter. I’d always been fascinated by machines and nearly chose being an engineer as a profession in the hope I could design my own one day. The Brother Charger was one of the best portable typewriters on the market, and its keystroke action and the lightness of its keys were legendary. I couldn’t wait for an excuse to type something up on it.

      “Are there any briefs I should review?” I asked, pulling my coat off.

      “Nothing pressing,” Abby said, rifling through the manila folders she held and drawing out a slender one, “but the DA thought it would be a good idea for you to review past cases. I have a list here if you want to review it. I’ve got most of the case files pulled.”

      “Perfect,” I said, smiling when she stepped forward and took my coat with a shy smile.

      The scent of her filled my senses again, and my fingers trembled, and I was forced to make fists to keep from reaching out and throwing her down on my desk right there. I didn’t know how she could function with so much desire and need clawing within her, but I could only detect faint hints of it as her eyes traced the lines of my face and in the white knuckles of her fingers as they clutched the folders to her breast.

      “Is there anything else you require, sir?” Her dark blue eyes peered up at me from over the rim of her glasses, and my throat went dry at the naked promise in her eyes. “Coffee? Tea?… Anything?” I shook my head, unable to trust myself to speak, and sat quickly, hiding the tent in my slacks.

      “I’ll return shortly with the case files,” she said, a slight frown marring the beauty of her patrician features.

      I breathed out a sharp breath when the woman closed the door behind her, closing my eyes to try and compose myself. My heart was hammering and my mind, so clear and sharp on the ride over, had become fogged with lust. I drew in deep breaths, slowly getting a handle on myself as I heard the sounds of others arriving in the office. Ten minutes later, Abby bustled in with a rolling cart piled high with a mountain of case files.

      “These should get you started,” she said, beaming with an overly bright smile. “My desk is right in there.” She pointed to the small adjoining office with its three desks, a strange tension tightening the muscles around her eyes as she watched me pull a stack of folders over onto my desk. “If you need anything at all, just call for me.”

      “Will do,” I said. “Thank you, Ms. Greene.”

      Lips pressed together in a brief smile, she stepped into the adjoining office and I heard her pull out the chair and sit down. Forcing my thoughts away from the throbbing erection in my pants and the soft body in the other room I longed to bury it in, I opened the first case file and began reading.
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      Focusing was extremely difficult as my mind kept wandering, distracted by minor thoughts and wicked fantasies. Sounds about the building alerted me to my coworkers arriving throughout the ninth and tenth hours, making their way in slowly. A pair of men shuffled past my office and into the one next to mine, but if they spoke to one another or anyone else, I heard nothing. A pair of women entered the office with Abby, and my ears perked up when I overheard one of them whispering to my paralegal. The sounds should have been too faint, but I could just barely hear them.

      “Is he here?” asked a breathy voice.

      “Yes,” whispered back Abby, “but… something is different about him. He isn’t like Dean Flanders… maybe the others are like this, but I don’t think he’s been to the lake yet.”

      “Could he be like the director?” asked a third high-pitched and girlish voice.

      “We aren’t that lucky, girl,” said the first wryly. “All we can hope is that Barbara and her girl didn’t take him to the lake. How long will we have to wait for another chance?”

      “I can’t wait any longer, Selina!” hissed the third high-pitched voice.

      “We have no choice,” said Abby sadly, “but Alpha or not, he’s a fine young man, and there was something… I can’t put my finger on it, but I feel better just knowing he’s here. At least he hasn’t become like my Ralph.”

      “Come on, Daphne, let’s say hi to the new boss,” said the first voice, and I picked my head up when the two women stepped up to the open door between the rooms.

      “Welcome to Paulson, Mr. Redding,” said the first woman, a startlingly attractive woman with black hair, pale white skin, and a flawless figure trapped beneath a stylish outfit. Beside her was a bubbly little blonde with cherubic features, a pleasantly rounded body, and a bright white smile. “I’m Selina DeWitt and this is Daphne. We’re assistants on loan to all the attorneys on the second floor.”

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you both,” I said, standing and stepping over to shake their hands.

      The blonde giggled, and I struggled to determine her age. The woman could have been anywhere from twenty to thirty, but I suspected she was on the younger end of that range. The woman’s kind attitude and vacant eyes were juxtaposed with her friend. Selina was older, a few years Abby’s junior, or perhaps a decade. The woman’s expression wasn’t nearly as open, but her eyes danced with a fierce intelligence and her grip was sure and strong.

      “If you need anything”—Selina’s eyes locked on mine, as if searching for something, and she frowned slightly—“let Abby know, and she can schedule time for us.”

      “Oh?” I said. “Like what kinds of things could I… ask for?”

      If Abby looked like the quintessential sexy librarian, and Daphne like a brainless co-ed, the only way I could describe Selina would be as a seductress. The woman’s smokey eyes seemed to hold secrets that only she knew, and her every movement set my heart hammering hard. I hadn’t meant to ask my question, but the promise in her eyes and the unspoken offer in her words nearly unmanned me.

      “Copies!” pipped in Daphne, her brainless enthusiasm breaking the tension of the moment. “Or files?”

      “Yes,” Selina said, offering the young woman a gracious smile, “or anything at all.”

      “Thank you both,” I said, sitting behind my desk and fighting down my own desire.

      The pair stepped back into their small office, Selina closing the door behind her and throwing me a smokey look before the lock clicked in place. There was a cold sweat on my brow as I turned back to the paperwork before me. It took a long couple of minutes before I could focus enough to read, and far longer before I was able to retain anything. My mind’s eye kept filling with visions of the beautiful older women in the office beside mine.

      It got easier to concentrate twenty minutes later when Selina and Daphne left to pull records from the courthouse. I was inundated all morning with greetings from other women who worked in the building and an hour later the two other junior attorneys, the only men I saw in the building all day. Both were odd little men with curly black hair who shuffled side to side as they spoke to me.

      “I had a few questions about a case I was reviewing,” I said to the senior of the pair, Mr. Hillier. “Do you have a moment later to go over it with me?”

      “Yes, sir,” the man said, his eyes darting from foot to foot as he cringed back against the wall.

      Like the men in my neighborhood, the pair put my hackles up. I struggled to be respectful with them, but all I wanted to do was bark for them to get out of my way. From the sneering looks the pair drew from the women in the office, I wasn’t the only one put off by them. There were a good dozen women who worked in the building, and I was subject to intense stares from nearly all of them whenever I moved about the place. It got to where I dreaded stepping out of my office because the feeling of eyes following me wherever I went only made me more aware of the beast within that hungered for soft flesh.

      “Tom!” Lifting my head up from a particularly boring case file, I smiled when Jocelyn breezed in, a small picnic basket in one hand. “Are you free for lunch?”

      “Yes,” I said, picking up the paperwork and setting it on the side desk. I lifted my typewriter, still unused, and made a space on the desk for her to set the basket down on and dug out my sack lunch from the drawer I’d placed it in. “I’m so happy to see you.”

      “Not as happy as I am to see you,” my wife said with a bright grin as she stepped around the desk and let me pull her into a kiss.

      “Jocey!” enthused a bubbly voice. “Oh, sorry!”

      We broke off our kiss to find Daphne standing in the adjoining doorway, her cheeks blushing a faint shade of pink from catching us embracing.

      “Hey, Daphne.” Jocelyn grinned, stepping over and pulling the woman into a warm embrace. “How’s your sister doing?”

      “She’s grand.” The blonde giggled as she gripped Jocelyn tight. “It’s so good to see you again! How was college?”

      “You two know each other?” I asked.

      “We went to school together,” Jocelyn said with a fond smile for the larger woman. “Daphne was a senior when I was on freshman cheer.”

      “Go Wildcats!” Daphne said, punching one fist in the air and raising the opposite knee in a surprisingly sharp cheerleading move. “I’ll let you two eat. I just wanted to come say hi. It’s so good to see you again, Jocey!”

      “Say hi to Bella for me,” Jocelyn said when the woman stepped out.

      “Do you know everyone in town?” I asked my wife.

      “Most,” she said with a little grin. “Sit and eat. I don’t have long before my appointment.”

      We chatted about our days thus far, and I was happy to hear her interview had gone well. I listened as Jocelyn told me all about her morning and the woman she’d interviewed with as we ate. My sandwich was shockingly good, packed with a fist-sized helping of lunch meats, and I found it difficult to talk around the constant mouthfuls of bread, tomatoes, and meat.

      “If I get the job, I’ll start in two weeks,” Jocelyn was saying, “which gives me plenty of time to set up the house and get us settled in—” She broke off when the door to the adjoining office clicked open and Abby poked her head in.

      “Sorry to interrupt,” my paralegal said, flashing her dimpled grin at Jocelyn. “I just wanted to stop in and say hi.”

      “Jocelyn,” I said, making introductions, “this is Abby Greene, my paralegal.”

      “A pleasure to meet you,” Abby said, but when she began to leave Jocelyn reached out and stopped her with a hand on the back of the woman’s forearm.

      “Please, stay for a few minutes,” my wife said, “if we’re not keeping you from something pressing, that is.”

      “No!” Abby said, taking the seat beside Jocelyn’s after my wife pulled it out, making room.

      As the older woman took her seat, Jocelyn stood and closed the door behind her, the lock clicking in place as she turned back with a grin tugging at her lips that I’d never seen before. It looked almost predatory as she took her seat once again and turned to my paralegal. Crossing her legs, she placed an elbow on her thigh, resting her chin in her hand as she turned to Abby.

      “So, Abby,” Jocelyn said, pale green eyes bright as they held the older woman’s darker blue, “tell me your vision of how you see yourself working underneath my husband?”

      “As I told Mr. Redding,” the pretty brunette said, “I’m here to assist him with anything he should require. I’ve been a paralegal for twenty years and know the city and its legal system inside and out.”

      “You’re from Paulson?” Jocelyn asked, eyes sharp.

      “We moved here just before I got hired,” Ms. Greene said.

      “And what do you think of the town?” Jocelyn asked, her gaze still sharp on the other woman, probing.

      “Ralph loved the greenery and quaintness,” Abby said. “He wanted to start a private practice here, but that didn’t work out. I… I took longer to come around, you could say.”

      “And now?”

      “Now, I love it. I could never think of leaving,” Ms. Greene said.

      There was another deeper conversation taking place between the two women. Looks and glances shared between them as certain words were given extra weight or meaning. My thoughts were still muddled and sluggish, but I could read parts of their meaning from their scents and the emotions they conveyed.

      “Husband,” Jocelyn said, as she sat up slowly, “would you give Abby and I, a moment to speak in private?”

      “I will not,” I said, the firm command in my tone causing both women’s heads to turn, fixing their intense eyes upon me. My heart raced as my suspicions about what was taking place between the two crystallized. Like tigresses meeting for the first time upon the plains, they circled one another warily. Only it wasn’t bristling tails I sensed, but something that thickened my large cock.

      “Very well,” Jocelyn said, pride filling her face when I motioned for her to go on, my calm confidence exciting her in obvious ways. Turning in her seat, she focused her attention on the nervously shifting older woman. “You say you could never think of leaving, Abby… why?”

      “I…” She cut her eyes to me and back to my wife, jaw working as she struggled for words.

      “You’re a married woman?” Jocelyn asked, and Abby nodded in response. “But with no children?”

      “Hah!” The older woman laughed, the explosion of sound surprising. “I don’t think Ralph could even… umm no, no children.”

      “And you’re eager to be of… assistance?”

      The woman’s eyes narrowed when Jocelyn’s eyebrows bounced on the word, and she looked at my wife with fixed intensity.

      “You can’t mean…” She looked at me, eyes searching for a moment before she shook her head. “I don’t understand what’s going on here. Have you taken Mr. Redding to the lake?”

      “Yes,” Jocelyn said, her eyes now sparkling with amusement as she watched the older woman.

      “But I’ve met Dean Flanders,” Ms. Greene hissed, “and he’s nothing like him!”

      The conversation had been interesting and then amusing up until that point, but a snarl twisted my lips at being spoken of as though I weren’t present. I must have made a sound in the back of my throat because Abby cut off, both she and Jocelyn turning startled and red-cheeked faces to me, chests rising and falling in ragged breaths.

      “Can’t be,” whispered Abby, one hand gripping at her skirts, wrinkling the fine material.

      “He is,” whispered Jocelyn just as softly, her eyes full of love and pride as they gazed at me, “but… different…”

      “Get on with it,” I growled.

      My cock ached as its steely hardness tented my slacks beneath the desk. My mind was a fog of lust, and it was a struggle to keep my frustration in check. Sensing my emotions, Jocelyn spoke quickly.

      “The Change has come over my husband,” she said, “but we want to keep it secret for as long as possible.” Abby nodded sharply as if she understood, face betraying a shining hope as she sat up straight in her chair. “Can I trust you to help with everything my husband requires?”

      “Yes, ma’am!” Ms. Greene said, wide mouth struggling not to break into a grin as both hands gripped her skirts. “Do you have any idea? This is like a dream come true! Of course”—she composed herself, smoothing her skirts and sitting up straight again—“I’m willing to do whatever you need, sir. Please”—her dark blue eyes flicked to my wife for approval, then to me with warmth when she had it, beseeching—“just ask.”

      “He will not ask,” Jocelyn said, sitting back in her seat, an amused smile playing across her lips as she watched the older woman’s reaction. “He will order.”

      “Of course,” Abby said, licking her lips and reaching up to push her horn-rimmed glasses up her nose. “Sir… I…”

      The air was so thick with sexual tension it felt like I could cut it with a knife. The lust had me, and I struggled to find words as I lurched to my feet. My heart pounded, and for one pregnant moment I saw how insane this was. Then the moment was past, and I moved as my nature demanded, stepping around the desk.

      “I have a meeting to get to,” Jocelyn said, popping to her feet and planting a quick kiss on my cheek, turning and giving Ms. Greene a wink. “Keep Selina and Daphne off him for as long as you can, Abby, and you will be bred. I promise.”

      A look of such profound and naked joy broke out on my paralegal’s face that I wanted to turn around to see if Christ was descending from heaven behind me. Jocelyn turned back and whispered in my ear.

      “Use her mouth and tits only. Your seed is too powerful a prize to spend easily, and we need allies… Enjoy, my love.”

      Jocelyn stepped away, a knowing look in her eyes when she saw the hungry, almost feral look in mine. Before she slipped out of the office, I drew in her scent, amused to find it full of satisfaction, of all things, the sweet scent laced through with pride, in me or herself I couldn’t say. Throwing a final smile my way, my wife left me alone with the busty MILF paralegal.
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      The woman’s thick bottom lip trembled as she stared up at me with an expression of mingled awe and naked desire. My thoughts were sluggish and distant, swimming in a sea of my own lust, desire, and need. One overriding thought dominated my mind, and Abby could see it in my eyes. I didn’t feel guilty, awkward, or out of place as I reached up to my belt, standing in the middle of my new office. It felt powerful and correct that I should dominate this woman and others, but more than that, my body craved release like it never had.

      “What do you need, sir?” Ms. Greene asked, her eyes beseeching and face desperate. “Please… let me serve you.”

      “On your knees,” I said, the words coming out harder than I’d intended, but Abby didn’t seem offended by the roughness in my voice. The opposite in fact. With a whimper of pleasure, she dropped off the chair, dragging up her skirt to keep it off the floor as I stepped close.

      “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” she whispered to herself, eyes flickering from my face down to the large lump in my slacks. “It’s happening. Dear God, it's finally happening.”

      “What?” I asked, pausing with the belt in the buckle.

      “Sir, I’ve dreamed of this moment so many times I’ve lost count.” Her dark blue eyes held a fervent devotion that took me aback for a moment. “I knew you would come. My life has been so lost…” She reached up tentatively and slid her hands up my thighs slowly. “So empty and devoid of meaning… Let me serve you, sir. Let me ease your stress so you might do the good works God intended… as only a Man such as yourself can do.”

      “Serve me,” I said, letting the leather of my belt slip through the buckle.

      The sound of the steel buckle rattling was accompanied by a moan of pleasure from the back of Abby’s throat as she fumbled free the buttons and zipper of my slacks. Her movements were awkward and unpracticed, but the tension and desire were so thick in the air no amount of fumbling could break the mood.

      Moments later, I watched as her fingers slipped into the coin-slot opening of my boxers, her eyes disbelieving at the length and girth pressed against the material. Her cool fingers slipped over the hot flesh as she drew it forth, and a gentle sigh escaped her as my mind finally settled down. The raging lust monster that pushed at my thoughts constantly when I was full of desire abated, quieting to a distant murmur as it sensed relief incoming.

      “Sir…” Ms. Greene breathed, as my enormous cock sprang free of its cloth confines. “You’re gorgeous… It is magnificent!”

      Her eyes were as round as saucers, the pupils dilated so wide the dark blue was nearly swallowed by black. For a brief moment, it struck me how quickly I’d accepted the odd growth of my cock, but the through flitted away as quickly as it came. Abby’s thick lips trembled as she ran gentle fingers up the throbbing, veiny length, exploring it with her fingertips.

      Pausing her motions, the older woman glanced up to me for confirmation or orders, but the lust was on me and words were distant things. A growl issued forth from the back of my throat, short and deep, affecting the woman powerfully. As I watched, she shuddered, quarter-shaped lumps forming on her massive breasts, and I scented how raw her desire was.

      A single bead of clear pre-cum oozed out of the tip of my cock, and as its scent, clean and pure, filled the little office, sounds of the outside world faded. Ringing phones and the various sounds of office life were dim, then nothing as our world shrank to the immediacy of our needs.

      Abby’s slender fingers held my cock as she leaned forward, lips enveloping the fat head as she sucked it into her hot, wet mouth. I hissed in annoyance and, reaching down, stopped the woman from taking me deeper. Her desperate eyes looked up at me.

      “No teeth,” I growled in warning, and she gave a little nod, whimpering as her tongue suddenly licked all around the head of my cock, teeth retracting.

      “Yeth suuah,” she mumbled around my thickness.

      It was my turn to moan in pleasure as she ran wet, thick lips all over the head, tongue coating my cock in wetness as her fingers stroked me. Ms. Greene was a novice at giving blowjobs, in fact, I suspected this may have been her first, but the woman learned quickly.

      As her fingers stroked, her tongue and lips played along my cock, eyes watching my face for signs of pleasure. When she took me back into her mouth, she sucked hard, learning her lesson and shielding her teeth with her lips and taking me deeper and deeper. I felt the tightness of her throat cup my cock, and her eyes widened further, a happy little whimper of pleasure escaping her throat. The MILF took me all the way down to the root.

      “Holy shit,” I moaned, staring at her nose buried in my pubes and my cock stretching her throat.

      Abby pulled back off my cock, fingers forming a tight ring before her lips, the slick saliva from the back of her throat making it easier as she drove forward again, fucking my cock with her throat.

      “MMmghghgph!” Abby moaned, eyes rolling back into her skull as she threw herself into the motions.

      Like a woman possessed, she worked my cock with a single-minded obsession. The sweet MILF was gone, changing before my eyes into a desperate, cock sucking slut, intent on swallowing my load. There was no holding back in me, if I’d even wanted to. The lust consuming me wouldn’t allow for it, and in a moment, I felt my balls tightening, cock throbbing as my orgasm approached.

      “I’m…” I began to announce, but Ms. Greene cut me off with a whimper of desperation.

      She slowed her sucking, tongue teasing the tip as she sucked the head in and out of her mouth, one hand reaching down to run gentle fingers over my testes. That sent me over the edge, and the world faded to white, my toes curling and knees growing weak as I felt my cock unload in her groaning throat.

      “MMMNGGHHH!!!!”

      The look of pure ecstasy on the older woman’s face was a surprise, and I saw her hips shaking, muscles trembling, and the scent of her filled the room. As I caught my breath in the wake of one of the largest orgasms of my life, I watched Abby do the same. Her eyes were soft with pleasure and a little wide with shock as she ran her tongue up and down my cock.

      “Jesus,” I said, my legs trembling and mind suddenly clear of the fog that had clouded it all day.

      My thoughts exploded along new pathways, as they had that morning, and I realized the lust had clogged my thinking. I also felt a fledgling connection to this woman, as I did with Jocelyn and Barbara. There was a hunger deep inside to deepen that connection, but I resisted the desire, Jocelyn’s image filling my mind as I stepped back, resting against my desk.

      “That was…” Ms. Greene said, her gentle eyes finding mine, and I was shocked to see tears of joy in them as she licked her lips and caught her breath. “That was the greatest moment of my life… thank you, sir, for letting me serve.”

      “No,” I said, pushing aside the whirlwind of thoughts threatening to carry me off, “thank you. I… I needed that.”

      Licking her lips, the woman smoothed her clothes and, reaching out, tucked my cock away with more confidence than she’d drawn it forth. Patting the cloth fondly, she stood smoothly, and as I gazed into her eyes, I realized my wife had been right. The act between us had bonded her to me, or us to one another. I could feel the ease between us that hadn’t existed before, a level of comfort that normally took months or years to formulate.

      “Please call if you need anything else, sir,” Ms. Greene said. Her tone was the soul of professionalism, but her eyes told of naked desire.

      “I will, Ms. Greene.” I sat behind my desk, eager to launch back into the files before me. “And thank you again, that will be all.”

      “Sir,” she said, before offering me a demure nod and slipping out of my office.

      The woman deserved more from me for her supreme effort, but I couldn’t waste this clarity, and with single-minded focus, I threw myself into work. I read dozens and dozens of case files over the next three hours, barely lifting my head to thank Abby when she brought me a cup of coffee without asking. I don’t know how she knew, but it was exactly what I’d needed, and the boost of caffeine kept me at the paperwork for another two hours without pause.

      An interesting pattern emerged, the more I pored over past Paulson crimes. All the files I searched through were dated for decades before—petty crimes of larceny and theft, all the way up to domestic violence. There didn’t seem to be anything more recent. I found a few here and there, but they always dealt with outsiders either passing through town or visiting.

      My mind sorted this information in with what I’d learned from my wife and Barbara, and I began to see the edges of a pattern forming. I would need to get into the records department to see if police records corroborated what I was seeing in prosecuting documents, but it was getting late in the afternoon when I finally pushed the paperwork aside.

      “Ms. Greene,” I called and was rewarded with the busty MILF appearing in the adjoining doorway a moment later, “could you arrange for a time for me to meet with the records department tomorrow? There are a few things I want to follow up with.”

      “I’ll speak with Becca first thing in the morning,” she said. “Will that be all, sir? Can I get you anything else before you head home for the day?”

      From the heat in her eyes, the woman’s meaning was clear, but I had pressing business at home and couldn’t afford to spend the time indulging her.

      “Tomorrow,” I said, standing and pulling on my coat. “I’ll need your help to piece together some of Paulson’s history, if you’re willing.”

      “I live to be of service,” Abby breathed, and the extra weight to her words gave me pause before taking up my briefcase. “I will be here and ready for you tomorrow, sir. Have a good evening.”

      “You too, Ms. Greene,” I said, pausing to offer a wave to Daphne, who sat behind her desk typing away and waved back.

      “See you tomorrow, Mr. Redding!” the bubbly blonde said with a wave.

      “Selina has been asking about you all day, sir,” Abby said, stepping close and grabbing my sleeve before I could leave. “I think she and Daphne are going to try feeding you lake water in order to force the Change.”

      “And?” I asked.

      “Sir,” she said, growing a touch uncomfortable, “I saw how your wife spoke about her… Forgive me for overstepping, but I’ve known Selina for years, and she always gets what she wants…” The beautiful older woman’s eyes shaded with a deep-seated fear as she went on. “If your missus is building a coven… Sir, I’ll do anything to be and stay a part of it… Anything! But that woman is a snake, she’ll steal you away from your wife—”

      I reached up and placed a gentle finger across her thick lips, feeling the rapid beat of her heart as I silenced her.

      “No one,” I said, surprising myself at the fierceness of my tone, “and nothing will ever take my wife from me, nor I from her. Do you understand that?”

      “Yes, sir,” the woman breathed, expression filled with wonder as she stared up at me.

      “The world is changing, Abby,” I said, letting my fingers slide across her lips to caress her soft round cheek. “Something is going on in sleepy Paulson, and I mean to understand it. You know none of this is normal.” She gave a small nod, pupils slowly dilating, and I had to force my eyes to stay on hers instead of dropping to the massive breasts brushing my chest. “But it is our reality.”

      “You can trust me, sir,” she said, eyes shining with so much devotion I almost believed her, but a good prosecutor guards his suspicions well and trusts few.

      “We shall see,” I said.

      I could tell she wanted to say more, that my lack of trust hurt, but she understood my hesitation, and if anything, I saw her respect for me grow as I stepped away.

      “Have those things ready for me first thing, Ms. Greene,” I said, keenly aware of Daphne’s lack of typing as she strained to eavesdrop.

      “Yes, sir,” Abby said, drawing in a ragged breath as I stepped away.
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      Walking out to my car, I let my mind race down tracks of thought as I plotted and planned. There was still so much to find out, but I’d learned a few things that afternoon and might have made an ally. Or it might be more accurate to say my wife had given me an ally. The memory of Jocelyn’s face as she stepped from the room flashed back through my head, and my blood heated as I sat behind the wheel.

      There are depths to that woman I never dreamed, I thought to myself.

      As I drove home, I reflected on the actions I’d taken back at the office. I’d never really thought about it, but I’d been acting as if a threat existed. Some sixth sense was warning me to trust Jocelyn about Selina. I couldn’t place my finger on it, but my bonds to Jocelyn and Barbara felt threatened whenever I thought about the beautiful Selina and the open offer in her dark eyes. The connection to my wife is at the core of who I am, so to threaten that was to shake my very foundation.

      No longer thinking as clearly as I drove home, worry wiggled its way into my thoughts. When I arrived, I found Jocelyn in the garage unpacking boxes. The woman looked gorgeous in her short pants and tight T-shirt, blonde hair tied back and a red scarf tied around it. She looked straight out of a fashion magazine, and as I stepped out of the car, she ran over with a big grin leaping into my arms.

      “Mhmm,” Jocelyn moaned as she kissed me. “I missed you.”

      “I missed you too,” I said, pressing my hardness against her flat stomach.

      “Mhmm…” She grinned into the kiss. “I can tell, but we don’t have time for that. You need to shower and change. We only have an hour before Winnie is expecting us over there.”

      “Plenty of time,” I said, cupping her pert ass with one hand and massaging it, heedless of who might have been watching us out their windows.

      “Tom,” she chided, voice on the cusp of moaning. “You need to save your seed… Mhmm, Winnie needs to be bred… oh baby, we shouldn’t… mmph!”

      I picked my beautiful wife up, her legs wrapping around my waist as I marched in through the garage door. Jocelyn was laughing and giggling as I dragged off her clothes and she mine, leaving a trail of clothes down the hallway before collapsing onto the mattress in a pile of limbs.

      There is no one more gorgeous than Jocelyn, and her naked beauty spurred me on to take her with powerful strokes. As her screams of pleasure echoed around the house and throughout the neighborhood, my wife’s voice caused a frenzy amongst the neighbors that I could scent on the wind, and it only drove me as I filled her womb with my seed.

      “Oh! God! I’m…. cumming!”

      Jocelyn’s teeth sank into the flesh of my shoulder, and her nails dug into my back as she shuddered beneath me. My cock throbbed as it filled her with shot after shot of hot white cum.

      “So hot,” Jocelyn moaned, her lips finding mine as we rolled onto our sides and cuddled for a moment. “I’ll never get over how you make me feel, Tom,” she purred, snuggling close and trailing a hand down my stomach to run slender fingers along my slick cock.

      “Mmm, I loved that,” she said, grinning up at me. “But make sure you have enough to breed Winnie.”

      “You’re crazy, woman,” I said with a little chuckle. “You aren’t jealous or upset?”

      “Because of earlier?” she asked, and after a slight pause shook her head. “No, just the opposite. Abby Greene is yours now husband as is only right. You deserve her devotion and more. Just imagining her worshipping you…” I was bemused to see her shiver in pleasure before going on. “I only wish I could have witnessed it.”

      “What is a coven?”

      The question froze Jocelyn, and she looked up with a searching gaze.

      “How do you know that word?” She searched my expression, but I kept my face expressionless, merely raising an eyebrow awaiting her answer. “I don’t know who made up the term…” she began slowly, “but it started up about ten years ago. We used to call them social clubs, but they’re groups of friends and family that have… an affinity for one another.

      “I don’t know how to explain it, but I just… there are certain women that I’ve never liked, never gotten along with, nor they with me. It’s the same for Mom. Over the years, our social clubs or… covens… have grown closer and closer together… Factions have emerged.”

      “Rival covens?” I asked.

      “Yes.” She nodded. “It isn’t talked about, but we don’t mingle with one another and at times things have become… contentious.”

      “You fear a rival coven will steal me away,” I said, seeing to the heart of her and Barbara’s fears in my clear state of thought. Jocelyn tensed against my side, and I knew I’d hit the nail on the head. Her scent was a jumble of conflicting emotions, and I sensed she needed to lance this boil herself.

      “It’s a real fear, Tom,” Jocelyn said, voice small and quiet. “There are women in town who will do anything to trap an Alpha for their coven. You can’t understand what it’s like… the longing… the need to be protected, loved, cared for, and to… to bear life. We all feel it. It’s part of what binds us closer than sisters.”

      Jocelyn looked up and rested her hand on my chest, eyes searching mine as she tried to impart how genuine her feelings were.

      “Abby Greene isn’t part of our coven, not yet, although she could be. That’s why I asked you not to breed her.” She swallowed hard and went on. “So we could be certain she wouldn’t break the peace we’ve struggled to maintain. But promise me that once she’s part of our coven you’ll treat her like you do me or any of the rest. Tom, it’s important. Please tell me you understand.”

      “I understand,” I said, running my fingers gently down her back in a calming manner. I understood more than she thought but didn’t speak it out loud. “But I want you to set aside your fears and rely on your faith in me. You know me. You know how much I love you.”

      “I know,” she said, and though I’d eased her fears somewhat, there was still a seed of doubt remaining in her scent.

      “Let’s get ready,” I said. “Wouldn’t want to keep our host waiting.”

      “Wear your dark blue suit,” Jocelyn said, rising from the bed and brushing her long blonde hair back. “You look really good in it.”

      “Wear your black garter set,” I said, offering her a wink. “You’re going to look really good when I strip you out of it later.”

      “Tonight is about Winnie, Tom,” Jocelyn said with an amused smile. “Don’t be silly.”

      “Wear them,” I ordered, letting my tone take on the firm tone of command I’d grown more accustomed to.

      “Yes, sir,” Jocelyn said, a little grin curling the corners of her mouth as she dug through her dresser for the garments.

      Thirty minutes later we were dressed and walking down the front path. The neighbors were walking out to their car, and the wife waved hello.

      “Evening, Tom, Jocelyn,” Suzy said, her outfit and makeup as flawless as they had been the first day I’d met her.

      “Evening,” I said with a nod for her and the portly little man.

      “Dinner with the Darlingtons?” Suzy asked, raising one eyebrow as she held the car door open.

      “Dinner and a nightcap,” I said, sampling the woman’s scent and finding it full of desire and satisfaction, an odd combination.

      “Just make sure you have an appetite for breakfast.” The woman’s pale green eyes held mine, a heat entering them that set my heart pounding. “Barbara asked for some help… feeding you tomorrow morning. Apparently, she’s making you a special… breakfast? Everyone volunteered to… help, but I won the raffle.”

      “You’ll enjoy Suzy’s cooking, sir,” Harold said, ducking his head to avoid meeting my eyes when I glanced down at him. “Pardon the intrusion.”

      “Tom’s looking forward to it, I’m sure,” Jocelyn said, slipping her arm through mine, an eager light I recognized entering her eyes as they alighted on Suzy. “But Mom made me promise mornings are hers.”

      “Your mother and I will be… cooking together,” Suzy said, her lips quirking in amusement when Jocelyn gave a small gasp. “You disapprove?”

      “Never,” Jocelyn said, and the sharp spike of lust I smelled rolling off her surprised me, as did the fierce grin she flashed up at me. “But this opens up… possibilities.”

      “It was her… suggestion,” I said, and I thought I was ready for any kind of reaction to my admission of greedy lust, but the woman I married never ceases to shock me.

      “Mmhmm!” Jocelyn threw herself in my arms, tongue slipping into my mouth as she kissed me hard then released me, breathing heavy. “Race across the plains, my handsome lion,” she whispered fiercely, “and let Mom and I add to your pride.”

      As suddenly as she’d molded herself to me, Jocelyn was standing at my side, the demure wife once more, as if the harlot from a second before had never been. Suzy’s large bust heaved, hips grinding on the door frame, and her lips parted, tongue trembling as it reached out and back in, in an unconscious gesture of desire. While the woman made a fool of herself, it was the husband’s reaction that shocked me the most.

      Harold sat staring out his window but not at my wife, whose nipples stood out hard as rocks against her loose top, nor at the black stockings gripping her slender legs. He stared at the lump in my pants with such awe and reverence it raised my hackles. He must have sensed the change in me, for he hunched down, eyes averted, offering the back of his neck to me. The man wasn’t my enemy, nor was he an ally per se, but he was a provider and cared for those under his roof the best he was able.

      Drawing Jocelyn down the walkway, I offered the couple a wave of farewell.

      “Until tomorrow!” Suzy said, voice a touch breathless as she stood up on weak legs and offered Jocelyn and me a wave, making sure her heavy breasts swayed in her dress top to maximum effect.

      “Two at a time,” Jocelyn said, her hip pressed against my side and a large breast resting on my arm as we walked to the other neighbor’s house. “You can master so many at once?”

      “Mmhmm,” I grunted in reply.

      “Hmm… we might need to test the boundaries of what you’re capable of, Tom.” Jocelyn’s perfect teeth flashed as she grinned. “I mean, for research if nothing else.”

      “For science,” I said with a laugh.

      “Exactly.” She grinned. “For science.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 14

          

        

      

    

    
      “What’s for science, dear?” Winnie asked as she pushed open her screen door. “Welcome, both of you, come on in. David’s just setting the dip out now.”

      “Oh nothing, Ms. Darlington,” Jocelyn said as she shook the woman’s hand and stepped in, “just something funny Tom said. You have a lovely home.”

      “Thank you, dear,” Winnie Darlington said, her bright blue eyes locked on me as I stepped inside, “I’m so glad you agreed to come for dinner.”

      Stepping in, I felt her eyes tracking my every movement. I sensed the woman’s desire, but also her suspicion after our last encounter. Ignoring her, I took in the new furniture and the dark paintings on the walls. They were all in a theme, blacks and whites with raw stylistic images. The art held my attention so much I nearly overlooked the short, portly fellow who shuffled from foot to foot in one corner.

      “Do you like the art, Tom?” Winnie asked, pulling closed the front door and turning, her black heels clicking on the tiled floor. “David painted these pieces over the past two years.”

      “They’re remarkable,” I said, offering the man a nod of respect. “I don’t know much about art, but it looks like you have real skill.”

      “David was an art teacher down in Albuquerque when we met.” Winnie smiled at the man with fondness. “But his talent has really flourished since moving here.”

      “What do you for work now, David?” I asked the man as Jocelyn followed Winnie into the kitchen.

      “I… um… I do IT work for the city,” the man mumbled, shuffling a half step into the light.

      “That must… be…”

      The man’s scent filled my sinuses with the rancid odor of fear. The man was so terrified it was a wonder he could stand and function. Instead of recoiling from it, I sensed a brother of the Change and reached out and rested my hand on his shoulder until he lifted his head and met my gaze, dark eyes round and moist.

      “You have nothing to fear from me, sir. You’re my neighbor,” I spoke, soft but certain as I imparted a small measure of my strength into this man. “My ally. You can be at peace around me.”

      His scent shifted from fearful to uncertain as he looked into my eyes and mustered the courage to speak. I gave him the long seconds he needed without releasing my grip, letting my strength be his for the moment.

      “They treat us like trash,” David said, the words coming out of him in a breathless rush, like a confession. “Beat us, kick us, threaten to… to do sick, twisted things. I’ve never known such savagery or evil, such taunting bullying.”

      “Who does this to you?” I realized my fingers were gripping the man’s shoulder so tightly he was flinching, although I’d barely flexed my grip, and forced my hand to relax.

      “The men at the club and… a few others.”

      I didn’t mean to growl, the sound just issued forth from the back of my throat. It was so primal and raw it reached deep into the core of David, and I saw his frightened little eyes gain a measure of strength instead of the fear that seemed so ever-present in his life.

      “It’s true… You’re like them!” he said in a wondering voice. “But… different.”

      “I’m just a man,” I said, but even as I said the words, I realized I no longer completely believed them. I’d changed, of that there could be no doubt, but how much of my humanity had I lost? Or was it that I’d become more evolved? I still had too many questions. “But one who honors his friends and neighbors. You and Winnie are now friends and under my protection.”

      The certainty I felt over the declaration was powerful as was the need to protect the pair. A shallow gasp from the hallway alerted me that she and my wife were listening in.

      “Sir,” David said, standing a few inches taller and meeting my eyes, “it would be the honor of my life if you would lie with my wife.”

      His words should have been ridiculous. They should have caused a laugh or at the least a chortle from me, but there was such gravity in his words, and I could read how serious he was being from his scent. This man could offer nothing greater to show his allegiance, and I knew this was at the heart of the coven my wife spoke of.

      I turned my head to spot the women in the hall. And as I’d guessed, Jocelyn’s face shone with pride as she looked upon me, but it was Winnie and her narrow, graceful features that trapped me. I felt it then, the throbbing need within her and me. Something primal that couldn’t be denied lived in the space between us.

      “Dinner is warming,” Winnie said faintly, the two drinks in her hands trembling, ice clinking, as she stared into my eyes, breath slowly deepening.

      “David will turn it off,” Jocelyn said, setting down her own pair of drinks and pulling the pair from Winnie’s weak hands.

      “I had lingerie.” The tall blonde’s voice was even softer this time, and it was her husband who spoke.

      “Our Lord requests your presence, my dear,” the short man said, passing behind the woman as he slipped around the edge of the room. “Our fate depends on your sacrifice.”

      “But it isn’t a sacrifice,” the woman breathed, a single tear tracking its way down her pale cheek as her heart raced and chest heaved. “Dear God, I want this more than life itself.”

      “I know,” David whispered into her ear as he passed behind her. “He’s who we’ve waited for… Go to him!”

      The man gave his wife a little shove, and she nearly tripped as she stumbled forward, but it broke the spell over the room. Catching herself and stepping forward, the woman lowered herself to her knees before me, eyes no longer tearful but shocked and more than a little hopeful.

      “Well,” Jocelyn said, voice dripping with satisfaction, “I’ll leave you two to get acquainted.”

      “No, wife,” I said, the tone of command I’d used with her earlier back, “you will stay as witness…” I looked up and watched her reaction as I said, “and later, participant.”

      “Yes, sir,” Jocelyn said, and I saw her swallow hard, fingers trembling, and the air reeked with the raw desire rolling off her.

      My wife loves nothing in this world more than watching me be masterful. Either to her or another, I’ve come to find out it doesn’t much matter to her. In most other matters, she’s a proper and conservative woman, but in this respect, she’s given to a wilder nature.

      “And me, sir,” Winnie breathed, cheeks heating and pupils swelling as she stepped into the center of her expensively appointed living room. “What do… please, please tell me how I may serve.”

      The woman wore a black cocktail dress that looked like it had been painted on, and her hair was twisted artfully into an intricate bun at the top of her head. The yellow color was paler than my wife’s but still stunning and set off to dramatic effect with her ruby red lips. She was a decade older than Jocelyn, but the years only ripened her beauty. It was her figure that arrested my attention, for its slender elegance was like that of the models in fashion magazines I’d grown up fantasizing about.

      Winnie's desires were plain. The woman hungered to be bred, to have her womb filled, and her every motion and movement screamed that fact at me. I craved something else and only as I stood in the middle of their living room, did I begin to see there was a purpose to my newly-awakened desires.

      Winnie trembled as my eyes passed up and down her body. Jocelyn moved over to the side of the room, taking a seat on the edge of the couch. Her eyes burned with suppressed emotion as she watched me, taking in the elegant blonde like she was a show pony.

      I took a slow stroll around Winnie. Drinking in her figure from head to toe, reaching out and running gentle fingers over the slender swell of her hips. She whimpered at my touch. A soft sound. Her scent filling with angst and the fear that I might reject her.

      Stepping around to the front again, I let my eyes trap hers and hold them for a long moment. I knew she would be mine. That this woman, like my mother-in-law and wife before her, had been designed to serve me. At that moment, a clear bead of pre-cum oozed from the tip of my cock. Its scent filled the room with my manly musk. The scent dragged a whimper from Mrs. Darlington and my wife at the same moment.
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      “Kneel,” I growled.

      My voice was rich with primal vibrations that unlocked something within her, and she dropped, her fine dress twisting as she knelt before me, eyes filled with devotion and desire.

      Winnie’s fingers trembled as I reached up to my belt, my movements slow. I knew, from a place deep within, that these things must progress in the proper fashion. That in order to forge a proper bond, it must be as it had been the night before. She must imbibe of me, forging the initial connection, and only then would she be ready to breed.

      The steel of my buckle clicked as I pulled it through and dropped my slacks, fishing free my thickening cock. I couldn’t hide my smile of amusement when Winnie gasped in shocked delight as she took in its length and girth. Her eyes shone as she licked her lips, the poised woman from earlier gone.

      “It's just like I dreamt,” she said, a catch in her soft voice. “But more beautiful.”

      The feel of her slender, cool fingers sliding along my cock drew a sigh of pleasure from me that changed into a groan when she leaned forward, wrapping her ruby red lips around my cock. The hot, wet feeling of her sucking mouth was immediate and intense, the sensations only growing when I remembered that I stood in the center of her living room before the large picture window for all to see.

      The wet sucking sounds filled the room. And I felt like I was in my proper place, assuming my proper role. I stood above the supplicant and let her worship my dick as best she was able, letting her prove her devotion and desire as she sucked and licked my cock.

      The woman's motions were awkward and unpracticed. But her passion was intense and I loved the look of pure pleasure in her beautiful eyes, as well as the sight of her ruby red lips stretched tightly around me. Long minutes passed in silence as I let the woman work me over. My eyes flickered over to Jocelyn, and I grinned to see her legs spread, the black stockings standing out against her white legs, and her lacy black panties pushed aside as she ran a finger up and down her tight lips. I could see her surprise at how much pleasure she took from watching Winnie worshiping her husband’s cock.

      As my orgasm approached, Winnie sensed it, for her motions grew faster and more fervent. Her whimpers of pleasure grew desperate and the scent of her sex filled the room as her panties grew damp. I gave a groan of pleasure as my cock unloaded its pearlescent seed across her red lips and smooth cheeks. The woman’s hips shook as an orgasm rolled through the body. A cry of pleasure was ripped from her throat as she swallowed the last pearlescent drops down.

      She sank down onto her ass, dress stretching and legs akimbo. She breathed raggedly as her eyes registered shock.

      “So sweet,” Winnie mumbled, running a gentle finger across her lips, “you taste like… ambrosia.”

      The woman looked so gorgeous, her cheeks flushed and chest heaving. The beast within sensed the connection formed, and I had to have her. With Jocelyn’s encouraging whispers urging me on, I pushed Winnie down and ripped her lacy white panties aside. Though I heard the expensive material tear, the woman didn’t seem to mind, in fact, just the opposite.

      “Yes! Oh God yes!” Her cries grew to screams as I spread her legs wide. “Fuck me like a beast! Oh, please! Please! Please! Please!!!”

      The woman's screams echoed off the ceiling and all throughout the house. I hungered to see her body, to feel soft, smooth flesh beneath me, but the need was too powerful. My cock throbbing, the thick head pressed into her wetness within the blonde fur of her slender pussy, and the woman's fingers pulled on my ass, dragging me inside her as her scream reached a fevered pitch of intensity.

      I gasped in shock when I felt her tightness. Winnie had the tightest pussy I'd ever felt, but her sex was shallow and as I sunk in deep, I felt her cervix resting against my tip with half of my length still outside her. Her eyes opened wide, bulging as I filled her and an orgasm raced through her body. Her pussy walls shivered around my cock as her scream turned into a groan of pleasure, and then the beast was unleashed as I thrust in her with passionate fury.

      One hand cupped her firm little ass as I drove down into her. The other laced fingers into her silky blonde hair, her lips twisting to meet mine. Her whimpers of pleasure were broken by our passionate kisses as her pink tongue slipped into my mouth. This was no lovemaking. This was raw and brutal fucking. The sound of our hips slapping against one another and Winnie’s cries of pleasure echoed around the living room, reaching out to the surrounding neighborhood and alerting all that I’d claimed this woman and her man as mine.

      Sounds of pleasure from nearby and the scent of her satisfaction filling my nostrils told me my wife had come from watching me ravage this older woman. That realization sent me over the edge as I shallowly fucked Winnie’s tightness, and I felt my balls throb. My cock spewed forth a massive amount of cum as the woman’s tiny pussy milked every drop from my cock, her ankles locked behind my ass as she drew me in as deep as I could go.

      “Oh, God…” she whimpered beneath me, face twisted in blissful agony as she writhed in orgasm. “So hot…. So… full. Dear God, thank you, thank you, thank you…”

      My hands trembled as I pushed myself up off the woman, my manhood slipping free of her tight sex. My needs were sated but not my desires. As I whipped off my shirt and slacks, it was the sight of my gorgeous wife that sent steel back into my cock. Her eyes were filled with passion and lust after having witnessed me bond with the beautiful woman, and I could tell she was as eager for more as I was. Rising to my knees, I let a prideful smile make its way onto my lips.

      “Clean my cock.”

      The order brought a grin to Jocelyn’s beautiful face as she threw herself off the couch and crawled toward me. Garters snapping and pale behind flashing in black panties, she wiggled her way over. Just before taking my cock in her mouth, my wife slid out of her dress, throwing it across the back of a chair and grinning to see my eyes drinking in her lingerie-clad body. Jocelyn’s large breasts dwarfed Winnie’s, and her hips had a pleasing swell to them, though the contrast between the pair made my cock throb. The sight of her black garters, panties, and bra only made her figure even more desirable, and I couldn’t look away as she threw herself into the work of sucking another woman’s cum from my cock.

      Winnie had been writhing in pleasure, eyes rolled back in her skull, almost catatonic, as the orgasm rolled through her in waves. The sound of my wife's happy mewling sounds as she sucked my cock drew the woman from her reverie and she sat up, dragging her own dress off as she watched Jocelyn licking and sucking me.

      I reached out and pulled the woman close, my wife making room for her. The pair were a little nervous at first in their movements, careful not to touch tongues or lips as they kissed and softly sucked the head. My enormous dick offered them plenty of room, but as they got into it, and my moans of pleasure increased, Jocelyn reached around the other woman’s back, drawing her in close.

      Turning to the other woman, Jocelyn offered her a gentle smile, which Winnie returned shyly. My breath froze as Jocelyn leaned forward, and when their lips met in a soft kiss, a gentle moan escaping them both, I nearly came right there.

      I'd never been turned on from watching lesbians kiss or play with one another, but the sight of my wife and the beautiful older woman was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. A sound of primal pleasure issued from the back of my throat, and the pair broke off their kiss, looking up at me and grinning. Both women clung to one another, biting their bottom lips, even more turned on to see how much their sapphic moment had incensed me.

      Cheeks pressed together, they reached their tongues out and ran them in tandem around the head of my cock, all the while touching and teasing one another. I watched Winnie’s hands move with trepidation as they cupped first one and then the other of my wife’s breasts, before with a moan she massaged them hard, pinching the nipples through her black lacy bra. They took turns sucking the head back and forth to each other’s mouths, their lips touching and tongues sliding all over the sensitive underside.

      As they licked and sucked my cock together, Jocelyn guided the other woman, teaching her how best to pleasure me. They ran their tongues up and down the underside and sucked hard on the tip. Then the gluk, gluk, gluk sound as Jocelyn took me deep into her throat and let me fuck her with short hard thrusts. Winnie was nervous at first, but as soon as I took control of her head, asserting my dominance over her, she came with a powerful gush of juices as I fucked her throat, the sight causing my balls to swell and the woman to whimper as she realized I was about to cum.

      Pulling off my cock, both women ran their fingers up and down the sides, their tongues teasing the tip. As my orgasm rushed through me, my wife's eyes brightened when she felt my balls swell. She pressed her cheek to Winnie’s lips, pursing her own as she opened her mouth to accept my cum. The other woman did likewise as she felt my dick throb.

      Thick ropes of pearlescent come shot forth, coating the women's lips, cheeks and faces. As I stood there panting and catching my breath, Winnie pushed my wife down onto her back. The woman’s hands slipped up Jocelyn’s sides to cup her large breasts as they kissed, tongues warring with one another and trading my cum back and forth as they cleaned each other up.

      The beast in me was sated, both women bonded and bred, but I hadn’t found the depths of my lust. Not with this gorgeous sight presented before me. Growling once again in pleasure, I ripped my wife's panties down and gazed upon their pale ass cheeks, loving their giggles as I pushed them both beneath me. The three of us rolled around on the carpet, kissing, touching, caressing.

      The women were as fascinated with one another as they were with me. Although the exception to that was Winnie, whose hands and lips came back to my cock again and again as though it were a magnet. I found myself on my back, my wife pressing her sweet pussy lips to my tongue as Winnie climbed aboard my hardness again. The woman was all boisterous joy as she eagerly rode and bounced on my dick. I grew even harder when I heard the two of them kissing and making out. Looking up between thighs, I saw the pair of them caressing each other’s breasts as they kissed with passion.

      I took them both multiple times. My favorite was when I had them both bent over the couch and crying out in pleasure as I alternated between them. A few strokes for one and then out and deep into the next, savoring the feel of both younger and older sexes. Their cries of pleasure rang out, alerting the neighborhood to what was happening. As I took them before the picture window, I saw the heads of neighborhood wives peeking out of windows up and down the cul-de-sac. They prayed they’d soon have a turn as they listened to me claiming my third woman. Eventually I would get to them all I knew, and my coven would be complete.

      There was still the great mystery of the Change, its origins, and what was happening in this town and the little society those within it had built. There would be time, I prayed, to learn all I needed to, but for now, I was content to grow my coven and revel in the pleasures afforded me as their Alpha.
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      My dreams were just as primal as the night before, dark and vivid, but this time leaving me with the impression of threat when my eyes opened.

      I sat bolt upright, heart racing as my senses tuned to my surroundings, searching for anything amiss. I found myself in bed, where I’d fallen asleep, Jocelyn still sound asleep beside me. The only sounds that reached my ears were a lawn mower engine’s high-pitched whine as someone cut their grass nearby, and the squeak of brakes as a car pulled to a stop at the end of the cul-de-sac. There was nothing that should have filled me with the sense that I was under threat, but the feeling wouldn’t leave me.

      Throwing aside the blanket, I climbed out of bed and searched the house. Finding nothing amiss, I came back to the bedroom to see Jocelyn awake and sitting up on one hand. She rubbed her eyes and pushed the sex-tossed mane of her blonde hair aside.

      “What is it, hon?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, my hackles only now beginning to relax, “but it feels like there is a threat nearby… or there was.”

      “Come back to bed,” Jocelyn said, patting the mattress beside her. “You need your rest after last night.”

      “You sleep,” I said, a restless energy coursing through my veins. “I think I’m going for a jog.”

      “You’re going running?” Jocelyn asked, her expression curious and a little amused.

      The emphasis she put on “you’re” wasn’t lost on me. I ignored her amused smile as I dug through a drawer of recently unpacked clothes and came out with a pair of little-used running shorts. I’d never been much of an athlete, besides a few years of Little League as a kid, and running had always been more of a chore than an active pursuit. But the energy coursing through me needed an outlet, and I could tell from my wife’s haggard expression that our marathon session with Winnie the night before had worn her out.

      Jocelyn was snoring before I had my Nikes on. The leather was still pure white; they’d been used too little, and the fit was stiff, but I didn’t care as I hit the road. The sun wasn’t quite up, and the air had a crispness to it as I started out, but shockingly I made it to the end of the cul-de-sac without getting a stitch in my side or a burning feeling in my calves.

      I drew in deep breaths through my nose, sampling the neighbors. Most of the neighborhood had been sleeping through the night and now puttered around their houses, their scents filling the nearby area. I wound my way up and down the streets of my neighborhood, the hackles that had risen from my dreams of whatever startled me out of sleep slowly relaxing as I made ever-widening circles away from the cul-de-sac.

      The sun had broken over the horizon, and I realized I’d been running nonstop for nearly an hour and turned back home. I had no way to tell how far I’d run, but from the speed with which houses and bushes flew past me, I was running at a fast pace. My legs had only a mild burning sensation, and there was only a faint sheen of sweat on my brow as I slowed to a cooling walk when I reached the end of our street.

      When I turned into our cul-de-sac, a shout of greeting drew my gaze to a pleasantly plump brunette watering her roses. I remembered the woman from our first day in the neighborhood, but I’d forgotten her name.

      “Morning, Tom!” she said, watering can forgotten as she waved to me. The red and white polka-dot dress she wore hugged her rounded curves, and I had to force my eyes away from the deep shadow between her cleavage. “Out for a morning workout?”

      “Just a little jog,” I said. “You’ll have to forgive me. I’ve forgotten your name.”

      “Deloras,” she said with a white-toothed grin. “And don’t worry about it, you were hit with so many names the other day I don’t doubt it must have all been a blur.”

      “Tell me, Deloras,” I said, “have you noticed anything or anyone strange coming around the neighborhood early in the morning?”

      “The only ones I’ve seen coming around early are the garbage men,” she said, “but they don’t pick up until Thursday.”

      “Thank you,” I said, offering the woman a nod as I walked on.

      “Sir,” she called after me, “I have a platter of muffins warming in the kitchen! Or perhaps an omelet would be better?”

      “Quiet your caterwauling, Deloras,” Suzy said as she stepped out of her house, the woman’s pale blue eyes alighting on me as her lips curled into a decidedly predatory smile. “The good man doesn’t need your begging to know how willing you are. Good morning, Mr. Redding, you’re looking fit today.”

      “Thank you,” I said, offering her a nod of greeting as I kept on home.

      “I’ll see you soon, Tom?” Suzy called after me, and I turned and gave her a wave of confirmation and saw the satisfaction grow on her face as she hurried down to Barbara’s house.

      “What are you doing, Suzy?” Deloras asked in a hiss I wasn’t supposed to hear as she bent over her fence and called to the other woman. “It’s not your turn!”

      I ignored the women as the pair snipped at one another. Neither was bonded to me, and I knew once they were, the tensions would lessen. Jocelyn’s coat was gone, and I found a note on the counter telling me she’d gone to play tennis with a friend from school. She wished me a good morning at work and promised to meet me for lunch again.

      Hopping in the shower, I rinsed off quickly and shaved. I threw on a pair of shorts and was enjoying a cup of coffee and the paper when there was a knock at the screen door.

      “Tom?”

      “Come on in, Barbara,” I called, standing to help hold the door for her and Suzy as they carried in a platter.

      “Thank you, dear.” My mother-in-law beamed as she stepped in, and Suzy flashed me a bright smile, her pale cheeks taking on a hint of rosy color as I closed the door behind them. “We figured it would be easier for you to just have breakfast here. Do you know where Jocelyn keeps the warming plate?”

      “I don’t,” I said, “but I wouldn’t worry about the food.”

      Stepping up to Barbara, I pulled the platter out of her hands and set it on a side table. Gazing into her dark blue eyes, I tilted her chin with a finger and stole a soft kiss. The gentle sigh that escaped the older woman was matched by her slender friend who stood awkwardly in the middle of the living room.

      “I have other plans for you two.” I held up an empty hand, and Suzy stepped close, slipping her delicate fingers in my large hand. “I find it hard to concentrate unless I’m sated, and I have a lot of work today in the office.”

      “What do you need?” Barbara breathed, pressing her silk-clad body against mine and dragging her massive breasts down my side.

      “First,” I growled, turning to the trembling little woman and drawing in the pure lust of her scent, “kneel.”

      I’d meant the command for Suzy only, knowing she must be bred, but Barbara joined the woman on her knees, the pair of them desperately pulling down my shorts. As my manhood sprang free, a low growl issued from the back of my throat, and I watched in pleasure as the primal sounds reached deep into both, causing them to shudder.

      “Dear God…” Suzy whispered in awe as Barbara’s hand wrapped around the base, “you’re even bigger and more beautiful than Jon Holmes.”

      “Who?” Barbara asked without taking her eyes from the fat head of my cock.

      “No one,” Suzy said, pale cheeks turning an even darker shade of red, but her eyes flickered to mine and saw my recognition.

      She opened her mouth to speak, but at that moment a fat clear bead of pre-cum pooled on the head of my cock, and I watched her pupils swell, dilating as the scent of my musk filled the room. As my scent filled the room, I took in a deep breath, sampling her. Suzy was a woman who cared about community. She might not be as bright as my Jocelyn, or as stunningly gorgeous as Winnie, but there was no one better at monitoring and maintaining relationships. A bit of my ever-present anxiety quieted when I imagined this older beauty in my coven.

      “Dear heavens,” Barbara breathed, from the sound of her words she was finding it difficult to speak. “I… faintly remember that…. scent from the first night… all that is good and golden in this world is wrapped up in it.”

      “Nhhhnnggh!” Suzy moaned, face tortured as she sat up and gripped my thigh, her other hand sliding up to join Barbara’s in stroking my length. She sighed as she touched the hot flesh.

      It’s shocking how quickly a thing can become normal. I stood over the two women and felt as though I were exactly where I was meant to be. Reaching down with both hands, I slid my fingers into each woman’s thick hair, loving the contrast between Suzy’s dark locks and Barbara’s blonde. Both women gave themselves over to my control. And though I saw their hesitation and nervousness, they let me guide their lips together, the tip of my cock pressing both as they kissed.

      The first touch of the older women’s lips was chaste and shy, but the scent of my seed and their growing desire tore down their inhibitions. Within moments, they were each cupping the other woman’s behind, Barbara dragging the cream-colored material of Suzy’s dress up and revealing her lacy red panties and black garters.

      My moan of pleasure at the sight incensed the pair, and both glanced up at me, grinning in devilish delight. Suzy watched while biting her bottom lip as Barbara slipped her thick lips over the head of my cock, her hot mouth caressing my cock, tongue teasing the underside.

      “I never dreamed,” Suzy panted as she watched Barbara struggle to fit my cock into her mouth, “how hot it would be to watch and feel another woman… Does that feel good, sir? Oh God, Barb… I need to taste it.”

      “Mhmm,” Barbara moaned as she pulled off my cock and pushed the tip between her friend’s thin lips, and I groaned when the sexy little woman sucked hard.

      “Jesus!” I moaned as Suzy’s tongue reached out from her lips, licking around the head and underside as Barbara kissed and nibbled along the shaft, working her way to my heavy balls.

      “Nnnghh,” the little brunette moaned, and from the fierce determination in her eyes, I knew she wasn’t about to release my cock until I’d given her the treat she was working so hard for.

      Barbara and I watched in awe as Suzy worked my shaft with both hands, caressing and stroking as she licked and sucked, head twisting as she took more and more of me into her until I bellowed in pleasure when the woman’s tight throat caressed my cock. Her eyes went as wide as mine felt when she pushed forward, and I felt her throat relax as she took me down to the root.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, “Suzy… right there… Fuck!”

      “Give it to her, baby,” Barbara moaned, her eyes wide and one hand cradling the back of Suzy’s head as the woman gently fucked my cock with her throat. “He’s so close… Swallow it, Suzy, drink it all down!”

      The woman’s throat-filled moan was barely audible over my bellows of pleasure as my cock throbbed, unloading a massive load of cum straight down her throat and filling her belly. The woman fell back, my dick slithering out of her mouth as she shook in orgasm, one hand pressed between her thighs and the other caressing a small firm breast as she gasped and shook.
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      “Breed her, son.” Barbara’s hands shook as she dragged the smaller woman’s panties down, and I saw my mother-in-law’s eyes widen at the hairless pussy waiting for me. “Fill her womb like you did mine… Oh fuck, Tom, I need it too, baby. Mhmm!”

      The beast within, sensing the fledgling connection with Suzy, already had me moving forward between the older woman’s slender thighs. Barbara was on me, kissing and touching before I could slip my cock into Suzy’s weeping pussy, and I felt my mother-in-law’s hand reached between our bodies and caress it, giving me a couple quick strokes as her tongue warred with mine and she moaned.

      To my surprise, Barbara wasn’t eager to fuck me right there, or not just that. Her desperate moans stilled to quiet heavy breaths when she pressed the head of my cock into Suzy’s pussy, and she sighed in pleasure just as the smaller woman cried out, eyes flashing open and pupils swelling as another orgasm ripped through her body.

      “Fuck her, baby,” Barbara whispered, the squishing sound of her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy reaching my ears. “Breed her!”

      “Yes!” screamed Suzy, her small hands clutching at my back as I slid into her hot pussy.

      The little woman beneath me was beautiful, and I wanted to see and caress her naked body, but the beast had full control of me now as it sensed a hungry womb waiting for my seed. My back hunched, I dug my cock into the little woman’s tight sex again and again as her moans, screams, and guttural grunts of pleasure filled my new house.

      I was oblivious to the wetness gushing around my cock, and to the incoherent babbling from Suzy as pleasure tore away her sanity. All I knew was that my orgasm approached, and I thrust all the harder. My toes curled, and the world faded to white for one wonderful moment as my balls unloaded a massive load of cum into Suzy. The little woman’s eyes flashed open, and her silent scream of pleasure looked incredibly hot as she gripped my ass, pulling me as deep as I would go.

      “Sooo hot… oh God… so full… I’ve finally become… complete…”

      The woman couldn’t hold on to consciousness as my seed filled her womb, but I was already moving on. My cock throbbed as the wetness of my mother-in-law's pussy presented itself to me. I pulled the woman into my lap as I fell upon the couch. I slid my hands up her thick thighs as kisses rained on my cheeks, neck, and lips, Barbara’s whimpers of desire growing stronger.

      I needed to see as well as feel her body, so I ran my hands up under her loose dress. She raised her arms above her head letting me draw the garment off her and fling it to the side. Reaching behind her back, Barbara grinned as she unhooked her bra. The heavy underclothing slid down off her arms as I stared at her wondrously massive breasts. The pale pink nipples with their slightly inverted tips made my cock throb all the harder as she ground her pussy against its length.

      “I dreamed about you,” the woman breathed as she rocked her hips against my hardness. “All night long I dreamed, touching myself… please… please, Tom, let me feel it again.”

      “Ride me.”

      I watched her shudder in pleasure as the primal sound rose from my throat. Reaching down, she slipped the tip of my dick along her throbbing slit and into her hot sex. We both sighed in pleasure as she sank down upon it. My arms circled her waist, and she leaned forward, pressing my face into the soft flesh of her breasts.

      Barbara rode my manhood with delicious slowness. Her slender sex gripped me like a glove as she rose and fell. Her gentle sighs and whimpers of pleasure grew louder by the minute. As her pussy shivered on my cock, I gasped, eyes opening wide in shock as a hot tongue slid across my balls and slender shoulders worked their way between my spreading thighs. The desperate whimpers of Suzy and the sharp gasp from Barbara told me the wicked little woman's tongue had found another tight little hole.

      “Oh God, it's happening again, it's happening!” Barbara cried as she came upon my cock.

      Moments later, I followed suit. My hands pressed her massive breasts to my face as I circled one hard nipple with my tongue, feeling the slippery flesh harden as my cock throbbed deep within the woman’s womb. Barbara shuddered above me as her orgasm came in rolling waves, her weight resting on my lap as she lost strength in her legs. Suzy crawled up beside us, cuddling close, the women mewling loving words to me and one another, and I nearly fell asleep in the warmth of their embrace.

      The day was pressing, and I couldn’t lounge about and waste away. I left the women in a naked pile on the couch and dressed for work, finding that I needed a wet rag to clean the women’s copious fluids off my manhood. When I came back into the living room, the pair had laid out the breakfast they’d brought. Their naked bodies clad in nothing but white aprons gave me pause and put a heat back into my veins.

      “You can’t start your day without a healthy breakfast,” Barbara said, pouring me a second cup of coffee. “You still have time.”

      “Would you like syrup on your waffles?” Suzy asked, her smeared lipstick and matted hair at odds with the prim way she stood before the open fridge.

      “No,” I said, “but I’ll take some on my sausages.”

      The women puttered around the kitchen without a shred of shame, their naked asses flashing and bare breasts swaying beneath the tight aprons, and I found myself growing distracted from the meal with every minute that passed. In the end, I shoveled all the sausages and bacon they’d made onto a plate along with a half dozen scrambled eggs and wolfed it down.

      “Would you like anything special for breakfast tomorrow?” Barbara asked as she sat with her own cup of coffee, crossing one leg over the other and giving me a flash of her treasure.

      “Invite Deloras,” I said, loving the flare of Barbara’s pupils at the command. I turned to address Suzy, whose expression had fallen. “You have a gym in your garage?”

      “Yes,” the athletic little woman said, bobbing her head eagerly. “I use it every day, but Harold hardly ever steps foot in the garage.”

      “Tomorrow morning, I’ll need the space for an hour to work out. Is that a problem?”

      “Not at all,” Suzy said, the heat back in her gaze as she sipped her coffee. “Should I invite anyone to join us?”

      “Not yet,” I said with a shake of my head. “I don’t want to grow the coven too quickly. I want to make sure we only let in those we trust.”

      “There are so many who need your help, though, Tom,” Suzy said, her eyes soft and beseeching. “But I understand the need for caution, Barbara told me about your concerns.”

      “That’s all they are for now,” I said, pushing the plate away and rising to my feet, “but I hope to learn more soon.” I paused at the door and looked back with a grin. “And Barbara, from now on you’ll serve breakfast in an apron. Only an apron.”

      “Lucky,” I heard Suzy say as I walked out to the Buick.

      As I started up the car, a pair of beautiful women stepped into the kitchen window, slipping aprons over one another’s heads as they embraced. I felt a growing annoyance at their sapphic taunting as I started up the car. Their display wasn’t only for my benefit, I knew. I’d sensed their desire for one another before I left, their scents directing lust not only at me but increasingly at one another. As I drove off, I left them to explore each other’s bodies, looking forward to watching when they were less awkward and unpracticed, but also sad to miss the lovely moment.

      On my drive to work, a feeling that had been growing stronger and stronger for days was suddenly sharp and unavoidable. Anxiety crawled across the skin of my shoulders, like an itch I couldn’t scratch, and I realized it was the feeling prey have when they’re hunted. The sensation faded and returned as I drove to work and stayed ever-present when I parked my car and took the small elevator up to my building.

      Ms. Greene was waiting for me in the lobby, her round features bright with joy the moment her eyes fell upon me. She stepped forward and took my briefcase and coat while handing me a slender folder.

      “I’ve taken the liberty of gathering a few more case files along the lines of what you were searching through yesterday,” she said as we walked down the hall. I walked slowly, eyes searching every office and room I could in search of any clue as to what had made my hackles rise. “Sir, do you… would you like a… cup of coffee, to start your day? Help clear your head?”

      “No,” I said, rougher than I intended. Turning to the older woman, I offered her a gentle smile. “Not this morning, there’s too much to do. Were you able to schedule time with the records keeper?”

      “Yes, sir,” Ms. Greene said with a quick nod. “Becca will be free at one and can help you find anything you need. If I might make a suggestion, sir.” She glanced left and right as we paused just outside my office, before whispering, “If you’re looking for anything… sensitive… say, about a certain lab near the lake…? Then you’ll need to give Becca something more than a sweet smile.”

      “You mean…?” I said raising an eyebrow and refraining from speaking too much aloud but impressed with her deductive skills. I hadn’t been as circumspect in my requests the day before as I’d hoped to be and would need to be more careful in the future.

      The woman didn’t reply as she stepped into my office and hung my coat, but the expression on her face told me everything I needed to know. The sounds of chatter from the adjoining assistants’ office alerted me that Daphne and Selina were in early.

      “Morning, Mr. Redding,” Selina said, popping her head in my door just as I was taking a seat. If anything, the dress she wore today did even more to accentuate her stunning figure, and the red of her lips popped against the faint tan of her skin. “Daphne and I brewed a pot of coffee just for you. Would you like a cup?”

      “Morning,” I said, forcing my eyes away from the sweep of her hips and sway of her breasts as she leaned into the office, hanging on the doorframe. “Abby will get me one. I’d hate to keep you both from your tasks.”

      “No one’s too worried about what I get up to,” the woman said with supreme confidence, her eyes barely even registering Ms. Greene as she puttered around my office. The older woman wasn’t a threat as far as she was concerned, and everything I read in Selina’s posture and scent told me she was on the hunt. “Why sometimes Daphne and I have an hour or two free and we get in a workout before heading home. Don’t tell anyone.” She threw me a wink before slipping out of the room, content to plant the thought in my head of the sexy woman and her bubbly little coed friend jazzercising all around a living room.

      “Sir, will you be needing…”

      “That will be all, Ms. Greene,” I said, pulling over the stack of files from the day before and my notepad as well as the folder she’d passed me that morning.

      It took a good twenty minutes to push down the lust clouding my thinking and to find a semblance of the clearheaded focus I only seemed to experience in the wake of orgasm. Still able to make headway, I compiled a growing list of dates and crimes, mapping out the rough edges when crime had tailed off in Paulson and trying to link any major events to the lake or the plant.

      It seemed plain to me, if no one else, that a chemical plant sitting next to a lake was perhaps a bad idea, and at the very least probably responsible for whatever was creating the Change. Finding any litigation or criminal filings against the facility was what I hoped to accomplish in the records department, because the crime data and briefs I’d reviewed thus far didn’t mention the place or the lake even once.
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      Picking my head up, I was shocked to see two hours had flown by in the blink of an eye. Rising and stretching, I grabbed my coffee mug and stepped into the little kitchenette in the hallway. There was surprisingly little sound for such a large building, and as the kettle was bubbling, I popped my head into several offices but found most empty. Spotting one of the men I’d met the day before in an office twice the size of mine, I stopped to ask him the reason.

      “Morning, Mr. Hillier, where is everyone?”

      “Mr. Redding,” the man said with a little start upon seeing it was me. His dark little eyes shifted, and I could place the expression only as prey cornered and looking for a way to dart for freedom. “How… how are you this morning?”

      “I’m doing well, but I did have a few questions about the briefs I’ve been reviewing.” Stepping into the office, I began pulling out a chair to sit in when the little fellow popped up like a startled hare and scurried around his desk for the door.

      “Wish I could talk, but I have an early lunch with a partner at Wallace & Engleman.” The man hadn’t even taken up his coat or briefcase as he struggled around the desk. “Big clients, err, defense attorney, yeah. Got to check on a case.”

      “What case?” I asked, stepping in front of the man and blocking his exit. “I looked at the docket yesterday afternoon, and I didn’t see anything upcoming, nor anything for a month. Years, possibly. Where is everyone, Mr. Hillier? Isn’t it strange that so many workers aren’t in the office today?”

      “Some are ill, perhaps, some on vacation.” The man didn’t stop his awkward movements, instead he turned slowly around and moved to the other side of the desk and ambled around it with more hurried steps this time. “Who can say what the vagaries of human nature may bring? Eh, Mr. Redding?”

      “I swam in the lake,” I said, lowering my voice to a conspiratorial whisper and watching the words have their intended effect as the portly fellow froze in his tracks.

      “You… you did?” He turned and looked me full in the eyes for the first time, and oddly, I got a good deep inhalation of his scent at the same moment. This was not the vicious and cunning fox I’d suspected. Instead, the man was closer to Harold, Suzy’s husband. He looked like a lost little boy, alone and terrified of the big bad world.

      “I did,” I said, changing tack slightly, “and I came out… Changed. Do you know what I’m talking about?”

      “But you’re not like the others… Like Mr. Flanders and the others I’ve met.” The portly man’s eyes grew curious as he took me in again. “And you’re not like… the rest of us either. What did you become, Mr. Redding?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, simply. A sound down the hall alerted me to someone approaching, and I stepped over to the door quicker than Mr. Hillier was expecting me to move, and I sensed his fear spike again. Selina was in the hall at the copy machine and didn’t seem to be paying attention to me at all, but I still waited for the machine to begin before continuing. “But I plan to find out. Can you help me learn anything about the lab, or what projects it might have been working on?”

      “No,” the man breathed, shaking his head quickly, fear once again flowering in him. “I couldn’t… I’m sorry, sir, but if I ran into one of them… The things some of them have done to me would make a schoolyard bully blush.”

      “These Alphas?” I asked. The man nodded, and I noticed the copy machine had finished and when I peeked back out Selina was at the coffee machine not three yards away.

      Mr. Hillier opened his mouth promptly to answer my question, but when I raised a hand to silence him, his mouth snapped shut.

      “I was an Omega man myself,” I said, as if carrying on a conversation that hadn’t been, and pulling open the door as if to step out and showing Selina standing just outside with a winning smile. “Never had much use for the Alphas and Betas. Were you involved in the Greek life in college too, Mr. Hillier?”

      “No sir,” he said with a squeak at noticing the gorgeous woman. I thought for a moment the man’s eyes might fall out of his skull as he took in her dress, but he quickly looked down at his feet as he went on. “I stuck to my books and didn’t do much socializing, but it always looked like a good time. Hello, Selina, I was just talking to young Mr. Redding here about some of the other attorneys. Do you happen to know where everyone is?”

      “I believe there’s a golf tournament this week,” Selina said, stepping close and leaning into the office so that she just so happened to rub the perfect twin globes of her ass against my crotch. “Why don’t you take the rest of the week off? I know your wife would enjoy the company.”

      “I… uhh.” The man looked lost until I swooped in to rescue him.

      “Mr. Hillier and I will be working on a little side project this week,” I said, stepping back and letting the woman turn without her massive breasts pressing against my chest.

      “Oh?” she asked, and something dangerous glittered in her eyes as she looked up at me. She still had an air that dripped sex appeal, but there was a coldness too, a calculation. “Is it something Daphne and I can help with? We’ve made the old case law of Paulson a specialty.”

      “Nothing so complex,” I said with a little laugh. “Mr. Hillier is just going to help me write a proposal to the city council about the street outside my cul-de-sac.”

      As the woman stepped closer to me, her scent, filled with desire and the hunger to be bred, masked anything else she might be feeling, and I had to fight down every impulse driving me to sweep her off her feet and take her right there bent over Mr. Hillier’s desk. The impulses told me to do that, but a primal fear held me back and I found it within myself to draw from the portly man’s example and retreat within myself, showing a touch of unsureness.

      “Write a proposal?” she asked with a sour twist to her lips. “Wouldn’t a man of your obvious physical stature do better to argue in person?”

      “Oh well.” I bit my tongue, hard, and managed a slight stutter. “I, do— do— don’t know if I’d do a great job of that. I’ve always be— be— been better with written arguments.”

      “I see.” Selina offered me a smile with just a hint of coldness in it as she stepped back into the hall, leaving me free to step out with her. She spotted me pick up my mug, and a little smirk worked its way onto her lips. “You know, Mr. Redding, I was worried at first how you might fit in with the dynamic I’ve set up here, but I see now that you’re going to fit in just fine. Just fine indeed.”

      “Thank you, Selina,” I said, once again biting my tongue to keep my eyes away from her as the woman lost a touch of her overweening sexuality, but the earthy realness I saw as she pushed her hair-sprayed locks out of her face with an annoyed grimace was somehow more attractive.

      “Not a problem,” she said, walking off and plucking at a bit of lint on her dress without bothering to glance at me again. “Make sure to let Daphne know if you need anything else to read… Since you really seem to love your reading so much… what a fucking shame.”

      I thanked God the woman didn’t turn around then because I couldn’t hide my smile at hearing those last words, whispered under her breath. The smile might have been stretching my lips, but my pants were beginning to stretch from my arousal, and I knew any thought of focusing on work was gone. I threw Mr. Hillier a wink, and the skittish little man’s anxiety lessened noticeably when he saw my confidence return.

      “Keep this our secret,” I said and began to leave.

      “Uhh, sir,” he said, reaching up with a weak hand as if he might stop me from twelve feet away, “my Betsy is a fine woman…”

      He trailed off under my glare, and I turned back to my office to see Abby stepping into the hall with a frown on her face. The combination of helpless beta cucks and sexy as sin assistants had worked me into a state of agitation, but the sight of Ms. Greene with her heavy breasts and puffy lips offered the perfect cure.

      “Is there somewhere we can speak in private?” I asked when she stepped close and was opening her mouth to speak.

      “Follow me.” Her eyes darted down and her lips flashed into a grin when she saw the lump in my pants. She scurried down the hall to a narrow windowless door, peeking this way and that as she opened it and led me down into the dark basement, pulling on the string of an overhead light as she passed beneath it. “Did you know Selina is convinced you’re a Beta, the same as the rest of them? She has this theory that you’re just changing slowly.”

      “That’s what I want her to think,” I said, glancing up and down a dark hallway of densely packed file cabinets.

      The basement was empty save for a few desks and small cubbies with darkened lamps set in them for reading. Abby took my hand in hers, her soft fingers trembling, and I scented her, finding her cautious of how I’d react to her forwardness. When I said nothing, she pulled me into the darkness and around a corner where she stopped and turned. I heard her heavy breathing and felt the heat and sweat of her palm as I held her hand.

      “No one comes down here,” Ms. Greene breathed, the light from the stairs reaching dimly to us and illuminating her face and the outline of her figure. “The women all wear heels, and the stairs are steel grates.” She shifted her feet and I noticed her flats for the first time. “So they send down Weston, the mailroom boy, but he’s been gone this week. I asked, ‘Why?’” she said when I opened my mouth. “But I’ve heard all sorts of different reasons. Daphne mentioned seeing Weston yesterday morning driving into the parking garage but not in the office, it’s strange…”
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      The older woman’s words slowly trailed off as I drew her hand across the hardness in my slacks, and I watched her chest rise and fall as her breath deepened. I released her hand but not my grip on her arm, sliding up and drawing her close, loving her shocked gasp of pleasure as our bodies pressed against one another. We were in the corner of a small alcove, standing in the dark so we could see anyone walking down the stairs before they saw us.

      Abby’s fingers were delicate as they danced along the zipper of my slacks, drawing it down. The woman’s breath warmed my neck, and the soft swell of her body put extra steel in my cock as I ran my hand up her side and let my fingers play along one massive breast encased in its thick bra. The older woman trembled as my hand slowly hefted the flesh, fingers sinking into the soft V-neck sweater she wore.

      “You filled my dreams last night, sir,” Abby whispered softly, sighing as her fingers slipped around the hard shaft of my cock, drawing it out into the cool air. “This beautiful thing… all I want is to serve it… to please you… to taste you, mmmhph!”

      The woman’s plump lips and her passionate words drew me in, and I couldn’t help kissing her full on the lips. Her gasp of shocked pleasure as my tongue slipped into her mouth and her soft pink tongue slid along it was sexy, but not nearly as sexy as when she hiked up her skirt and ground her panty-clad pussy against one of her hands as the other stroked me with slow motions, her fingers trailing up, down and all around the head, teasing me even harder.

      When my fingers fumbled with the front of her sweater, she released my cock and quickly undid the buttons, and those of her blouse as well, unlatching the hook in the front of her bra. The woman’s white teeth flashed in the darkness when I sighed in pleasure at the sight of her great breasts. It feels wrong to say they were more impressive than Barbara’s, but in truth they were. Rounder and just as large, my paralegal's tits looked like they’d come straight out of Playboy.

      As one hand cupped her round ass close, the other hefted a large breast, my lips finding her large, firm nipple as her hands increased their pace on my cock. Our heavy breathing and the sound of gentle sucking and her stroking were the only noises in the basement until Ms. Greene let out a shockingly high-pitched wail, her body shuddering against mine.

      Her lips slackened, and I watched in the dim light as her eyes widened, the surprising orgasm ripping through her and sending me toward the brink of no turning back. My cock throbbed and my whole body tensed, knees growing weak as I felt my balls tightening.

      “Cumming,” I hissed, and from the woman’s desperate whimper and frantic movements, I knew what she wanted.

      Leaning back against a filing cabinet, I guided her head down to my cock and sighed when her hot lips latched around the tip. The woman’s happy mewling sounds as she drank down my cum were incredibly hot, and I held her there for a long minute, savoring the feel of her fiery mouth as I slowly fucked it, my cock softening as she ran her tongue all around it.

      “That was exactly what I needed,” I said with a sigh.

      “I’m happy I could be of service,” Abby said, rising and wiping her lips with a delicate little motion. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at me, and with a quick impulsive movement, she bent down and planted a quick kiss on the tip of my cock.

      My dick twitched, but I pushed down the fledgling desire, feeling the pull of my work calling to me and knowing it would be lunchtime soon. Ms. Greene stuffed her massive breasts back in her top, straightening her clothes and hair before following me back upstairs. With the building so empty, no one noticed either of us slipping out of the little door and back to our desks.

      I was busy working when Jocelyn arrived. I heard her chatting with the women in the adjoining office before she popped into mine with lunch. Her bright smile warmed my heart, and I felt the last remaining hints of anxiety fade away as she planted a kiss on my lips and took a seat across from me. Jocelyn was still wearing her tennis outfit, and the little white skirt and sleeveless top looked amazing on her.

      “I picked up sandwiches from Brown’s Market,” she said, pulling butcher paper wrapped rolls from the paper bag she’d brought along with drinks and bags of chips. “They bake the sourdough fresh every day. It’s one of the best sandwiches you’ll ever eat.”

      “You told me about these,” I said, remembering stories she’d told me when we first dated of how she and her friend would ride to the market on weekends to pick up sandwiches before going to the park to play all day. “Turkey and cheddar?”

      “Turkey and Gouda,” Jocelyn said with a wink. “You’ll like it, trust me.”

      My brilliant wife had ordered my sandwich with extra, extra meat in it, and I smiled around my first mouthful of white meat.

      “How was tennis?” I asked, after washing down the bite with a mouthful of soda.

      “It was so good catching up with Bailey,” Jocelyn said. “I was so glad when she called and invited me to play. The facility is so much nicer than when I was growing up, and the gardens around the courts are out of this world.”

      I ate and listened to my wife talk about her day and friends. The gossip didn’t interest me, but I could watch Jocelyn talk for hours at a time. She has such an effortless way about her. Then she mentioned something that gave me pause.

      “What’s that?” I asked.

      “Tomorrow for lunch,” Jocelyn said, eyes sparkling with a growing heat. “If you’re free, I offered to take Bailey out to… eat. You’ll love her, Tom.” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper, “She’s tight as a drum and twice as much fun.”

      I returned her wink with a smile, but something about the situation didn’t put me at ease. I didn’t see a reason to break off the appointment then, though, and her offer gave me an opening I’d been looking for.

      “Speaking of… that,” I said. Jocelyn picked up my meaning and shot a quick glance out into the adjoining room that was empty as Abby, Selina, and Daphne ate in the breakroom.

      “You want to breed Ms. Greene?” Jocelyn asked, and I sensed not hesitation or jealousy but expectation in her expression.

      “Not yet,” I said softly, “you were right yesterday. It’s a coin we can’t afford to spend unwisely. However, I may need to in order to get the information I seek.”

      Speaking quickly and quietly, I told her about Becca and the records department. When she heard what Ms. Greene had said about the records clerk, my wife nodded as if agreeing.

      “You’re determined to pick at this knot, husband?” Jocelyn asked, but from her expression she didn’t expect an answer, just sighing and nodding. “No, I suppose the man I married never could if he thought it was that important. Okay, Tom,” she said with a firm nod and a glance around to make sure we were still alone, “I understand it’s necessary, but I’m uncomfortable with the fact that neither Mom nor I will be there.”

      “Me too,” I said, realizing it was true even as I said it, and frowned.

      “I love you,” Jocelyn said, lips flashing in a grin. “But you’re right, this has to be done… Why don’t you invite the woman over to the house later? Mom and I are having a meeting of the coven… send her and Abby.”

      “Weren’t we going over to Deloras and Jacob’s tonight?” I asked.

      “I changed it since you’ve arranged for her to join you and Mom tomorrow morning.”

      I raised an eyebrow at Jocelyn, but she flashed me another grin.

      “Don’t look at me like that. I’m just looking out for you,” she said. “A wife should get to know the women”—she dropped her voice to a whisper again—“sucking her husband’s cock.” With a wink she rose, gathering up the trash from lunch and cleaning off my desk for me, making sure I caught a healthy glance at the large swell of her bosom in the tight tennis top. “Do what you need to do this afternoon, Tom,” she said planting a kiss on my cheek. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” I said, rising and giving her a firm hug before letting her go.

      Sitting there and thanking God once again for the blessing of my wife, I began organizing my notes for when Ms. Greene came to get me. The older woman had her large purse and insisted on carrying my briefcase as we headed over to city hall. The large building had columns along the front of its red brick face, and once again I was shocked by the lack of people bustling about the building. Even accounting for Paulson being a small, sleepy town, there still seemed to be a startlingly few number of men as Ms. Greene led me through a set of double doors and downstairs.

      The basement level was filled with windowless offices and conference rooms. There was a locked room that stored evidence for upcoming trials, but since the docket was clear, the room wasn’t even manned by a guard.

      “Records is just down here,” Abby said, a nervous energy about her as she checked to make sure no one else occupied the nearby offices. I was about to ask what was bothering her when I caught a strong scent of her excitement. The woman was even more turned on now than she had been earlier, with my cock in her hand.
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      A sound from behind drew my attention, and I turned to see a janitor stepping out of the evidence room. The old man had a wispy beard and a stooped posture, but something about him didn’t seem right and I ignored Abby as she pulled open the door to the records room and greeted Becca, the other woman’s familiar voice registering dimly.

      “Excuse me,” I said to the janitor, trying to get his attention. The man didn’t appear to hear me, though, as he turned and began hurrying toward the stairs. I was about to give up when I passed the evidence room and caught a good whiff of their scent. “Ma’am?”

      The person froze at my word and turned slowly. Her disguise was flawless. Even knowing it was a woman from her scent, I couldn’t discern what she looked like under the beard and wrinkles.

      “Excuse me?” she asked in a raspy baritone, the voice giving nothing away. “I believe you’re mistaken.”

      “No,” I said, holding up a finger to Abby as I approached the woman in disguise, “you’re a woman… I’m certain of it. Who are you and what are you doing here?”

      “You’re one of them, aren’t you?” the man’s voice dropped, and I almost did a double-take when it became husky seductive. “Are you Dean? Or Blake?”

      “Neither,” I said with a shake of my head. “Tell me who you are, woman.” I let a touch of anger enter my voice, and the primal undertones shook the woman. I saw her eyes widen and pupils dilate, and she spoke without hesitation.

      “Heather Hamel FBI.” Her lips curled, and I read her frustration at herself in her scent at giving so much away. “Who the fuck are you?”

      “A friend,” I said. “If you’re investigating the lab and the Alphas that is.”

      “Tom?” Ms. Greene called. “Is everything all right?”

      “One moment, Abby,” I said, holding up a hand to her again.

      “We can’t talk here,” Heather hissed in her old man’s voice, close enough that I caught a whiff of cigarette smoke on her breath. She spoke quiet enough that the words wouldn’t carry to Abby or Becca. “Meet me outside the Kwik-E-Mart on Lincoln Avenue tonight at six.” She pushed a piece of paper into my hand, her motions quick and hidden from the women peering down at us curiously. As she did, I finally got a clear inhalation of her, and my brain went to mush for a heartbeat as she spun and shuffled off with her old man’s limp.

      Other than my wife, I’d never sampled a woman as complex and alluring as the disguised FBI agent. Her figure was masked by the costume, and her face hidden behind makeup and a fake beard, but I knew, deep in my guts that I wanted her more than any of the women I’d claimed so far, other than my wife and perhaps her mother. I was still standing in the hall when she turned into the stairwell and shot me a last lingering stare.

      “Sorry for the delay,” I said as I stepped into the records room, my mind still slightly distracted from the strange encounter.

      “Who was that?” Abby asked with a frown. “I’ve never seen him before, and he shouldn’t have been in the evidence room, even to clean.”

      “If I see him again, I’ll warn him,” I said. Turning to Becca, I let my eyes drink in the cute woman. “Now about those records.”

      “Yes,” Becca said with a wide grin dimpling her cheeks. “What is it you wanted to look into?”

      “Ms. Greene,” I asked, ignoring her question for now, “would you please step outside and make sure we aren’t disturbed?”

      “Of course, Mr. Redding,” the woman said, shooting her friend an eager grin before scurrying outside and pulling the door closed.

      I was left in the stuffy office with the short little brunette who stood suddenly unsure and awkward as she stared up at me. The woman’s scent filled my nostrils, a complicated knot of desire, fear, and worry that I couldn’t untangle. My encounter with the disguised woman still shook me, and I was finding it difficult to think straight.

      “Sir,” Becca asked, voice unsure, “how can I be of help?”

      “You have building permits and land use authorizations for the lab and from during the time they filled the lake in?”

      “We do,” she said, face twisting with unease, “but they were sealed by the mayor years ago. No one’s supposed to look through them, including me.”

      “You wish to serve me?” I asked, pushing aside the fog in my mind as best I could.

      “From the moment I first laid eyes on you,” Becca breathed, her green eyes large and round as she bit her bottom lip, fingers twisting in her gray blouse. “Sir… I’ll do anything.”

      “Notes on the lab and the lake,” I said. “Now.”

      The woman spun and hurried back into the stacks, her short heels clicking as she went. I watched her small little ass bounce back and forth without really seeing it. If the woman really was working with the FBI, then why would she be breaking into a government building? She should have had a warrant, or else any evidence she obtained wouldn’t be permissible in court. My suspicions were inflamed, and then I remembered the paper she’d slipped into my hand.

      With Becca gone, I pulled it out of the pocket I’d slipped it in and saw a ten-digit number typed out with a title and name above it that read: Special Agent Heather Hamel There was a seal on the upper left-hand corner, but it could be a fake. I palmed the paper when Becca returned with a small stack of manila folders.

      “Things are a mess back there, but this is what I was able to find.” She set the folders down before me but didn’t step away. “I’ll have to do a longer search to find more. I can go back and get started unless you need anything else.”

      “Can’t think straight,” I growled, my mind a chaotic mess as I flipped open the first folder.

      “I can see you’re… having difficulties, sir,” Becca breathed, her gaze locked on the tent I didn’t even realize had formed in my pants. “Allow me to prove my devotion.”

      Her words had a dreamlike quality, and I was surprised when she slipped under the side of the desk, slipping between me and the wall as she crawled between my legs. Her green eyes peeked up at me and her lips quirked into that adorable grin of hers as she licked her lips and fumbled with my belt and zipper.

      “I’ve always dreamed of having an Alpha boss I could do this for,” she whispered softly as her warm fingers slipped into the waistband of my pants and pulled my cock and balls out from within. “Oh, heaven almighty… you’re more glorious than I could have hoped… Sir, I’m going to suck you now… suck you so good you won’t be able to remember your name.”

      A low growl issued from the back of my throat, cutting off her stream of words, and the little space filled with the scent of my musk. As she whimpered in pleasure, I felt Becca’s hot tongue slide around the head and her plump lips suckle me in while she licked and sucked me gently.

      “Jesus,” I sighed as her soft mouth took me in deep. “You weren’t lying, woman.”

      As the soft sounds of her sucking filled the records room, my mind cleared of the fog that filled it and my heart raced. The beast stirred and my lust pounded through my veins, but with the hungry little mouth wrapped around my cock, I knew relief was forthcoming whenever I desired it. Mind suddenly supercharged, I flipped open the folder and let my eyes scan the page before flipping to the next.

      I read faster than I ever had in my life, but none of the information stuck at the front of my brain. Instead, it sat there like reference material, memorized in whole so I could look back through it in my memories. I’d never had anything stick so firmly. Even when I’d studied for the bar exam, I hadn’t retained information half as well. The only problem was the window of mental efficacy was quickly closing.

      “Slow,” I ordered, and Becca gave a sad whimper but her hard sucking grew gentler and she backed off my cock. “Let me savor this.”

      That put the woman in a better mood, and she giggled in delight as she ran her soft tongue up and down the sides of my shaft, letting the intensity of my pleasure subside. Her talent with her tongue and mouth was truly remarkable, approaching if not exceeding some of the others who’d bowed in worship of my manhood. Adding to the pleasure were her happy sounds and the squish of her pussy as her fingers worked their way into her panties.

      Flipping open the last folder, I saw it was building plans for the lab and they were dated decades before, when the lake had been an empty field. The hairs stood up on the back of my arms as I opened the folded plans and scanned them. I noticed the large chunk of drawings that were missing from one corner, where walls just ended and there was a single reference to “excavation.”

      My eyes took in the unfinished blueprints, and at that very moment, I felt and heard Becca’s desperate moan as she sucked hard, tongue teasing my slit and fingers dragging lightly down my balls. Like a pulling a trigger, the woman’s touch set me off, and the world faded into white bliss, my toes curling, and I found I’d reached beneath the desk to cup the side of her head as she swallowed down every drop of my seed. I sat for a long minute panting and catching my breath as she licked and kissed my cock clean. From the shaking of the desk in her tight spot, and the smell of her sex, I knew she’d had at least one orgasm as she’d sucked me over those twenty minutes.

      “That was amazing,” Becca moaned, her fingers fumbling slightly as she tucked my cock away, planting a few soft kisses on its length when it was in my slacks before she slipped out from under the desk.

      “It was,” I said, the clarity still with me, but I knew it wasn’t as sharp and pure as it had been during our intimate moment, and I knew it would fade within an hour or two. “I’m done with these files, but if you find anything else, please let me know.”

      “I will,” the short, busty woman said with a sharp nod. I felt the connection with her, and my cock stirred. For a long second, I stood there, sensing the beast’s desire to breed and bond this woman, but I’d promised my wife, and that took priority, always, over my baser needs. “If you would care to… experience more, then you will need to meet with my wife and mother-in-law.”

      “Of course,” Becca said with a nod, “Ms. Greene mentioned your devotion to your wife, and I think that’s wonderful. She’s a very, very lucky woman… Anytime you need… that… please don’t hesitate to ask.”

      “I won’t,” I said, with genuine sincerity.

      I packed up and gave her the information Jocelyn had mentioned about the coven’s meeting that night, and she promised to be there.

      “I’m unwed,” she said, her short rounded body pressed close as I stepped up to the door, “and I’ve never been with a man, just so you know.”

      “Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. The woman certainly hadn’t seemed like a novice when she’d been worshipping my dick.

      “Yes.” She blushed, voice soft as she rested a hand on my chest and looked up at me through her long dark lashes. “I’ve… watched films though… and… practiced. I prayed that one day I’d have a chance with an Alpha too, like those bitches at the gym.”

      “Patience,” I said, taking her chin in thumb and finger and tilting her head up. “Rome wasn’t built in a day.”

      I stole a kiss from her lips and drank in her scent. The young woman was healthy and more than eager for the breeding, and I had to peel myself away from her. I read in her scent that she had an uncommonly matronly spirit and would be a wonderful mother to my offspring. The beast strained against my control, eager to add her into the coven.

      I left her there, clutching either hand and chewing on her bottom lip as she watched Abby and I walk away. As I looked back before climbing the stairs, she was still there, staring after me with naked hope as she bit her bottom lip.
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      Putting the little woman out of my mind, I slipped behind my desk and let my mind work. I had the beginnings of a picture forming, but it was missing several key pieces. The lab had gone in decades before, and the lake soon after it. There had been a project either government-run or private, I couldn’t be sure, and I suspected it was at the root of the Change affecting the town, but all my attempts to trace it back to a point in time came up empty. All I’d been able to discover was about the time crimes dropped off, which lined up with what Barbara had told me.

      Using the last of my focus, I closed my eyelids and let my mind’s eyes review the drawings and plans for the lab’s construction. I kept coming back to the section of the last drawing where it was missing a large section, but the plans were so complicated I couldn’t orient them in three-dimensional space in my head, so I had no way of knowing where that empty space might be in the overall structure.

      I noticed something on my mental scan that I’d missed my first time reviewing the documents. On three of the sheets was a partial imprint of a stamp that had been pressed onto sheet above, faint lines of which bled through. None of them showed the whole symbol, but with difficulty, I was able to lay all three atop one another from memory and see a circular emblem with a hammer and protractor set atop one another in the center.

      The image was familiar, and I got up in a hurry, ignoring Ms. Greene’s question if I needed anything, and walked down to the reference library. I found a set of encyclopedias and the “G” volume and thumbed through it, cursing silently when I saw that my suspicions had been correct. The stamp I’d seen on the lab’s building plans had been that of the seal of East Germany. There couldn’t be any doubt.

      “I’m heading home to change,” Abby said, pulling her coat on and settling it in place. “Do you need anything before I go?”

      “No, thank you,” I said, offering her a nod of farewell.

      “Until later then.” Her eyes twinkled merrily as she stepped out, and I frowned after her until I remembered Jocelyn’s plans for the evening.

      I knew there was no chance of catching her at home before she started setting up for her night with the coven. Instead, I dialed up Barbara and told her I’d be popping in for a few minutes before I went to a meeting.

      “I’ll put the kettle on,” she said.

      “No,” I said, knowing I’d need to unwind as she put my head right, “have a glass of scotch waiting for me.”

      “Of course, Tom,” Barbara purred. “Hurry on over.”

      I hung up and grabbed my coat and briefcase, making sure to tuck the legal pad of notes into it as well as any other scrap of paper I’d written anything down on. Things had escalated today from fascinating to serious, and in the last hour jumped to possibly earth-shattering. I needed to make sure to fit the pieces together as best I could, and I needed to show up to my meeting with the FBI woman as clear-headed and focused as possible.

      Before heading to my car, I ran downstairs into the basement to the incinerator I’d noticed earlier and fed every scrap of anything I’d written on into it. From here on out, I would have to rely on my mind to hold the information, unless I happened to find a top-secret device that could store stuff on microfilm, which seemed too far-fetched even for Paulson.

      I had forty minutes to kill before I was supposed to meet with the FBI agent and didn’t see the point in driving all the way home. Pulling through downtown, I spotted a diner open till late and grabbed a corner booth and a cup of coffee and hunkered down with a paper to wait. I wasn’t sitting there for five minutes when a skittish little fellow slipped in, the bell hanging from the door jangling as he did.

      “Steph,” he said quickly to the waitress behind the counter, “you seen Dean or any of his boys? I swear they’re nearby, got that itch all over my skin.”

      “No, Barry,” the waitress said in a bored tone, “ain’t seen the Alpha or his pack. You got nothing to worry about.”

      “Okay,” the man said, taking a seat at the counter, but I could tell he wanted to argue. He gave a little start when he spotted me, his dark eyes narrowing.

      “Hello, friend,” I said, offering the man a friendly wave and smile, but it only made him scowl all the harder. I rose to my feet and approached, which only caused him to leap up and back away toward the door, expression alarmed. He was a second from bolting when instinct kicked in, just as it had earlier in Mr. Hillier’s office. Only instead of suppressing myself, I unshackled the chains I placed upon myself so I could go about in society and not draw too much attention.

      Rising to my full height, I let my shoulders relax and draw back, my expression hardening slightly. The only adjective I could use to describe the reflection I saw in the diner’s windows was regal as I stood before the trembling little man.

      “Peace,” I said, my voice like silk sliding over stone. “I’m new in town and just had a couple questions is all. Do you think I could buy you a cup of coffee?”

      The man looked like he’d just seen a ghost, but he nodded dumbly and took his seat again. I motioned to the waitress who watched with an intense expression, her eyes tracking my every move.

      “A cup and a slice of pie for me and my new friend.” I pointed to the cherry pie in the case as I sat beside the man. “That looks perfect, thank you.”

      I let the waitress bring my coffee and paper over. The woman flounced around with an eagerness I found amusing. The small fellow kept glancing around the diner as if he expected a group to jump out of a closet or the kitchen at any moment. He flinched when I picked up the creamer and topped off my coffee.

      “My name is Tom,” I said with an easy smile, letting the vibrations in my voice and the pheromones he must be picking up from me put the man slowly at ease. “My wife and I just moved to town this past week.”

      “We… welcome,” he said and after swallowing hard pressed his lips together.

      “You mentioned something when you came in,” I said. “Something about a feeling? Tingling? What were you talking about?”

      The man looked at me with a quizzical frown, his dark little eyes darting from my smile to my hands resting easily on the countertop and around again. He took a deep breath and let it out slowly before speaking, his scent as confused as his expression was.

      “I could have sworn when I drew near… it’s the same fear, the same crawling sense of dread as when I’m near those assholes at the club, the Alphas.” The more he spoke, the easier it grew for him, and I remained still, careful not to do anything that might break the spell of his comfort. “But once I stepped inside, it disappeared.” He looked at me then, full in the eyes, and mustered the courage to ask his next question, like a mouse deciding to test the cat. “Sir, are you one of them? Before when you first spoke… You had their aura, but even stronger.”

      “I have been Changed,” I said, leaving it at that. “Do those who’ve Changed like yourself… sense others?”

      “Yes, sir,” he said with a nod. “It’s like… Déjà vu or something like that.”

      “Thank you for the information,” I said, rising and dropping a ten on the countertop.

      “Sir,” the fellow said, reaching out but halting just short of stopping me, “are you going to stop them? Stop them from beating whomever they want and terrorizing the townsfolk?”

      “If I can,” I said with a nod and watched the man give a great sigh in relief, his whole body sagging as I stepped away with a nod to the waitress. The woman dropped into an awkward curtsey of all things, spreading her pink uniform skirts wide.

      I left them chattering excitedly to one another and climbed back into the Buick. It was a short drive to the Kwik-E-Mart, but the closer I drew, the more my hackles rose, so I turned off Lincoln Avenue and went the long way around the block so I could circle the parking lot without being seen.

      The moment I spotted the place, I was happy I had. A black, unmarked van sat parked behind a tinted windowed sedan, and a small pack of large, brutish looking men with flat gray eyes stepped out of the side door, circling the car as a tall blond fellow peered into the driver’s side window. I was on the other side of the double yellow line and was forced to head through the intersection and flip a U-turn. I stepped on the gas, but the Buick was sluggish and by the time I pulled into the parking lot with a squeal of tires, the door to the sedan was open and the dark van pulling off, the FBI agent nowhere in sight.

      I was peering into the Kwik-E-Mart's tall windows, looking for the woman inside, when a dull thump reached my ears, and I noticed the metal panel of the van popping outward as if someone were striking or kicking it from the inside. Stepping on the gas to take off after the van, I was forced to hit the brake when a portly little fellow stumbled in front of my car. The man raised his hand in apology, but when I angrily indicated for him to move, he stared at me dumbly until I rolled down my window and yelled at him.

      “Get out of my way!”

      “Sorry, friend,” said a smooth voice from behind, and I turned to see the tall blond fellow exiting the market with a soda. “Is my brother in your way? Herbert, come away from there.”

      “But you said to,” the portly little fellow said, face screwed up as if struggling to remember what the man had said.

      “I said not to bother any fine Alpha gentlemen.” The man leaned down and smiled at me, holding out his head in greeting. “I’m Dean Flanders, and you are…?”

      The man’s eyes more than his name awakened the beast within and my hackles rose, the sense of threat strong. His smile was affable and easygoing, but his eyes were cold, dead, and flat, like those of a corpse, and his scent reeked so strongly it felt like the hairs in my nostrils must be curling. There was a smallness to his expression, a mean edge around his eyes, like a bully searching for weaknesses he might exploit.

      “Tom,” I managed to say, although the sudden influx of fight or flight response made it difficult.

      “Tom,” the man said as if trying the word out on his tongue. “That’s a very… beta name. Tell me, Tom, where you off to in such a hurry?”

      I felt confident that I could deal with the man easily enough if it came to a physical confrontation. I didn’t want to arouse any suspicion, however, so I fell into the same patterns as him, letting my face grow suspicious as the beast within snarled.

      “Why do I have to answer your questions?” I asked, letting a sneer twist my lips. “What I do with my time and women is my business and none of yours.”

      “Fair enough,” Dean said, his smile hardening but the suspicion fading from his eyes. “I see we have another who’s joined our little… club. The director will put you in your place”—his smile turned into a sneer as he went on—“but make sure you steer clear of my coven and pack of Betas. You can have all the sad old ladies you want, but college girls are all mine.” The threat in his tone was clear as he nodded to the dumpy fellow who no longer looked so silly as he glared at me with an angry expression.
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      Unsure what was underlying our conversation, I pulled out of the parking lot and saw that the van was nowhere in sight. Cursing myself for screwing it up, I drove around town for a good hour looking for any sight of the vehicle. It was dark out, and I had little hope of finding the van or the woman, looking around like I was, so I headed home.

      It was on the way back to my house that I got the first impression that I was being followed or that someone was watching me. I doubled back several times but didn’t see anyone in my rearview mirror, but the sensation only increased the closer I got to my neighborhood. I didn’t spot any cars out of place, and the sensation finally faded when I pulled into my neighborhood.

      The warm glow of light spilled out across our lawn and the merry sound of laughter reached my ears, pushing back my worries somewhat as I heard the joy in my wife and her mother’s voices. I paused outside and looked in the window and took in the sight of them, sitting around the living room drinking wine and chatting with one another merrily.

      “Evening, Tom,” said a cheerful voice from next-door, and I turned to see, Harold sitting in his garage cleaning an old rifle. “Have a good day at the office?”

      “It was all right,” I said, stepping over to the fence and peering at the man curiously. His posture and expression were far more relaxed and comfortable than anything I’d seen from him before.

      “Suzy told me all about her breakfast.” The man’s eyes twinkled merrily, and I scented a deep and abiding satisfaction about him. “Sir,” he said, standing and setting the broken down weapon aside and walking over with hand extended, “I want to say thank you for everything. My Suzy has never been happier. Why, she was humming happy tunes to herself all day.”

      “You have a fine wife,” I said, shaking the little man’s hand and finding it dry and firm, unlike the first time I’d shaken it, “and it was my privilege.”

      “No, sir,” Harold said with a grin, “the pleasure is ours; I promise you. I didn’t want to disturb you, sir,” he said with a little wave as he stepped back into his garage. “Just wanted to let you know how much we appreciate it. Jacob wanted to say it too, but I suppose he’ll wait for another time.”

      “Thank you,” I said, with a nod before turning to head in, our chat easing my own nerves after my encounter at the Kwik-E-Mart.

      It should have been uncomfortable speaking with a man about relations with his wife, but instead of feeling awkward or odd, it felt perfectly natural. I was happy to see the little man was gaining a measure of confidence and that his ever-present fear and awkwardness had abated. I shook my head at the wonderful strangeness of my new reality as I pushed open the front door and surveyed the women seated inside.

      Four of the women I’d bonded and the others I planned to. Jocelyn, Barbara, Winnie, and Suzy all sat on one side of the room, their ease and comfort with one another palpable. Also obvious was the touch of jealousy Abby and Becca showed whenever they noticed the women’s familiarity and the outright hunger painted on Deloras’s features when I stepped in.

      “Husband!” Jocelyn said, rising to her feet and approaching me with arms outstretched, “you’re just in time to hear about the masked costume party happening at the country club this weekend.”

      “It’s going to be grand,” Winnie said, her wide mouth stretching in a hungry grin as she looked me up and down. “The Henderson sisters mentioned fireworks at midnight.”

      “Tom?” Barbara asked, her face concerned as she looked up at me, her eyes slightly bleary from wine. “Is everything okay?”

      I opened my mouth to say “no” but immediately thought better of it. I could confess my worries to these women. I trusted them, and those I wasn’t sure of, I could bind with breeding. It wouldn’t be responsible or reasonable to saddle them with my fears and worries, but I needed to speak to someone about them.

      “Everything is fine,” I said, “just a long day at work.” Looking over the group, I frowned in apology. “I apologize, ladies, but I need a night alone with my wife.”

      “Of course,” Winnie said, rising and pulling a frowning Suzy up with her.

      “But Tom,” Jocelyn said, motioning a suddenly fearful Deloras to stillness, “I’d promised Deloras that you’d… spend time with her this evening.”

      “Fuck me,” the plump older woman blurted and instantly went red in embarrassment. “I’m sorry”—she ducked her head—“but she promised.”

      “Tomorrow morning,” I said, and when several of the women opened their mouths to protest, I raised a hand, expression hardening as I swept my gaze over them, putting each in her place without a word.

      “Come along, Deloras,” Suzy said, pulling the larger woman to her feet and escorting her out the door, “you can join us tomorrow morning, how about that?”

      “I’ve already told both of you what you need to know,” Jocelyn was saying to Becca and Abby, an arm around each woman’s shoulders as she steered them out. “Just make sure to keep it a secret, right?”

      “Yes, mistress,” the pair of women said with respectful nods, both older and more established than my wife but treating her like a queen.

      “And keep that harridan away from our man,” Jocelyn warned as my coworkers followed the other three out.

      “I think we can do that.” Becca grinned, and when Abby threw the little clerk an eager wink, I felt my blood heat despite the worry coursing through my veins.

      “They’re gone,” Barbara said, surprising me as she took my hand and pulled me to the couch. “Now tell us what has you so troubled?”

      Obviously, my order that I only wanted to speak with my wife, now included her mother, whose scent put her on a level with Jocelyn. My slender blonde wife locked the door and pulled the blinds shut before dropping down on my other side, and it amazed me how similar their affections toward me were. I read the same amount of love and concern emanating off both and threaded through it a growing heat that made it difficult for me to focus.

      “I saw something disturbing, but I’m not sure if I should report it to the authorities or not.” Both women watched me with growing concern and worry as I told them about my encounter with the woman in disguise at work and what had happened when I’d shown up to our meeting.

      “That sounds like one of the crews or gangs that have been running around the club,” Barbara said. “They’re each led by a bully or thug, but the men are all beta sycophants.”

      “How are you going to help her, Tom?” Jocelyn asked, and I felt a wave of love when I saw she didn’t doubt I would, or that I was capable.

      “I’m not sure,” I said, growling in frustration. “My head is a muddle, and I can’t seem to think straight.”

      “Relax,” Barbara said, stroking my thigh with a soft hand, “you’re back home and we’re both safe. There’s nothing to worry about now. Just, lean back and take off your shoes, let me get you a cocktail.”

      “No,” I said, reaching out and stopping the older woman as she moved to rise. I gripped her hand and Jocelyn’s. From the growing tension in the room and the heated stares mother and daughter threw to one another, they knew what I needed. “I need”—I softened my voice as much as possible, but it still came out rough and forceful—“your help.”

      “Mom…?” Jocelyn said, sitting up on her knees, my wife’s beautiful face filled with shy excitement and a hint of nerves as she looked to Barbara.

      “It seems we’ll have to move up your plans for his anniversary gift, dear,” Barbara said, turning in her seat and looking at her daughter as she ran a gentle hand down my thigh. “There’s no way I’m leaving you to deal with this problem alone.”

      “Good,” Jocelyn said with a wide grin, her pale eyes dancing as she moved in close, “because I couldn’t wait until then, anyway.”

      “Neither could I,” whispered Barbara under her breath as she slipped off the couch and drew my legs wide.

      “Relax, honey,” Jocelyn breathed as she planted a soft kiss on my lips. “You’ll figure out how to keep us safe and what’s going on. I have complete faith in you…” Her lips pressed to my neck and her hot breath tickled my ear as she whispered softly, “Now let Mom and I show you what we’ve been practicing.”

      I smiled in curiosity and no small amount of shock as Jocelyn sat up and undid the buttons of my shirt and her own blouse. I watched her pull down the thin garment and cup her large firm breasts in their lacy black bra before joining her mom in pulling my shoes off my feet and my pants free. In moments, I sat before the pair in nothing but my boxers as Barbara leaned back and began removing her top.

      Jocelyn watched my face with a knowing grin as she slipped her fingers in the waistband of my underwear and began hauling it down slowly. My wife’s grin widened as my jaw slackened. Barbara’s massive mammaries swung free in a bra nearly identical to Jocelyn’s.

      “I told you he thinks you’re gorgeous, Mom,” she said with a smile to Barbara. “Tell her, Tom.”

      “Of course you are,” I said, reaching down and running my fingers down Barbara’s round cheek and letting them drop to caress one massive breast. “You’re the most beautiful women I know,” I said reaching out and caressing Jocelyn’s cheek and breast as well. “And seeing you both like this…”

      “Oh, Tom,” Barbara moaned, her thick lips pressing against the underside of my cock as she pushed in close.

      “Shh, honey,” Jocelyn said, stroking my hair as she leaned forward and watched me with smiling eyes as she ran her tongue over the crown.

      “Jesus,” I breathed as I watched their beautiful faces press close, like older and younger twin versions of one another. I couldn’t help my groan of pleasure when their pink tongues slid around the head, touching and teasing one another as they licked me.

      Barbara opened her mouth to say something, saucy from the look on her face, but at that moment a fat bead of pre-cum pooled at the tip of my cock and the beast growled in need. With twin cries of pleasure, they both latched their lips onto the tip of my cock, kissing, licking, and lapping at it as their breasts pressed together.

      I lay my head back on the couch and groaned as the women lost themselves in their worship. The pleasure transported me into a world of bliss and cleared my head. It wasn’t thought that took over my mind, but a vision of what I had to do next. Tomorrow morning, I would head into the office early and try to contact someone at the FBI from a payphone. Then I would find out about this Dean fellow and set one of my Betas tracking his movements. Next, I had to make sure Jocelyn and I were invited to this party at the country club so I could scope out the Alphas and get a better sense of them.

      Most important of all, I saw clearly how I could schedule a meeting with the lab’s director, as a new attorney in town, and I nearly came right then and there. Glancing down, I saw the two women had pressed their massive breasts together and were giggling as they slid them up and down the shaft, taking turns as they bent down to give the head a quick lick.

      “Fuck!” I hissed, awed by the sight.

      I groaned, unable to contain my orgasm anymore, watching in awe as my wife and her mother pressed thick lips to the tip of my cock, eagerly running their tongues together as the pearlescent seed shot across their lips and cheeks. As I was panting, my legs shaking and toes relaxing from their tight curl, the two gorgeous women fell onto the rug, their whimpers of pleasure putting new steel in my cock.

      Growling in delight, I leaped atop the pair, loving how they giggled in delight and pulled me between their soft warm bodies. I took both with breathless urgency and knew as I flooded each womb that my seed quickened within them. From the twin screams of pleasure and the euphoria filling them, Jocelyn and her mom knew they’d just become pregnant. Instead of sating the women it only seemed to incense them, and I spent half the night indulging in every forbidden delight with the pair.

      My favorite was when Jocelyn bent her mother over the edge of the bed and fit me into the woman’s soft sex and stood beside me, goading me on and sucking me before I bent her over beside the woman and alternated between their pussies. Their fingers interlocked and their screams of pleasure filled the neighborhood, alerting all the women that I’d established my pack and soon would be breeding them all and securing our future in the neighborhood.
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      I rose from blissful dreams to find my waking reality even better. The feeling of a warm, wet mouth sliding up and down my cock was accompanied by the wet sounds of sucking. I was awash in pleasure and aching as I lifted my head, a groan escaping my throat and alerting the beautiful woman bowed over my manhood.

      Barbara’s dark blue eyes crinkled in a smile and the corners of her lips turned up as she smiled with my cock stretching her mouth wide. Her happy little hum of pleasure was matched by me as I felt her warm tongue slither around the underside of my shaft.

      “Fuck…” I moaned, “this is the best way to wake up.”

      “I’m glad you enjoy it, husband,” Jocelyn said, drawing my gaze to the side, where she stood in the bathroom's doorway, drying her hair with a towel.

      The sight of my gorgeous wife, fresh from the shower, put more steel in my cock, if that was even possible, and she flashed me a pleased smile when my eyes traveled up and down the length of her. Her blonde locks were dark and damp but still contrasted beautifully with her pale skin, and the wet tips had dripped beads of water that tracked their way down her large breasts and fell onto the smooth firmness of her belly, drawing my gaze to the bald treasure below.

      “Come to me,” I said, reaching out a hand, and though I could see her hesitate for a second, Jocelyn couldn’t help the eager purr of pleasure as she let me draw her close.

      “Mhmm,” she moaned as she curled into my side, her warm lips finding mine.

      “You two are so beautiful together,” Barbara said, drawing our gazes down to the older woman as she ran thick lips along the underside of my cock. “I’m so happy you moved back to Paulson.”

      “Me too,” Jocelyn said, nipping my neck and reaching down to slip her fingers into her mother’s hair, “and you’ve never looked more sexy, Mom… than with my husband’s cock in your mouth.”

      “Ohh mmphm,” Barbara moaned around my manhood as Jocelyn pushed her head down, forcing her to take more and more of my dick into her mouth until her throat stretched around the fat head.

      The older woman’s eyes watered as she swallowed my cock deep into her throat, but the purr of contentment escaping her matched my own as Jocelyn’s lips met mine. My wife and I made out, and I reached up to cup and caress one of her large, firm breasts as my mother-in-law gagged and choked on my dick.

      As my pleasure raced through me, my thoughts skipped across disparate topics like a flat stone over smoother water. From the encounter the night before with another Alpha and the disappearance of Special Agent Heather DeWitt, supposedly of the FBI, to the new confidence and peace in my neighbor Harold, then back to my office and the odd lack of men around my building and city hall.

      As the sinful sounds of Barbara’s happy sucking filled the room, I felt my pleasure reach a crescendo. Jocelyn grinned into our kisses, her mother gagging as she forced her way down my cock, and then both of us watched as it throbbed, and she moaned, eyes rolling back into her skull and throat working as my cum flooded her stomach.

      “Jesus,” I moaned as Barbara sat up, her massive breasts swinging side to side as she licked her lips clean and shuddered in the wake of a small orgasm. “That’s the best way I’ve ever been woken up.”

      “Mhmm,” Jocelyn purred into my neck, “you better have enjoyed it.”

      “I know I did,” Barbara said, a touch breathless as she settled onto one haunch in the middle of the bed, hair in disarray and still getting ahold of herself.

      “I’ve got tennis again,” Jocelyn said. “You’re still free for lunch with Bailey later? I figure we can go to the clubhouse. You still haven’t been there.”

      “I’ve been meaning to speak with you about that,” I said, frowning.

      “You’re going to love her, Tom,” Jocelyn said. “She’s the prettiest blonde in the entire town.”

      “That what has me worried,” I said with a frown. “You don’t think it's suspicious that she looks you up and wants to hang out so soon after moving back? We haven’t been in town a week.”

      “I hadn’t thought about that,” Jocelyn said with a small frown. “But Bailey is harmless. She couldn’t be part of whatever’s going on, could she?”

      “We can’t know for certain,” I said, then a thought flew into my mind like a flash of inspiration and a plan began to formulate. “Schedule the lunch, though. It wouldn’t hurt to meet with her.”

      “Perfect,” Jocelyn said, planting a peck on my cheek and standing. “No pressure… but you’re going to love her.”

      My wife threw me a wink and stepped into her closet to dress. I couldn’t help the grin I shared with Barbara at the wonderful woman I’d married. At one moment she could be the wildest woman I’d ever known and the next standing and turning with a prim poise that few could match.

      “I’ll get started on breakfast,” Barbara said as she slipped off the bed and pulled her robe over her shoulders. Throwing me a look, she grinned. “Deloras should be here in an hour. Want anything… special?”

      “Something cool and refreshing,” I said, standing and stretching. “I’m going for a quick run and a workout. I’ll be back soon.”

      “I’ll swing by with Bailey around noon,” Jocelyn called from inside her closet, voice muffled by the shirt she was pulling over her head. “Don’t forget we have that party Friday night!”

      I’d almost forgotten about the costume party she and the girls had mentioned the night before. A small part of me wasn’t looking forward to the hassle, but the greater part of me was excited to see if any of the other Alphas showed up. After my encounter with Dean the night before, I was intrigued by the Alphas—both our similarities and our differences, which intrigued me more.

      Pulling on a pair of gym trunks, I eschewed a shirt in favor of feeling the sun on my skin. There was a slight chill to the air as I started out on the road, but it only took a few seconds for me to warm up and enjoy the feeling of stretching my legs out and pushing myself.

      I wasn’t out for a meandering jog like the day before, today I had a destination in mind. I’d gone a mile toward the Kwik-E-Mart when suddenly my hackles rose, and I stopped with a jerk. My shoes slid on the asphalt as I spun in a circle, alert for anything amiss, but there wasn’t anything out of place. The neighborhood didn’t look familiar, but I couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary.

      Starting out again, I remained alert for anything else, and because of my vigilance, I noticed a faint acrid odor before my hackles rose for a second time. This time I was on a street outside an elementary school. The odor was so faint I didn’t catch another whiff of it, but the memory of it remained. Like curdled milk, refuse, and puke, all wrapped up into one. It twisted my guts and woke an unreasoning anger within me I struggled to ignore.

      I ran on as fast as I could, annoyed at being unable to track down the origin of the scent and mad at myself for the sliver of fear it awoke in me. There was something profoundly wrong about it. So wrong, just the tiniest scent awoke my fight-or-flight response. Once more I felt my hackles rise but couldn’t track down the scent once again.

      It was still early, the sun just having risen, and I found the Kwik-E-Mart empty save for the bored attendant behind the counter. The brown sedan sat empty in the parking lot in the same place it had been the night before. The attendant glanced at me when I approached the car, but a firm stare put the young man’s head back down and I knew he wouldn’t dare challenge me, not with that meek expression and posture.

      Trying the door handle, I found it locked and cursed silently. I peered in through all the windows but didn’t see anything. Looking around, I didn’t see anyone besides the clerk, who’d found something to occupy him in the back of the shop. Frowning, I placed one hand on the handle and the other on the frame beside the door. With surprisingly little effort I bent the door back, the handle nearly popping free of the door, and with a loud thunk! the latch popped free, and the door swung open.

      Ducking into the dark sedan, I was hit with a wave of stale cigarette smell. The ashtray was filled with Camel butts and ash, and I breathed a sigh of relief, remembering the same odor on the woman when she’d told me to meet her here. Moving quickly, I searched the glove box, the center console, and under the seats. I found nothing until I looked under the seat where I found a nine-millimeter handgun in a worn leather holster strapped to the underside.

      Seeing the gun sent a chill down my spine and a glint of gold beside it confirmed my suspicions. Reaching under the seat, I felt at the round badge and the three letters embossed upon it. Either Heather DeWitt was an excellent liar who’d gone to extraordinary lengths to convince me, or she was telling the truth.

      For one moment, I thought about taking the gun, then the lawyer in me kicked in and I thought better of it. Breaking into the car was bad enough, but taking a federal officer’s firearm… that might be a step too far.

      Besides, it’s not like I could run home with the thing.

      Climbing free of the sedan, I spotted a pair of garbage men climbing down from their truck. The pair were large fellows, with square jaws and sturdy builds. In any other town, I wouldn’t have thought twice about it, but there was something off about these men. They tracked me as I walked around the car, their beady little eyes glittering beneath heavy brows, and I thought I sensed malice from them but couldn’t be sure at that distance.

      The only thing I could be certain of was the fear they both felt, for the wind was full of its acrid stench.

      My legs carried me home in a faster time than I could have dreamed possible a couple weeks before. The entire time, I kept my senses tuned for anything that might raise my hackles, but nothing raised them, and I got to Suzy’s house without incident.

      “Good morning, Tom!” the little brunette said, popping up from the workout bench eagerly. “I took out the weights if you wanted to use them. I also have Jane Fonda’s latest workout tape.”

      “Get to it,” I said, motioning in front of the TV with my chin as I plopped down on the workout bench.

      The older woman took a moment before realizing what I meant and leaping to start the TV and VCR. She’d set a small green laminated television on a metal stand against one wall of the garage before a workout mat. She began the introductory stretches, continuously glancing over to make sure I was noticing how toned and firm her little body was.

      My eyes might have been tracking her movements as I picked up 45-lb dumbbells and began doing overhead presses with them, but my mind was on other things. I checked off each major issue one by one: the lake, the lab, the catalyst, these Alphas in town, and the covens. Last but not least, the woman who I was certain was FBI and had been kidnapped, or worse, the night before.
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      As my mind worked over the issues, my heart raced, and I couldn’t help but be distracted by Suzy’s tight rear end as she bounced and stretched before me. Her garage door faced the neighbor’s house, instead of the street itself, but we were still wide open to the world.

      None of that mattered as the beast awoke in me, seeking to relieve the pressure so I could think clearly. The weight clunked to the ground with a heavy sound, startling Suzy, but when the frightened little woman looked up at me towering above her, my manhood rising like a mighty spear, tenting my gym shorts, her fear rippled into joy in moments.

      “Oh, yes!”

      The little woman screamed out in bliss as I yanked down her tights and bent her over. Jane Fonda stretched and jumped around on the small screen, her dancers beside her like beautiful little nymphs. The up-tempo music kept a rhythm for me as I pounded into the beautiful older woman’s tight pussy, the squishing sounds of her wetness keeping time as well.

      “Does each Alpha have a pack of Betas and a coven?”

      The question popped into my head and out my mouth, and I realized in an instant it must be true.

      “Wha… what… ohhh heavens almighty Jesus I’m going to fall, Tom my legs… cumming again… cumming… FUCK!”

      Absently I gripped her slender hips, holding her up easily as she gripped the small stand that held the TV, the thin metal rattling with my every thrust. Her guttural moans of pleasure faded from my ears as my mind made connections, and with a satisfying grunt, I felt my balls unload their precious seed deep into Suzy’s womb.

      “Ohh… God… I’ll never get over how you make me feel, baby.” Arms and legs weak and wobbly, she still managed to slither around in my arms and latch her lips to mine.

      I let the woman steal a few passionate kisses before she dropped down to suck my cock clean. Glancing up, I spotted Winnie standing in the kitchen next door, looking out the window at us with intense eyes.

      “Forget the panties tomorrow,” I said, pulling up my shorts and keeping my eyes locked on Winnie. “They only get in the way. But keep the tights… they were sexy.”

      “Yes, sir,” Suzy said from her knees, a wet mess covering the workout mat beneath her feet, mostly from her own juices that had dripped down while I pounded into her.

      Winnie’s expression brightened when she saw me step out of the garage, and I saw her hurry through her house to the front. Another figure waited for me halfway down the driveway, however, but the sight of him filled me with curiosity.

      “Harold,” I said, gazing at the man curiously. “You’re looking rather spirited this morning.”

      “I feel good, sir,” the man said, cheerfully. “Can’t wait to get into the office and tackle the day.”

      The changes the man had undergone in less than twenty-four hours were similar to what I’d experienced, if not to the same degree. Once portly, his belly was now gone, as was the defeated posture and expression. He stood straighter and his skin looked smoother, as if he was well-rested.

      “Keep up the excellent work,” I said.

      “You too, sir.” He beamed.

      I could only shake my head as he got behind the wheel, whistling in pleasure as his wife staggered to her feet in the garage ten meters behind me, my cum draining out of her.

      “I have a better weight set,” Winnie said, leaning against the doorframe in a silky robe, her arms crossed and a glint in her eyes as she looked down at me from their porch, “if you’re really interested in getting in shape.”

      “I don’t care about getting in shape,” I said, “but I find the exertions… clear my head.”

      “If you need your head cleared,” she said, sweeping back her robe and extending one long, slender leg, “then come on in… I remember just how you like it.”

      “Tempting,” I said, and it was. There are few women with as much raw sexual energy as her, which gave me an idea. “Speaking of which, what are you doing tomorrow afternoon?”

      “Nothing,” she said. “Why?”

      “Meet me in my office for lunch,” I said, eyeing her seductively slender body up and down, “and wear something… extra sexy.”

      “I can do extra sexy,” the leggy blonde said with a seductive wink as she swung her leg back in, causing me to regret my appointment with Barbara. “See you then, tiger.”

      When I stepped into my house, there was smooth jazz playing from the living room on my wife’s record player. I recognized the voice, but I’d never noticed just how rich and deep it was, nor how perfectly the big band was arranged to accompany him. Mel Tormé had never been my thing, but like Prince before, I couldn’t deny genius when I heard it any longer.

      “There you are,” said Barbara from the doorway to the dining room. “Why don’t you rinse off real quick. We have a platter of bacon and eggs, waiting for you”—the woman’s dark blue eyes sparkled as she continued—“along with another eager neighbor.”

      “I’ll be right in,” I said, unable to suppress my growl of pleasure when the beautiful older woman turned, revealing the wide swell of her pale behind and naked back beneath her white lacy apron.

      I took a quick shower and laid out my suit, eager to get an early start on the day. I found Deloras and Barbara chatting as they plated up a large pile of cooling bacon and eggs. My steps were silent, even on the linoleum, and I grinned in pleasure when the women jumped in shock as I wrapped an arm around each of their waists.

      Barbara purred in pleasure when she felt my touch on her bare hip, but Deloras jumped a half-foot into the air, tossing bacon across the counter. Her little shriek of fear turned into a guttural groan as I gripped her soft hip and drew her into a passionate kiss without warning. The soft, older woman melted in my arms, and I felt her hands pawing their way down my abdomen.

      Breaking off the kiss, I stared deep into the woman’s green eyes and breathed her in. Without words or artifice getting in the way, I read her soul as deeply as I was able and sensed in her a twin to Barbara and Abby, a kindly, matronly spirit that would be a boon when it came to the raising of children. She was younger than my mother-in-law, though only by a few years, and I could feel the ache in her toward motherhood as keenly as any.

      Deloras’s features were cherubic and soft, like she’d been plucked from a Caravaggio painting and dropped into the modern day. Her body was plump and rounded, with a pair of the most massive breasts I’d ever seen strapped beneath her apron. Her waist was narrow, and she had a small swell to her belly, adding to her rounded beauty, and I found a hunger for her as my hand slipped down to cup one wide soft cheek.

      “I know what you need,” she breathed, eyes wide as she stared up at me. “I’ve always known… somehow.”

      Her green eyes widened further as her hand slipped down to caress my manhood, and she let out a little gasp as her fingers slid along its length.

      “Prove it,” I said, the rest of the world fading as the woman slowly slipped into a squat between the counter and me, her eyes never leaving mine.

      Barbara leaned against the sink beside me, her lips finding my neck and her hands caressing my back and ass. There was an intense look in her eyes as she stared down at her friend handling my cock. A fat bead of clear pre-cum oozed from the tip of my cock, the room filling with the now-familiar scent that was all me. That was what Barbara had been waiting for. Her eyes rolled back, and she shivered in ecstasy, breathing deep the aroma as she ground her sex on my hip, the apron growing damp as it pressed between us.

      Deloras’s eyes finally broke from mine and fell to my cock as she hefted it in one hand. Every other woman had become mindless at the scent, drawn to inhale my cock in a moment, but after a second long stare, the beautiful brunette said a quiet prayer, her hands to either side of my cock, her breath warming the tip and sending shivers down to my toes.

      “Thank you, Lord, for this gift I’m about to receive.” Her lips were moist and plump, and it was a struggle not to drive forward into her mouth, the beast within straining against imagined reins. “I shall covet thy servant as though he were my own, and imbibe of him as if it were your body and blood.”

      My objections to her words died before I could utter them as she wrapped the thumb and forefinger of both hands around the base of my cock, throttling it. Her eyes flashed open again, gazing up into mine as she slipped those plump lips over my cock. I watched in awe as she took me down to the root—her throat stretching wide around my girth and her esophagus gripping the head of my cock, milking it for a delicious second as she gave a little twist of her head—then pulled back off me to slither her tongue around the head like a snake.

      “God damn,” I moaned, “that feels… incredible.”

      “Momma’s glad you like it, baby,” the woman purred, slipping one hand up to grip one of Barbara’s and draw my mother-in-law down to join her, but Barbara put it on my ass instead, helping her push me back into her throat with a gluk, gluk, sound.

      Barbara pulled me into a hot kiss, her pink tongue slithering around mine and causing my cock to throb in the other woman’s throat.

      “Mhmm, you stay there, doll-face,” Barbara whispered to Deloras, her eyes on me as her fingers dug into the muscle of my ass. “I’m going to watch our beautiful boy fuck that talented mouth of yours.”

      “Fugh mphy mughf,” Deloras moaned around my cock when I drew back out and before I drove back in slowly.

      The beast within purred as I reached down and gripped the MILF’s head in both hands. With Barbara’s whispered encouragement and the wet sounds of Deloras’s fingers working in her dripping pussy, I began to slowly fuck the older woman’s mouth.

      Reaching down, I flicked the neckband of her apron off and her eyes grinned in pride as my cock thickened in her throat as her pale, massive breasts spilled free. They retained a shocking amount of shape, their firmness rivaling that of my wife, and the sight of them bouncing and swaying as I held her head against the counter and fucked it with firm thrusts was too much, and with a guttural grunt I felt my cum flood forth into her swallowing mouth. Backing out so just the tip rested on her tongue, I let her lap up every ounce of it.

      Deloras didn’t want to release my cock, and when I tried to move back, her hands gripped the back of my thighs tight. Her moan of desperate pleasure was a turn on, but the feeling in the tip of my cock was so intense it was almost painful, and the beast within needed to mate while her womb was primed. I was forced to pry her head off my cock, her tongue reaching out to lick the tip as she craned her neck to graze it.

      “Please, sir, oh God please let me taste you again. I felt God himself within me, dear heavens, what are you…” Deloras was trembling as Barbara helped her up and whipped her apron off. “Oh God please, yes, please, so big, so big, oh God, so big.”

      I pressed Deloras over the sink and crouching slightly, lined my cock up to the soft treasure hidden at the top of her thighs. Dark hair parted and a hot, dripping wetness enfolded me as I sank deep into the woman’s surprisingly tight sex. It took two slow strokes to fit all of my length within her, all the while she whimpered in pleasure and finally shivered in orgasm as my cock filled her.

      “Take her, Tom,” Barbara moaned, bent over the counter as well and reaching between the other woman’s legs to tease her clit and slip her fingers on either side of my cock.

      Gripping Deloras’s wide hips, I watched her pale ass roll before every thrust as I took her with long, powerful strokes. The sounds of her whimpers of pleasure filled the kitchen, along with Barbara’s whispered words of encouragement. The beast within me purred as her tight pussy shivered in pleasure around my cock again. The feeling was incredible, as was the sight of her massive breasts flopping around and the look of pure bliss on the woman’s pretty face, reflected in the window, and I felt my orgasm rush through me.

      Balls tightening, I grunted as my cock shot forth a massive load of cum deep into Deloras’s womb. I sighed in pleasure, feeling the connection between us deepen and a warm peace descend on me. As with my wife and her mother before, I knew deep down that my seed would quicken within her.
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      “God,” Barbara purred as my cock slipped free of the catatonic Deloras, “I’ll never get over watching you do that. Claiming a new woman… you’re so masterful, Tom!”

      “There won’t be many more,” I said, glancing to make sure Deloras was coming around, slowly, from the heights of her great pleasure, eyes fluttering weakly and breath ragged still. “The coven is nearly… complete.”

      “Not yet,” Barbara said, an almost desperate plea in her voice. “Please Tom, there are so many friends who need you… Need you so bad.”

      My gorgeous mother-in-law stared up at me with desperation in her eyes, and I couldn’t ignore her. Instead of answering, I drew her close, letting her press against Deloras and me as her whimper of pleasure stirred the other woman.

      Barbara’s hands were all over me, as were her hungry lips. Although I felt sated, her delicate fingers had my cock stiff in moments, and I was pawing at her ass and massive breasts as Deloras awoke from her state of catatonic bliss, joining in with Barbara as the woman peppered my face and neck with kisses.

      “That was,” Deloras said in a weak voice, “the most incredible… amazing… powerful thing I’ve ever felt.”

      “I know,” Barbara moaned to her, the older women awkward for one second as their great breasts pressed together. Then I pulled Barbara into a passionate kiss, then Deloras, all three of our breaths mingling, and watched the women gaze into one another’s eyes for a long second before kissing. Their lips met tentatively at first, but the shy kiss grew more desperate, and I saw Deloras’s tongue slip into my mother-in-law’s mouth, their arms slipping around one another’s waists.

      “Fuck that’s sexy,” I said, and both women moaned in delight, eyes darting to me as they grinned into their kiss, then they were lost in the embrace once more.

      Gripping Barbara’s wide hips, I pressed my cock into her tight pussy, trapping the two against the counter as I fucked her with long, slow strokes. Framed behind their beautiful faces was the kitchen window, with the blue sky overhead, the colorful gardens and the green lawns of the neighborhood. As I slowly humped into the older woman, my hands full of her and Deloras’s massive breasts and soft asses, I realized no matter what the future brought, I would never give this up.

      “Tom!” Barbara cried, turning and gazing up at me with red, desperate eyes. “I’m… oh God I’m… cumming!!”

      My third orgasm in such a short time took longer to achieve, and Barbara’s tiny pussy was worn-out and sore after her fourth powerful orgasm. Deloras begged to taste me again, and I ordered the pair of them on their knees and watched as they worshipped me together. The older women were shy with one another at first, though Barbara less so, but it didn’t take long for them to lose themselves in the joint act. With their cheeks pressed together, mouths open, and faces filled with desperate desire, they begged me for it.

      “Give it to us,” Barbara pleaded. “Yes, Tom, cum for us!”

      “Coat our faces, baby,” Deloras whispered, one hand between the other woman’s thighs as she rubbed Barbara’s clit. “Cum for Mommy.”

      The woman’s wicked words did it for me, and I grunted in pleasure as rope after thick rope shot out of my cock, dropping pearlescent lines of cum across both woman’s features. Staggering back as I caught my breath, heart hammering from exultation, I watched them shivering in pleasure, eyes closed and tongues sliding all over their lips as they licked up all the cum they could reach.

      I was forgotten as Barbara and Deloras slid down to the linoleum floor, their moans of pleasure growing as they kissed and licked the cum from one another's faces. I had things to do, or else I would have stayed to enjoy the sight of my mother-in-law and her old friend lost in sapphic bliss for the first time. Their hands and lips explored one another’s bodies, and I finally retreated when Barbara took up one of Deloras’s great nipples, suckling on the firm pink flesh.

      I knew if I didn’t leave then, I wouldn’t get to work early. In fact, I might not get there at all once they awoke my lusts again. As I fired up the Buick, I caught a scream of bliss from within and recognized it as Deloras. Imagining what was going to set my heart to beating faster, and I almost climbed out of the car to head in and join them.

      “Morning, Tom,” said a jovial voice, drawing my attention next-door where David, Winnie’s husband, was pulling a stack of canvases out of his trunk.

      “Morning, David,” I said. “Doing a little painting?”

      “Yes,” he said with a good-natured smile. I was intrigued by the man’s change in appearance and attitude. Similar to Harold, the man stood straighter, and his scent and expression had cleared of the ever-present fear and anxiety. “There is a competition at the club next month… I’ve been inspired lately and thought… maybe I’d enter it?”

      “Good for you,” I said, the man sagging in relief and grinning when I spoke. “I’m heading into the office. Say, you haven’t seen anyone strange around the neighborhood the past few days, have you?”

      “No,” he said with a slight frown, “but yesterday I noticed they replaced the normal garbage men. You mean something like that?”

      “Yes,” I said, my hackles rising and heart racing as his words awoke something in me. “When did they come by?”

      “Early,” David said with a frown. “That’s why I noticed it. Never seen them come before dawn like that.”

      “Interesting,” I said, “let me know if you see them again.”

      “Will do, boss,” David said with an eager grin. “I think Winnie is taking her bath, if you want to stop in and say hello? I know she’s missed you over the past couple days.”

      “Winnie will be helping me with something at the office later,” I said. “I hope I wasn’t out of line demanding her presence.”

      “No, sir!” David said with a shake of his head. “We’re here to serve you in any way we can.”

      “Well then,” I said with a brief nod for the oddly cheerful fellow, “have a good day.”

      “You too, sir,” he said with a dip of his head, “and thank you again, for allowing Winnie to be of use.”

      I drove off, my mind whirling as it once more fit details into place. There were still key pieces of information missing from the picture, but things were beginning to make sense. It was clear that my Betas were Changing since I’d bred their wives. They had become more confident, calmer, and stood taller than they had when I’d first arrived in town.

      My meeting with the Beta at the diner the night before, as well as my encounter with Dean’s Beta and the two men this morning, confused my portrait of the society I’d entered, and I hungered to fill in the final few details.

      The parking garage’s top floor was empty when I got in, it being a good hour before starting time. My hackles rose the moment I entered, and I avoided the first spaces, eschewing them and taking the narrow winding route down. There was a maintenance van parked on the second floor, and the muscles in my neck and shoulders tensed as I saw its dark windows, sensing a threat, but I didn’t see anyone inside. Heading down to the bottom level, I parked in a dark corner.

      I found the lights off in the building and the dimness and quiet were peaceful. I was looking forward to getting some work in before everyone started to show up. A shuffling sound from my office alerted me that I wasn’t alone, and my hackles rose as I turned into the hallway. Shadows moved in my office, and the sound of shuffling paperwork could be heard clearly.

      “Man writes in full sentences,” came a gruff voice.

      “Like the director,” said the other with a squeaky highness that sounded frightened. “We should go… This one isn’t like Dean, Jake, or the others… Maybe he’s just a smart Beta…”

      “We got our orders, Finely,” said the gruff one with a grunt as he pulled open a drawer. “Ain’t supposed to return without absolutely certain proof.”

      “Selina already got proof,” the squeaker said with a petulant little whine. “That one keeps trying to wiggle her way into the director’s coven… think he’d put aside my Petunia?”

      “Stop your whining and come help,” said the gruff voice. “We need to be gone before the assistant gets in. If he is an Alpha, he might have turned her to his side, be starting an independent operation.”

      “You see the guy’s wife?” Finely asked in his squeaky voice. “She’s a ten if I ever saw one. If he is an Alpha, he’d have jumped on Selina in a second… mhmm I know I would if I could… Not the older assistant.”

      “You’re probably right,” the gruff voice said, slamming the drawer closed after rifling through it. “Let's clean this up and get out of here. This guy writes in cursive and has a special tool for cleaning his typewriter. No way he’s like Dean and the rest. He ain’t no Alpha.”

      “But you felt the shivers too,” Finely said. “I don’t know, Garth… Something don’t feel right.”

      “You said that already,” Garth grunted. “Put the ribbon back on the typewriter while I fix the desk…” The sounds of them working were clear, and I took the opportunity to slip into a supply closet careful to keep the sounds quiet and match them to noises the men made. Closing the door until just a crack was left, I felt confident they wouldn’t see the opening in the dim hallway.

      “Plant the bug,” Garth said, “just to be safe.”

      “Good thinkin’, Garth,” Finely squeaked.

      “Damn right it is,” the other grunted. “That’s why director made me a council member. Come on, let’s get going.”

      The heavy tromp of footsteps sounded, and a moment later, two enormous shadows loomed through the opening. I’d positioned myself down the hall, away from the building’s exit, but with a view to catch a brief glimpse as each stepped out of the office. Managing to see their faces in the dim light for a half-second, I recognized the blunt-featured garbage men from earlier, only now both dressed in city maintenance coveralls. Pulling hats low over their faces, both turned and tromped out of the building.

      I stood in the dark for long minutes, letting my mind work over the additional details and taking care in case either returned. When I was certain the coast was clear, I stepped into my office and scanned everything quickly. Nothing seemed out of place, evidence of thorough work on their part.

      Slipping into my chair, I picked up my phone and looked at the touchpad and turned it over to peer at the underside. Nothing seemed amiss until I set it back down and picked up the handset. Peering at it closely, I saw a sliver of plastic hanging out of the bottom covering. Unscrewing it, I found it a touch loose and inside saw a small silver disk with two cords extended into the receiver. There was a small bit of solder on the inside housing, and I could smell a faint aroma of ozone.

      My first impulse was to rip it free and fling it away. The beast within growled to know someone was trying to spy on me, and I feared my wife and mother-in-law might be under some kind of threat. But mind working in overdrive, I then saw the device as a possible opportunity and realized that if I tore it out, I’d only be alerting them that I knew someone was watching. Either they’d get spooked and disappear or get smarter at hiding their deceptions.

      Leaving it in, I closed the handset back up and set the phone back where it had been. I couldn’t be sure there weren’t other listening devices in the office, and I’d need to be careful from now on when talking to anyone in the building.
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      Shelving the plans I’d come up with the night before, I popped up and slipped through the building to the back exit. The smokers took their breaks out here, and the smell of the ashtrays filled with butts reminded me of the bright blue eyes I’d seen under her disguise. Wary of anyone watching the exits, I slipped through the deeper shadows until I got onto the stairs down to the parking garage.

      The stairwell was narrow, but thankfully the steps were concrete and not steel, softening the sound of my passage. Stepping out on the third floor, I found the pay phone I’d noticed the first day and pulled out the dimes I’d fished out of Abby’s drawer. Surprisingly, the number for the Dallas FBI field office was listed in the phone book. It took a few minutes of speaking with secretaries and waiting on hold before I got an agent.

      “You say this is regarding Special Agent DeWitt?” a voice asked in a slow drawl without introducing himself. “And who may I say is calling?”

      The secretaries had already asked my name twice, and I was certain they would have passed it along. This was either a cop technique or the man was especially poor at his job.

      “I’m Tom Redding,” I said. “I work in the district attorney’s office in Paulson, Arizona, and yes this is about Agent—”

      “Roger that, Mr. Redding, now why don’t you tell me the whole story, real slow like.”

      The man’s slow way of speaking was aggravating instead of calming, but I took a deep breath and marshaled my patience and began from my first spotting of Heather in disguise. I obviously didn’t mention scenting her womanhood, instead saying I’d seen through her disguise. Not a total lie.

      When I got to the part where I’d arrived at the Kwik-E-Mart and spotted Agent DeWitt only to drive around the block and find her missing, I expected the man to stop me and ask me to repeat myself, but his bored silence continued. When I finished my tale, he sighed and spoke in his nasally drawl.

      “I would caution you not to read too much into this, Mr. Redding,” the man said. “Special Agent DeWitt is one of our most capable agents, in spite of her being a woman. This could all be part of the case she’s working.”

      “It didn’t look that way to me,” I said, my frustration spiking. “There was clearly a concerted effort—”

      “Right,” the man cut in. “I have taken your report, sir, if there’s nothing else…”

      “You don’t care that one of your agents was kidnapped?”

      “Special Agent DeWitt’s status is as a field operative currently,” the man said. “She would have to be missing for over twenty-four hours for us to consider it a missing persons case. Can I help you with anything else, sir?”

      From the bored tone, it was clear the man didn’t want to help me with anything else, and I slammed the receiver down in the cradle. My initial plan had been to call in the feds and let them rescue their agent and sort through everything, but it didn’t look like they were going to take things seriously. I could try other field offices, but suspected I’d get the same attitude from any man I spoke with. Not only would I be dealing with their inherent chauvinism but also the rusty gears of bureaucracy.

      Returning to my office, I pushed down the frustration clouding my thoughts and got to work writing an analysis of the cases I’d reviewed. As I let my work consume me, I was only dimly aware of Selina and Daphne arriving. Abby got in a few minutes early and, surprised to find me in the office already, bustled in to see if there was anything I needed.

      “Mr. Redding, if you’d have let me know you were coming in early, I would have been here to greet you,” she said with a bright smile. “Can I get you a cup of coffee or anything?”

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said, my eyes lingering on the woman’s tight fuzzy sweatshirt and the way it hugged her large breasts, “and a cup would be great, thank you.”

      “Coming right up,” Ms. Greene said, eyes twinkling as she spun to go.

      “We just got a call from dispatch,” Selina said as she swung into my office, one hand on the doorframe. The woman’s dark silky hair swung down, framing her gorgeous face and making me swallow hard when my eyes took in the tight red dress she was wearing. “Two of the high school’s cheerleaders were caught smoking marijuana in a park. They’ve requested a lawyer be present when they’re questioned.”

      “A case!” I said with a grin as I hopped up and grabbed my briefcase. “Finally, some real work.”

      “It should be pretty simple,” Selina said, passing me the report she’d written down from dispatch.

      The woman just happened to trip, falling against me and pressing her massive breasts and stunning figure against my side, causing the beast within to stir. There was a scent on the woman, however, not hers, and not someone she’d been intimate with, but someone she’d been near. Something about that scent made my hackles rise and reminded me of a feral animal for some reason.

      “You might even get to have some fun.” She winked up at me. “Both are stunningly beautiful and were wearing their cheer outfits when they got caught…” Her eyes grew sly and took on a calculating aspect as watched me closely. “Nothing better than a couple of sexy little eighteen-year-olds eager to show their appreciation to their Al… Hero? Eh?”

      “I suppose,” I said, ignoring the rapid increase to my heart rate at her words. The woman was probing for information, clearly not as convinced by my performance yesterday as I’d hoped, but perhaps this could be used to my advantage. “Sounds like a good chance, though.”

      “That’s the spirit,” Selina replied with genuine pleasure in her voice.

      The gorgeous assistant’s behavior was fascinating to me. On one hand, she was being her normal flirtatious self, but then she seemed genuinely eager at the prospect of me breeding two teenagers. There was also that scent to her, making it impossible for me to relax my guard around her. Slotting the woman’s behavior in with all the other information I’d gathered, I marched across the town square to the police department, where the girls were being questioned.

      I was greeted by a young officer, a plump fellow with close-cropped dark curly hair and sloping shoulders. He ambled back down a fluorescent-lit hall to a small interrogation room where an officer was seated across the desk from two young women. The moment my eyes fell on the teens, my hackles rose and the beast inside stirred, sensing a trap in the small windowless room.

      Nothing appeared untoward at first. The girls turned when I was introduced, flashing me bright straight-toothed smiles. Both were the quintessential blonde cheerleader beauties. The taller girl had dark roots, evidence she dyed her hair, and the highest and firmest pair of young breasts I had ever seen. Her friend had the most adorable face, with thick pouty lips and a cute button nose.

      “Looks like your lawyer’s here, girls,” the officer, another short, portly fellow, said as he hefted his bulk out of the chair opposite the teens. “I’ll leave you three to talk for a few.”

      The man made a show of flipping off the camera and microphone when he stepped out of the interrogation room. As he stepped past me, I drew in his scent and found my eyes narrowing on him as I drew in the spikey scent of his overwhelming nervousness. Nothing about the situation, even accounting for how little the police in Paulson were needed, called for him to be so scared he was about to piss himself.

      “We weren’t doing nothing wrong,” the taller girl said as I stepped into the room. In the wake of the cop’s nervousness, I was hit by an odd scent from the two teens, contempt mixed with lust. “We just found the joint on the ground and picked it up.”

      “Yeah,” said the other girl, her pale blue eyes tracing the lines of my face as I took the seat the officer had vacated, “we were just going to throw it away.”

      “Why don’t you start from the beginning,” I said, pulling out a yellow pad and pen from my briefcase and getting ready to jot down notes.

      “I didn’t know we’d get such a handsome lawyer,” the shorter girl said with a little wink. She stood and leaned over the desk, large firm breasts squishing on the table, and watched me taking notes as she told her tale. “We were heading over to the mall to see some friends. It was really innocent.”

      I couldn’t help but notice that the mirror on the other side of the room reflected the girl’s perfect little ass covered by a short cheerleading skirt. As she leaned over to see what I was writing, the skirt peeked up just enough for me to see her tight white panties. Her friend was watching my eyes with keen interest, the girl toying with a lock of blonde hair with one hand, the other trailing fingers down the neckline of her uniform.

      Instead of responding to the girls’ obvious flirtations, I felt pricklings of anxiety and the beast within growled. My hackles were up. Something didn’t feel right about this, and the girls’ scents, like Selina earlier, didn’t seem right to me. There were traces of another scent mingled with theirs, something feral and unfocused.

      As the shorter girl spoke, telling me her made-up tale of finding a joint, perfectly rolled and dry, sitting out on the sidewalk, I took in hers and her friend’s mannerisms with a critical eye. It was clear from their confidence and lovely figures that both were probably the prettiest girls in their school. Their flirtations were juvenile and obvious, but both clearly knew how powerfully attractive their youthful bodies were. As the shorter girl finished up the short story, her taller friend rose to her feet, biting her bottom lip and gripping her skirt in two hands.

      “We can’t pay you, sir,” the girl said in a breathy voice, eyes filled with raw hope and lips wet as she ran her pink tongue over them. “But if you can get us off without our parents learning of it…” Her slender fingers gripped her skirt, raising it slowly and revealing pure white panties pressed tight against the firm flesh of her muff, the indentation in the center wet with her desire. “We would be happy to provide any service you might… need.”

      “And I bet a big, strong, handsome man like you could think up any number of… services,” the shorter teen said with a wicked wink as she pressed her upper arms together, plump, young tits hovering right before my face. “You might use our willing… eager… horny, young bodies for. Isn’t that true?”

      The beast within growled at the trap, but I couldn’t be mad at the bait set before me. Giving both young women a firm stare, I tapped the desk with my pen and referenced my notes.

      “My work here is pro bono, so neither of you have to worry about payment. Let’s get back to the matter at hand… You say here you found the cannabis stick at the corner of Laurel and Dixon streets. Is there anyone who can corroborate this?”

      “No,” the shorter girl said with a little frown that she directed at her friend.

      The other girl just shrugged and with a look of disappointment slipped back into her seat. I questioned the pair about a couple of matters, but it was a simple affair. The officer would drug test the girls since they’d already agreed to take a blood test, and the results would hold more weight in their hearing, if it got to that, than either girl’s statements.

      At worst, they were looking at a couple days of jail time, but more likely they would get ticketed. That is if things proceeded according to the law and normal procedure. While everything went smoothly that morning, it was almost conspicuous how by the book everything was. I’d done work on cases during law school, but this was my first time since passing the bar and my first in the city of Paulson.
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      Even in the short time I’d worked in courthouses and police departments, I’d seen how people cut corners and half-assed things. Nothing serious, but officers would often hand off their recorded statements to secretaries to type up, or paralegals would wait till the end of the day to file things and do it in mass. It was against procedure, but most people looked the other way as it was more efficient.

      That morning in the Paulson police department the officers and the booking personnel crossed every “t” and dotted every “i.” My mind was a bit fuzzy, but I still noticed the fresh ink and pads they used to take the girls’ fingerprints, evidence of how little they used the items.

      Bailey and Sandy were nice enough once they’d gotten the hint that I wasn’t going to take advantage of them. Another clue that things weren’t adding up was their lack of fear or anxiety when the officers informed them what the consequences might be. Also off was how eagerly both tried to climb into my car and get a ride home. I had to force a dime into both girls’ hands, ignoring their batting eyelashes and firm heaving breasts.

      Oddly, my lust was never triggered throughout the entire encounter, and I watched the disappointed girls climb onto the city bus wondering if I’d just gone through a test or a trap. It was clear someone had set this up and put them up to flirting with me.

      What would have happened if I took the bait? I wondered to myself as I walked back to the office. If not for my love and devotion to Jocelyn, I might have just to see what happened.

      Feeling a touch hungry and annoyed, I walked in to find Ms. Greene sitting at my desk using my typewriter to hammer out a memo. She looked up when I walked in, a bright smile on her face that dropped when she saw my expression.

      “Sorry, sir,” she said, “I just have to finish this up for Mr. Hillier. It will only take a second.”

      Glancing into the assistants’ office space, I caught Daphne’s eyes and the young woman grinned brightly, but her desk mate Selina watched me like a hawk. Her perfect lips curved into a brief smile when I nodded to her, but those eyes never smiled; they kept weighing and measuring me, and the only thing I could catch from her scent was a faint aroma of fascination.

      “Are you well, sir?” Ms. Greene asked, finishing her typing and stepping close, the paper still on the spool. “Did the case upset you?”

      The woman’s scent filled my nose as she stepped close and rested her hand on my arm. There was something about her that reminded me of the tall, busty teen from earlier, and I shook my head, mind clouded with desire and a thousand different thoughts.

      “Are you… related to one of the girls who was arrested?” I asked, aware of Selina’s keen and curious gaze watching us as I led Abby out into the hall, pants beginning to strain as my heart pounded.

      “Not that I know of, sir,” Abby said, with a pretty frown. “I do have a niece that goes to the high school. She is a senior but”—her voice dropped to a whisper as she pulled me close—“she and all the other popular girls are part of the director’s coven. Either that or they’re with one of the other country club Alphas.”

      “Hmm,” I grunted, things beginning to fall into place, “I need to think.”

      “Follow me,” Ms. Greene said with an eager grin as she led me down the narrow stairs into the basement again.

      We made our way to the same place in the basement as we’d fooled around the day before, but when Abby went to drop to her knees I stopped her. The beast within wouldn’t allow me to use this woman again without breeding her properly. Besides, of all the women I’d met and bonded with over the last few days, none showed the level of empathy and devoted helpfulness as my paralegal. Deep down, I knew she would be an amazing influence not only on the coven but also its offspring.

      “Sir?” she asked, expression concerned in the dim light. “Did you need… oh God! You’re going to… oh yes, Tom… oh please, sir!”

      Her words were quiet hisses of desperate need as I pulled her against me, our lips meeting in a fiery kiss. The woman’s thick, soft lips were heavenly, and her eager little tongue darted into my mouth, playing with mine as her fumbling fingers pulled up her skirt and pushed aside her panties.

      I found myself sitting in one of the armless chairs as a panting Ms. Greene sank down on my cock. Reaching up, I caressed her massive breasts, loving the woman’s whimpers of pleasure as her tightness spread over my fat cockhead and she sank onto the spear of flesh.

      “So… big… thank you, oh thank you, thank you…”

      Her whimpers of pleasure cut off in a stifled scream as her pussy walls shivered around my cock in orgasm and she ground her clit into my pubis. I’d certainly felt tighter women over the past few days, and watched sexier bodies ride my cock, but there was something wildly erotic about watching a woman old enough to be my mother, who looked like a pretty librarian, in the throes of multiple orgasms as she rode my cock.

      The woman faded from my awareness as my mind latched onto the pair of teens from earlier. The scent I’d noticed on them had seemed faintly familiar, but I’d been unable to place it in the interrogation room. But now my mind connected it to the oddly feral scent I’d gotten from the two men this morning.

      Someone is trying to manipulate me, I thought as Ms. Greene bit her lip, tears leaking out of her eyes as she kept from screaming out in orgasm again. But who could send women from their own coven to seduce another man? Who would do that for another man?

      The idea struck me as wrong and anathema to forging a civilized society. It turned me off so much that I had to avoid the thoughts and focus back on the sexy MILF riding my cock. Letting her heavy breasts out of the tight confines of her thick bra, I drew one hard nipple into my mouth and rolled it through my lips and tongue, balls tightening as I felt my own orgasm sweeping through me.

      “Yes!” Abby screamed as I shot off within her womb. Then I pulled her close, our kiss cutting off the rest of her scream as she shuddered atop me. “So hot, sir… I feel your… fill me…”

      The beast within was finally sated, for the moment at least, as I bonded the older woman to me. Her heavy breaths nearly had me hard again as her large breasts heaved in my face, the hard nipples grazing my lips. The woman rocked her hips, gasping in delight as my cock throbbed within her, but we’d already taken too big a chance, and with a final kiss and caress she slipped off my lap.

      I went to rise from the seat, but Ms. Greene kept me down, slipping between my legs and drawing my cock into her mouth. Gasping softly, I watched the woman suck my cock clean, even kissing our mingled juices off my balls with gentle loving kisses.

      “Jesus, woman.” I sighed. “You treat me like a king.”

      “You are a king, sir,” she purred, hefting my thickness against her cheek and letting its weight rest on her face as she gazed up at me. “You’re our leader, our master… our Alpha.”

      Grinning at me, she planted one final lingering kiss on the tip and then stood, letting her skirt fall down around her hips and putting her tits back in her bra and blouse. Her hair wasn’t mussed, but she needed to fix her lipstick while I tucked myself away.

      “Mr. Redding?” Becca’s voice called from the top of the stairs. “Are you down here?”

      “Yes, Becca,” I replied, heading over to find the young woman with a stack of paperwork and binders in her arms. “What is it?”

      “I found something I thought you should see.” Her eyes brightened when Abby walked out of the shadows and a wicked grin flashed across her face. “Should I come back in a bit?”

      “You should have been here twenty minutes ago,” Ms. Greene said with a wink.

      “I’m sad I missed the fun.” Becca flashed her friend a smile as she hurried over to a low desk near the stairs. Looking around to make sure no one could overhear, she opened the packet of papers and pulled out two blueprints and laid them side by side. “Sir, take a look at this… anything seem strange to you?”

      Glancing over the blueprints, my mind clear and working as fast as ever, I saw the discrepancy right away. On the left was the original excavation drawings for when they’d planned to put in the lake as a reservoir. On the right was a set of early blueprints for the lab showing a few of the outer storage buildings that would be built near the lake.

      It might have taken me hours to see the discrepancy only a few days ago, but now it jumped out to me immediately. The lake showed a depth of over one hundred feet, while in the lab’s drawings they showed the bottom of the lake at only eighty feet of depth.

      “Are these depths accurate?” I asked her, pointing to the lab’s blueprints.

      “I double-checked them with city records,” Becca said nodding. “It took me an hour to find a reference to the lake’s depths. It looks like someone has taken pains to remove all references to it in the records, but I found an old maintenance log after a heavy storm where they took a sounding. What does it mean, sir? I knew the blueprints were important once I saw the difference in depths, but I don’t know what it means.”

      “Relax,” I said, resting a hand on her shoulder and feeling her take a deep breath to calm down. She had been rambling in her anxiety, but at my touch, I felt her relaxing.

      “What does it mean, sir?” Ms. Greene asked.

      “I can’t be certain yet,” I said, “but it looks like there might be something other than mud at the bottom of the lake.”

      “I almost forgot!” Becca said, pulling out the second folder and flipping it open to a single sheet contract. “I found this too. Someone filed it in the wrong place, and I came across it when I was looking for contracts associated with the lab.”

      I picked up the sheet and perused it quickly. It was a simple contract with a 501(c)(3), or a nonprofit organization. There was reference to transportation to and from the lake, with a stop off at the lab for “vaccinations,” although what the at-risk youth were being vaccinated for it didn’t make clear.

      “Barbara mentioned this,” I said. “Apparently there is a program that teaches kids to swim? Or takes them to the lake for outings? But this bit about vaccinations is… curious.”

      “What do you think it could be?” Ms. Greene asked, looking over my shoulder.

      “I don’t know yet,” I said, “but you did outstanding work in finding this out, Becca.”

      “Thank you, sir,” she said, preening under the compliment.

      “I have to get to lunch with Jocelyn,” I said, frowning down at the paperwork, “but I’d like to look into this more later.”

      “I can make copies,” Ms. Greene said, “and keep them at my desk for you.”

      “No,” I said, but I didn’t want to upset the woman by mentioning the two men who I’d found searching my office, “let’s have Becca hold onto them. I’ll be by first thing in the morning.”

      “I’ll be looking forward to it,” Becca said, sharing a grin with Abby.

      I left the pair of them in the basement, speaking softly, and found Jocelyn waiting for me in my office.

      “There you are, husband.” She beamed at me, with a knowing grin. “I’d begun to worry I might have to come track you down.”

      “Ready to go?” I asked, grabbing my coat and wallet. “I’m starving.”

      “Bailey is waiting for us at the club already,” Jocelyn said, standing and giving a brief wave to Selina and Daphne as we passed their doorway. The gorgeous brunette smiled pleasantly at my wife, but I caught her frowning as Jocelyn passed out of sight and her eyes were weighing and measuring as they took me in from head to toe.
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      Jocelyn had gotten a ride to my office, so we drove the Buick up into the low hills with their sculpted hillsides and green fairways. The houses were smaller and closer than I’d guessed they might be for a country club, but they were crowded around the course, everyone eager to be near the action.

      The country club itself was much as I’d guessed, large white buildings with well-dressed attendants working in each. I drove past a large pool with a dozen kids playing in the waters. Jocelyn watched the younglings with a wistful look, but I saw something different in the chubby dark-haired kids running around. Not even one of them had golden hair or stood with a straight back and confidence, neither boys nor girls in the two dozen or so that played.

      Jocelyn pointed out places she had fond memories of and the tennis courts she loved to spend her mornings at. I listened to her with half an ear as I pulled into the lot and climbed out of the car. Most of my attention was on the occasional whiff of an acrid, feral scent that reached me. I had to force my shoulders to relax as I led my wife up to the clubhouse.

      The building was beautifully constructed in the lee of a small hillside. No expense had been spared on the lush greenery and flowers filling the turnabout before the large clubhouse. A small stand of trees stood to one side, shading part of the way in. Nothing like them grew in the area, and I knew they must have been carted in from somewhere at great expense.

      The clubhouse had a small bar just inside the double doors, along with a large patio overlooking the course and duck pond. To the right were the restaurant and pro shop. Jocelyn was speaking to me as my eyes scanned everything, but I barely heard her.

      Since climbing free of the lake, I hadn’t been inundated with so much stimuli. It was at once overwhelming and exhilarating. Not only were there fresh sights, sounds, and smells but those were all overlaid with a half dozen scents that made my hackles rise, including that feral scent I’d noticed on the girls earlier, only here it was far stronger if just as stale.

      “There she is,” Jocelyn said with a bright grin, pulling me into the restaurant toward a table beneath a window. “See, didn’t I tell you she was drop-dead gorgeous?”

      Bailey turned and raised her hand in greeting and my stomach did a little flip-flop as I took in her incredible beauty. The woman had bright red hair and a small smattering of freckles on her nose and cheeks. Instead of detracting from her beauty, it enhanced it. A wide mouth and bright green eyes were set against pale skin. I’d never seen a more stunning creature in person.

      When the young woman rose and flashed her bright white teeth in a wide grin, I found my throat going dry as the perfection of her hourglass figure revealed itself to me. Bailey wore a tight green dress that hugged a pair of high, firm breasts and a round ass that looked like I could bounce a quarter off it. I ignored my wife’s sly smile as she slipped free of my arm and greeted her friend with a warm hug.

      “Bailey, this is my Tom,” Jocelyn said, releasing the woman with one arm but still holding her close, their breasts and cheeks pressed together as she gazed back at me. “Isn’t he every bit as handsome as I promised?”

      “Mmm,” the gorgeous woman purred, her eyes flashing as they swept me up and down. “He certainly is. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Tom,” she said offering a hand up for me to kiss. “A pleasure indeed.”

      I took the woman’s delicate fingers in mine and letting my desire for her fill my eyes bent low over her hand.

      “The pleasure is all—”

      Freezing a few inches above the woman’s skin, I felt my hackles rise again as I drew her in through my sinuses. The woman had a deep and complex scent, but it jangled with an anxiety and fear she hid well. There was desire and lust in her, that had been true, but beneath that was the feral, acrid scent I’d come to loath. Forcing myself to plant a kiss on her hand, I felt a shiver run down my spine as the beast within writhed in anger.

      “Tom?” Jocelyn asked when I rose, a look of embarrassed concern on her face, and I realized I’d stopped in the middle of my sentence.

      “Sorry,” I said with a little wave and an easy smile, “I’m just really hungry.”

      “Let’s eat then,” Bailey said, lacing her fingers in mine and taking my wife’s hand and drawing us to her table in the sun. Signaling the waitress, she took the liberty of ordering us three sandwiches and iced teas. The women began chatting immediately about tennis and gossiping about friends from school.

      I took the opportunity to gaze around at the other patrons in the club’s restaurant. The place was nearly full, with most tables occupied by pairs of women or men who’d been out on the range or at the courts, their attire giving them away. They looked of a piece with others I’d seen around town. The men shorter, darker-haired, and portly, while the women were well above average in looks and attire.

      None of them would meet my eyes either, which I found odd, especially from the women. As I was scanning the patrons, a tall, golden-haired man walked past the dining room’s entrance. He had a beautiful olive-skinned woman trailing him like a puppy, holding his gold clubs, who nearly bumped into him when he stopped in the restaurant’s entrance, scanning the room with a disdainful glower.

      “Beverley, has Johnny finished brushing down my horse yet?” The man’s voice was nasally and wheedling, nothing like what I was expecting from such a clear Alpha.

      “I’m not sure, sir,” said a gorgeous blonde sitting at a table. The woman perked up, sitting straighter and grinning like a fool when the man addressed her.

      “Go check,” the man said in a bored tone, “and if he isn’t done, whip him for me. I swear that husband of yours is the most useless Beta I’ve met…”

      The man’s blue eyes locked on mine and his words trailed off. The look that came over his face when I met his stare was one of haughty disdain, then he noticed Jocelyn at my side, and his lips pursed into a smile. One glance at Bailey and the smile melted away. But when I glanced over at my wife’s friend her expression was bland, and if she’d made any kind of signal, I couldn’t tell.

      The Alpha’s gaze swept over Jocelyn once more, and I saw a greedy light enter eyes that lingered too long on her breasts. Then he turned and left the way he’d come with a hurried walk. The interaction was nothing, and a week before I wouldn’t have thought twice about it, but in my Alpha brain it had been operating on a dozen different levels.

      “Who was that man?” I asked Bailey.

      The redhead blinked, and her eyes flickered up and to the right, a signal I sensed that she was about to lie. Reaching under the table, I gripped her knee in vice-like fingers, my gaze firm. The woman swallowed hard as her eyes met mine, and she spoke slowly, her voice quiet.

      “That’s Alfred, he’s…” She swallowed hard again before continuing. “He’s one of the directors. Joce and I went to school with him.”

      “That’s little Alfey?” Jocelyn said with a small exclamation, craning her neck around to try to catch a glimpse of the man out the windows. I didn’t feel any jealousy, never with Jocelyn, but if I had, the sneer on my wife’s face and her following words would have wiped it away. “He was always the most annoying little shit.”

      “What do you mean by one of the directors?” I asked, letting the deeper tones of command enter my voice and watching the beautiful woman’s pupils dilate wide, her shoulders relax and her voice soften as she melted into her chair.

      “You are one of them… How can you be… are you like him?” Bailey’s pink lips parted as she leaned forward, and for a moment, I thought she might try to kiss me, but she stopped herself short. Drawing in a deep breath through her nose, I saw her shiver and then slip a hand over mine that was still gripping her knee.

      “Take me,” she breathed, the abrupt end of emotions surprising even to me, who could read her scent shifting. “Right here, in your car, or even across your marriage bed, I’ll do anything, be anything you want or need. Anything… I swear it!”

      “Bailey!” Jocelyn said, her expression as shocked and angry as her scent as she glanced around, cheeks reddening as several other patrons glanced over at the scene Bailey was making as she pressed herself close to me, ignoring my wife. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “You don’t know. You can’t…” the woman said. Her scent was a jumble of wildly shifting emotions, but her eyes never left mine, her fingers almost like claws as they gripped my thigh. “You haven’t been here for years, Joce… Our men, even the strong ones, have fallen. The director’s the only one who’s strong and can think… a different breed.”

      “Who is a different breed?” asked a lightly accented baritone voice from behind me.

      “Speak of the devil,” Bailey hissed as she pulled back from me, face and body stiffening like a trauma victim coming near their abuser.

      Turning in my seat, I found a tall, devilishly handsome man with salt-and-pepper hair standing behind me with not one or two gorgeous women on his arms but four. Two pairs of giggling beauties clung to one another as they pressed themselves to his sides. Each couldn’t have been older than twenty and had the blandest scents I’d ever sampled.

      The man’s dark, smiling eyes had a predatory cast to them as they took me in, causing the beast within to growl ominously, but it was when his gaze passed over to Jocelyn and sharpened with keen interest that I felt threatened for the first time. The next thing to hit me was the man’s scent. It hit me so powerfully I forgot to be angry at the lascivious look he was giving my wife right in front of me. There could be no doubt of the origin of the feral scent I’d found on the girls this morning and Bailey.

      It rolled off the man before me, but it stood in opposition to the man’s polished appearance and calm exterior. From his scent, he should be raging and frothing at the mouth, or at least that is how my mind interpreted it.

      “You’re Tom Redding, aren’t you?” the man asked me, his dark eyes alighting on mine and weighing me. “Just started in the DA’s office?”

      “Yes,” I said, rising to my feet and drawing Jocelyn up with me, “and you are…?”

      The gentleman’s lips stretched in the semblance of a smile, perfect white teeth flashing before he spoke again in that smooth, cultured German accent that sent little crawling things up and down my spine when I heard the deeper vibrations filling each word.

      “Helmut Garibald,” he said, extending a hand. “I’m director and head scientist at the research facility just outside of town… I’m sure you’ve seen it.”

      “Yes,” I said, but the words dried up on my tongue as I stared down at his hand.

      Propriety told me I should shake it, but the thought of putting my hand in his filled me with a nearly uncontrollable rage, like that of an animal contemplating putting its paw in a trap. I couldn’t hide my anger as I looked up and met the man’s dark eyes only to find a kind of detached curiosity as he looked at me, where before it had been pure dismissal.

      “I see you have taken a dip in our little lake,” the director said with a little smile, then glanced to Bailey and frowned, “but obviously you could use a few more dips before the real man emerges. Come see me when you have,” he said in a bored tone. “I’ll make sure you’re taken care of like the others.”

      Lifting the hand that had remained hovering between us, he placed a finger beneath Jocelyn’s chin, raising her face so he could inspect it. That drew a deep growl from the back of my throat, and a red mist filled my vision, the restaurant with its finely dressed and staring club members fading as I contemplated unleashing brutal violence for the first time in my life.

      “Fascinating,” Helmut said when the growl left my throat, and his eyes took on a sharpness I hadn’t seen in them before as they fell upon me. “It seems I might have been wrong about you, Mr. Redding. Why don’t you come by the office Friday morning? I can always find a use for a young, hungry lawyer.”

      “He’ll be there,” Jocelyn spoke up quickly, sensing my mood and knowing control was fast slipping from me. “And thank you for everything, Bailey, but we should really get going.”

      The iced teas hadn’t even been served yet, but I let my wife drag me out of the restaurant. I could feel eyes on my back as we walked out to the car, and the crawling sensation didn’t leave me until we were more than a mile away.
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      The moment we climbed into the Buick, Jocelyn spun on me, her expression fearful as she hissed, “Tom, what in the heck was that?”

      I held up a finger, motioning for her to wait as I fired up the Buick and rumbled down the hill. Knowing my own hearing and how efficacious it had become, I didn’t want to take any chances with whatever the director was. Finally, we rolled down the last hill and into the commercial district, and I felt the prickling feeling of fight or flight finally fading.

      “That’s what I’ve been talking about,” I said finally. “There is something very wrong in Paulson, and it seems to have its origins with the lab, and perhaps that man. Tell me what you felt when he drew near… when he touched you.”

      “Soiled,” Jocelyn said with a shiver. “It felt like a rat had just touched me or some other vermin. I didn’t like how he looked at me, Tom.”

      “Neither did I,” I said, my mind spinning a mile a minute.

      As I drove Jocelyn home, I told her everything I’d learned thus far, finding that it helped to say everything aloud. When I was done, she sat looking at me with such overwhelming pride and love my anxiety, ever-present since I’d seen that man eying her like a piece of meat, faded.

      “Head back to the office,” she said. “If those girls try to seduce you again, you have my permission to take them up on the offer.” When I frowned at her she raised a finger, forestalling any argument on my part. “If you do, you’re to bring them here so Mom and I can pump them for information. Mhph, I know exactly the type of girls you’re talking about. I was one of them myself in high school.” She smirked. “We’ll learn what they do, and you can use it to free your captured FBI agent. I’ll cancel dinner plans at Jess and Gary’s so we can spend some time planning—”

      “No,” I said with a shake of my head, “we need to finish off the coven. I can’t say why, but it feels… important. Necessary.”

      “Good,” Jocelyn said with a firm nod, “I think it is too. Take care at work, though, if you see any more of those men…”

      “Don’t worry about me,” I said, leaning over and pulling her into an embrace across the seats and stealing a kiss. “You just let the others know to keep an eye out.”

      “I will,” Jocelyn said, flashing me one of her winning smiles before she swung out of the car and headed inside.

      Staring after her perfect ass as it swayed up the steps, I thanked God again for the grace of her love. Not just for her staggering beauty, but also for her brilliant mind and steadfast loyalty. Firing up the Buick, I drove back to the office feeling both more unsure of things and secure in our ability to deal with whatever came.

      The rest of my afternoon passed without incident, although Selina kept throwing me curious glances after I came back. Ignoring the woman’s looks and my own fears, I put my head down and got through the paperwork for my case that morning. I made arrangements with Ms. Greene for them to come in and meet with me soon, so we could discuss how they wanted to proceed, then grabbing my coat I slipped out just past five.

      Pressing down on my thoughts was the fact that Heather DeWitt, the FBI agent, had been in that monster’s clutches for nearly a day now and would be for some time to come. It didn’t sit right with me, but I wasn’t sure what I could do. I had no idea where the woman was being held or even if she was still in town anywhere.

      I got home and found Jocelyn and Barbara sitting in the kitchen in the midst of a deep conversation. When I stepped in they glanced up, flashing twin smiles of pleasure at the sight of me. Jocelyn rose and took my briefcase and coat, pressing a warm kiss to my lips. As my wife hung the coat, her mother stepped over with an ice-cold beer and gave me another kiss as she pressed it into my hands.

      “How was the afternoon?” the older woman asked me with a look of concern as she rubbed my back. “Any more incidents?”

      “No,” I said with a shake of my head as I took a seat at the table, “but the confrontation will happen sooner or later.”

      “You think it will be that bad?” Barbara asked.

      “I told you, Mom,” Jocelyn said, pulling her seat next to mine. “Tom is going to have to put the director down. The man’s a monster.”

      “I’ve heard stories,” Barbara said with a shake of her head, “but I discounted them as exaggerations or fantasies…”

      “Like what?” I asked with interest.

      “That he steals other men’s wives or makes them offer them up willingly.” The beautiful MILF frowned. “It never made sense why it was a problem… but if it’s the other Alphas’ wives… oh dear.”

      “That’s evil,” Jocelyn said with a shiver. “I don’t even want to remember how he made me feel.”

      “We’ll deal with him one way or another,” I said. “Friday. Now, where are we going for dinner tonight?”

      “Jess and Gary’s,” Barbara said with a warm smile. “You remember Jess from the day you moved in? Her Gary helped you carry the table in.”

      “I think I remember him,” I said. “Dark eyes? Short?”

      “Yes,” Jocelyn said, suppressing a smile at my joke about how all the men in the neighborhood besides me were dark-haired and short, “and Ms. Hill has dark eyes as well but the most stunning black hair.”

      “Jess was one of Jocelyn’s teachers,” Barbara informed me with a conspiratorial smile. “She still has trouble thinking of her as anything but.”

      “That changes after tonight,” I said, rising and downing the last of my beer. “Are you going to be joining us?”

      “Do you want me to?” Barbara asked with a raised eyebrow. “I’d hate to get in the way.”

      “Oh, Mom,” Jocelyn said, “you’re never in the way.”

      “Go get ready,” I ordered the pair. “I’d like to be home before ten, and remember, tonight is about Jess and Gary.”

      The pair scurried off after agreeing, and I followed to take a quick shower and pull on a nice shirt and slacks. It seemed wrong to be going about the normal motions of life when I knew there was a beautiful woman being held captive by a madman, but I couldn’t do anything about that right now and it wasn’t only important but necessary that we finish off the coven.

      It felt wrong to have half or three-quarters of a pack, with many roles and aspects not filled. The lack felt like an emptiness within, but bonding just anyone wouldn’t fill it.

      Jess and Gary’s house was two down from Barbara’s, and I remembered the pair once Jess opened the door to us in greeting. The woman was in her middle years and wore thick, dark-framed glasses that did little to hide the stunning beauty of her pale blue eyes. Her hair was thick and long, the black tresses falling over one shoulder in an elegant pile. She wore a tight blouse and long skirt that did little to hide her hourglass figure.

      Her husband was quiet and shy, hanging back while we sat and drank cocktails, getting to know one another. The man worked at the water treatment plant, but that was all I learned about him as Jess spoke mostly about herself and her work as a teacher. The woman wasn’t conceited or self-involved; she was just nervous, as I could tell from her scent.

      “I never thought I would stay on at the school for this long,” Jess said to Barbara, sipping her martini. “Middle school is a terrible age for kids, but there’s just something about it I love. They’re all little bundles of hormones and insecurities, but there’s an honesty to them you don’t see in high school and a maturity you don’t get in elementary school.”

      “Do they still have those, hic, personal pizzas at lunch?” Jocelyn asked.

      My wife was on her second martini, and I could tell they were hitting her hard from the slow way she blinked and the slight slur to her words. Gary’s dark eyes were unable to rise up and take Jocelyn in, and I scented he was intimidated by my gorgeous blonde wife. He mattered little this evening, though, and I trained my gaze upon his wife, letting her scent fill my sinuses as I probed her.

      “Jess,” I asked, “what do you think about early childhood education? Is it best in the home or out of the home in daycare?”

      “That’s a great question!” the beautiful teacher said. Her enthusiasm for the subject was clear. “All the research says that the first four years are the most important, both for education but also socialization. You can’t ignore the importance of properly socialized kids. Why most depression and…”

      As she spoke, I felt more and more reassured. Not only had Jocelyn and her mother picked their most beautiful and interesting friends to bond into the coven, but they’d picked women who fit into the proper roles as well. Each woman’s strengths and weaknesses complimented one another’s. And in speaking with Jess, scenting her womanhood and watching her mind work, I began to see what we were forging, how each woman was a smaller part of a whole that would fit around me and their men like a perfect village, each role defined and filled.

      “Lasagna’s ready,” Gary interjected when his wife paused to gather her breath.

      “I almost forgot!” Jess said, hopping to her feet and hurrying into the kitchen. “I’ll pull it out and let it cool. Anyone need another cocktail?”

      “I think we’re fine,” I said. “Gary, hold up a minute.”

      “Sir?” the portly little fellow asked, shuffling from foot to foot.

      “You work at the treatment plant?”

      “Yes, sir,” he said with an eager nod.

      “They use the lake as the town’s reservoir, right?”

      “No, actually,” he said with a shake of his head, relaxing as he spoke about something he knew intimately, “that’s a common misconception. The town’s reservoirs are filled with snow runoff from the Sierras that comes down in several creeks and small rivers.”

      “So, you never test or treat lake water?” He shook his head, and I frowned.

      “No, but there was an old project at the lake that was going to provide a backup water source.” He frowned and glanced up from the ground at Jocelyn. “They shut it down two years before your wife graduated.”

      “When father passed,” Jocelyn said with a little frown of sadness.

      The man’s comment sparked a thought, but just then Jess stepped in with a red and white apron on to announce that dinner was served. There was a tenseness and tightness around the woman’s eyes and mouth, evidence of her efforts to hide the frantic need clawing at her insides. When Jocelyn pushed my seat beside Jess’s with a none-too-subtle wink, the woman blushed cherry red and couldn’t look at me as she and her husband served us.
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      The food smelled wonderful and tasted even better. Jess was of Italian descent, and she said the lasagna recipe was her mother’s, and I couldn’t doubt her. She paired it with a loaf of garlic bread that I devoured, along with an extra bowl of chunky meat sauce Jocelyn was kind enough to get for me.

      The conversation was light and breezy. Jocelyn and Jess spoke about her time in school and the other kids she’d gone to class with. Barbara kept the conversation moving, probing Jess again and again to draw out more details about who she was for me.

      I was grateful for the woman’s effort, but I’d known from the first deep inhale of her aroma that she would be perfect for our coven. After dinner, we retired back to the living room with glasses of port. Gary excused himself with a deferential nod.

      “I’ll retire to my room now.” He shot an encouraging look to his wife then bowed to me. “Sir, thank you again. I promise we will never forget the kindness you’ve shown us this evening.”

      Then he slipped down the hall, shuffling steps fading as Jocelyn and Barbara shared meaningful glances and Jess shifted in her seat awkwardly.

      “How…” Jess began. The pretty teacher licked her lips, cheeks red. “How do we do this?”

      “We don’t do anything, Ms. Hill,” Jocelyn said, her bright eyes alighting on her former teacher’s as she and her mom pressed against one another, twin looks of excitement on their faces.

      “Kneel before your new master, dear,” Barbara said in a more comforting tone, “and remember to savor every second of it.”

      “Oh God, it’s happening,” Jess breathed as I set my port glass down and rose to my feet smoothly. “It’s really happening. Thank you, thank you, oh thank you.”

      The woman did not know what to do with herself as I rose before her and shrugged out of my coat and began slowly unbuttoning my shirt. She stared up at me trembling, mouth agape like a fish out of water, eyes widening further and further as my chest and abs were revealed. A faint keening sound escaped the back of her throat, and the room filled with the scent of her womanhood.

      Reaching down with calm reassurance, I plucked the wineglass from her hand not a second before she sloshed liquid over the rim. Gazing deep into the woman’s pale blue eyes, I drew her scent in deep, reassuring myself of who she was and feeling my cock throb as my eyes trailed down her slender neck and over the large swell of her breasts.

      Jessica Hill isn’t the most gorgeous or busty of the women in my coven, but as she slipped off the couch to her knees before me, her trembling stilled and the look in her eyes was one of absolute submission. She gave herself over to me more eagerly and willingly than any, save my wife or her mother, submitting to my every order and request with an eagerness I found arousing.

      It only took a look to let her know what I wanted, and with a whimper of pleasure, she fumbled free my belt and drew down my slacks and boxers. Gasping faintly when my manhood flopped free, she didn’t wait for permission to reach up and run gentle fingers down its length. When the fat bead of clear pre-cum oozed from the tip, she was already whimpering with desire. And as my musk filled the room, I watched her hips convulse in a small orgasm as she wrapped thick lips around my cock.

      Jess wasn’t a woman with much experience in the bedroom, and it showed as she struggled to get the head of my cock down her throat after three seconds of sucking, the choking sounds filling the living room. Her glasses shifted askew, and I couldn’t help but grin as her eyes flashed wide at the taste of my pre-cum.

      “Here,” Jocelyn said, slipping off the couch and kneeling beside Jess. “Slower… yes… use your tongue on the crown.”

      “And underneath,” Barbara said, slipping down to the woman’s other side and running a warm hand down my firm abs. “Tom loves having the underside teased as you stare up at him.”

      “Umm, okay,” Jess said, glancing self-consciously at the gorgeous mother and daughter to either side of her.

      “Relax,” I said, reaching down and running gentle fingers down one of her round, pale cheeks, “you’re doing great.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Jess said, beaming up at me.

      Something about her pretty face, glasses crooked and cheeks red from desire, struck me as so endearing that I bent down and kissed her soundly. Jess’s gasp of surprise turned into a groan of pleasure, and I felt her hands sliding up and down my cock, stroking me. Breaking off the kiss with a desperate cry, the woman hauled my ass forward and staring up into my eyes with fierce desire wrapped her thick lips around the head, sucking hard as her tongue slithered around the underside.

      I stood like a king, Jocelyn clinging to one leg and Barbara to the other, as I slowly fucked the sexy teacher’s mouth. The woman’s cheeks hollowed out as she sucked harder and harder, her tongue sliding out of her lips and under the shaft.

      Reaching down, I breathed in through my nose as pleasure raced up and down my spine, fingers lacing in Jess’s black hair as I guided her deeper down my cock as my orgasm approached. The world faded, including Jocelyn’s whispered words of encouragement to Jess as the woman’s eyes widened, the realization of what was coming dawning. With a grunt I let loose a torrent of cum, and moaning in joy, tongue slipping back and forth around the tip, Jess pulled back and sucked down every dram.

      My knees were weak and my breath heaving as Jess fell back against the couch, body convulsing in orgasm. Her face registered shock more powerfully than pleasure, and I sensed in her that this was the first orgasm the MILF had ever experienced.

      Surrounded by the pheromones of three horny and beautiful women, not to mention the beast within, pushing to break free, I couldn’t indulge in a refractory period. Pouncing on the beautiful teacher, I had her out of her blouse and panties in seconds. Her black garters and stockings put more steel in my cock as I pressed her back onto the couch, and I saw she’d shaven her sex clean for me.

      Drawing my length and thickness down her wet lips, I reached over and drew Jocelyn into a one-armed hug, kissing her as Barbara pressed the head of my cock down, feeding it into her friend’s pussy.

      “Oh God!” the woman screamed, eyes flashing open as I pushed into her. “So… big… so… ngh….!! What… is… ohh…. God!!”

      “I don’t think she’s ever felt pleasure like this before,” my wife whispered in my ear as I slowly fucked her old teacher. “Fuck it’s so hot watching you claim her! Fuck her, baby, fuck her!”

      Barbara meanwhile had slipped onto the couch and drawn the woman’s bra off. As Jess came on my cock, my mother-in-law sucked and licked her nipples, caressing and cupping the woman’s big shaking breasts and grinning up at me.

      Letting the beast free, I hunched over the older woman, her tightness clutching my cock as I dug into her with harder and harder thrusts. Running a hand up her side, I held her close as Barbara drew our faces together and watched in fascination as we kissed again, Jess’s hot tongue slipping alongside mine.

      “Fuck!” she screamed into our kiss, pussy gripping my cock like a vise as she came again.

      For long minutes I took the woman, the three of us locked together in an intimate but sensual embrace until my motions faltered and Jess’s eyes flashed open wide. Face beet red, neck corded with strain, she gripped me tight, hand clutching at my ass and pulling me as deep within her womb as I could go. As my toes curled and the world faded to white, I felt the woman wiggle her cervix onto the tip of my cock and heard her deep sigh of satisfaction as my seed flooded her womb.

      “You were… magnificent,” Jess panted as I peeled myself off her.

      She’d been pressed back into the corner of the couch, garters twisted and stockings askew, face red and lipstick smeared, but with a look of profound bliss on her face as she gazed up at me.

      “Were?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

      The woman watched in awe, her lips quirking up, as I guided Barbara’s head to my cum covered cock. Letting my head fall back and sighing in pleasure, I listened to my mother-in-law’s happy little moans as she licked and sucked my cock clean.

      “Tom’s far from done,” Jocelyn said, crawling onto the couch and further shocking Jess when she saw her busty blonde former student, and now coven mate, naked. “And neither are we…”

      I let Barbara push me onto my back once her talented mouth had sucked me hard again. The gorgeous MILF pulled off her shirt and bra as she rode my cock. Leaning forward, she let me watch her massive tits sway, then fed me a large nipple to feast on as her tightness slid up and down me. All the while, Jocelyn and Jess explored one another’s bodies on the couch.

      We didn’t make it home by ten as I’d hoped to, but Jocelyn made it up to me by keeping me up even later as she pulled out a set of silk ties and handed them to me, then she and her mother slipped back into the bedroom. I took a few minutes to enjoy a cold beer before heading back to the bedroom to indulge in the delights of their bodies, letting a bit of the old dominance out as the ties slipped over wrists and ankles all the while a part of my mind continued to plan and parse through all I’d learned, hoping to protect those I loved.
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      As I slept, dreams plagued me as much as they ever had lately. Feeling trapped and hunted the entire time, I woke with faint memories of racing through forests and mountainsides, either hunting or being hunted by those who’d encroached on my territory.

      But as my eyes flashed open, my alarm faded immediately, replaced with euphoria as the pleasure radiating out from my cock registered. Glancing down, I was witness to my beautiful mother-in-law kneeling between my legs. Her massive breasts hung down between her arms, their pale expanse smushed beneath her as she ran her pink tongue around the head of my cock.

      Barbara's lips quirked at the corners in a grin when her eyes met mine, but she said nothing, going back to her ministrations as though they were all that mattered to her. When her eyes closed in bliss, I heard her faint whimpers of pleasure as she touched herself.

      Reaching over, I pulled Jocelyn against my side. My wife grumbled groggily, but her lips flashed into a happy grin as her eyes peeked open. Purring in happiness, she rolled against my side and pressed her thick lips to mine.

      “Mhmm,” she purred, “I was just dreaming of these lips.”

      “Ughhh,” I moaned in response, and Jocelyn glanced down and giggled when she saw her mom at work on my dick.

      “Mhmm, that looks like a tasty breakfast,” she said.

      “Mhmmphmm,” Barbara moaned with my dick stretching her lips wide.

      Jocelyn’s lips found my ear as she whispered softly, “Last night was incredible, Tom. You were so masterful with Jess. I could watch you do that every night.”

      “Whatever you said,” Barbara mumbled around the head of my cock as her lips stretched around it and her hands stroked me, “he just got harder in my hands… throbbing.”

      My wife yelped in delight as I reached down and slipped my arm between her legs. Picking her up like she weighed nothing, I cupped her ass and pulled her bare pussy lips to my mouth.

      “Tom!” Jocelyn moaned out in surprise when I slipped her thin thighs to either side of my face, my tongue reaching up to caress the firm little nubbin of her clit. “Ohhh baby… fuck… mhmm right there… oh God!”

      Jocelyn hunched her sex against my mouth as I lapped up her juices. When she twisted above me and bent down to join her mother in sucking me, I felt my own orgasm hit. The pleasure ran through my nerves like wildfire, racing down to fingers and toes and back as I felt Barbara’s swallowing mouth hot and tight around the tip, her tongue teasing the slit as she fought to get every last drop.

      The sun hadn’t risen, but I felt a need to be moving and active. I cuddled with Barbara and Jocelyn for ten minutes, but they could both feel I was itching to get up and finally kicked me out of bed, rolling under the blankets together and snuggling close and dozing as I pulled on running shorts and my shoes.

      Pausing there for a long minute, I watched their beautiful, peaceful faces sleeping, my heart swelling as I thanked God for bringing me them both. A memory flashed through my mind of the director’s lascivious stare as his eyes had run up and down Jocelyn’s figure the day before, and a deep anger awoke again. Leaving them to sleep, I swore to myself that no matter what happened I would keep them safe.

      My body now craved exercise like another craved water, and I was slowly coming to terms with that fact. I’d never been a fan of exercise when I was younger. I’d always played sports, but the thought of regular workouts never interested me until I’d changed. Now I could not ignore the benefits to both body and mind. My muscles were stretched and exercised, and my body was able to sweat out all of its toxins.

      The only issue I had was the more than occasional scent of wrongness that triggered my hackles every couple of blocks or so. The frequency was greater than yesterday and the day before that, but there was a staleness, as though they hadn’t been by that night but perhaps yesterday.

      It was not the unseen threats that drew me onward that morning but something else that called to me. I didn’t even realize what drew me onward like a lodestone until I found my long legs carrying me up into the town’s low hills in the lake's direction. For one second, I contemplated heading up into the low hills toward the lab. Like an addict with an itch, I couldn’t put my finger on what pushed me to return, but the urge was strong.

      I turned back, the sun breaking over the horizon told me if I ran up to the lake I wouldn’t make it back in time for work. Not wanting to arrive hours late during my first week, I let my thoughts float again as I ran back toward the neighborhood.

      Taking a brief detour, I passed by the Kwik-E-Mart and saw that the brown sedan with its tinted windows was no longer in the parking lot. Instead of relieving me, the sight sent an icy chill down my spine, and I lengthened my stride as I hurried back to the cul-de-sac.

      The car being gone could mean many things, most of them bad, and I was in a dark mood when I arrived at Suzy’s garage. The small brunette was dressed in pink tights and a white tank top. She was wearing little socks with balls dangling from them that looked adorable on her. I was surprised to find Winnie stretching beside the older woman, dressed in matching tights. The leggy blonde flashed me an eager grin when I walked in.

      “Morning, Tom,” Suzy said with a warm smile. “I thought Winnie could join us. She’s an expert.”

      “An expert on what?” I asked with a crooked grin as the tall blonde stepped close and pressed a warm kiss on my lips.

      “On oh so many things,” Winnie said with a wide smile, her brilliant white teeth flashing at me, “but right now you get Winnie the personal trainer, and later… Later, I’ll introduce you to Winnie the strip-tease artist.”

      “Ooh, I want to meet her,” Suzy said, slipping into the circle of my other arm and standing on tiptoes to give me a heated kiss, tongue slithering into my mouth and her hips wiggling as I pulled her closer. “That,” she said breathlessly when I broke off the kiss, “isn’t fair to do when you’re all sweaty and smelling so manly.”

      I laughed and let Winnie drag me over to the mats she had set up. I was skeptical at first as she led us through a series of stretches and calisthenics. The exercises were simple at first but ramped up quickly, and within ten minutes, I had another heavy sweat rolling down my brow as Winnie and Suzy counted time.

      Winnie put me through my paces, spelling herself and Suzy when they needed but pushing me. I’d never had a coach that gave me much attention, let alone a personal trainer, and the experience was enjoyable. Nearly as enjoyable as the breaks we would take, usually with one or the other on their knees, faces pressed into the mat as they grunted in pleasure. Or squatting above me, hips flexing and thighs burning as I watched them ride me.

      I left Suzy’s house covered not only in sweat but both women’s juices and staggered into the shower feeling sated and pleasantly exhausted. Jocelyn and her mother were up, my wife flitting around the house tidying up and finishing the last of the unpacking. Barbara and Deloras were in the kitchen preparing breakfast in their white aprons when I emerged from the shower.

      “Go enjoy your meal,” Jocelyn said, coming in and kissing my cheek as she pulled the slacks out of my hands. “I’ll iron these and your shirt.”

      “Thank you, dear,” I said, and feeling as though my life were nearly perfect, I stepped into the kitchen to find a platter of bacon and eggs awaiting me.

      Barbara hummed to herself as she puttered around the kitchen cleaning as I sat at the table and dug in. Deloras, unprompted, crawled beneath the table and slipped my manhood out of my boxers and began nursing on the tip. The pretty MILF gently sucked me until I was stiff as an iron rod in her moaning mouth.

      “Mom,” Jocelyn said as she stepped into the kitchen, “we’re running out of starch do you think you could pick some up at the store today?”

      “Of course, honey,” Barbara said, “I was also going to pick up some fabric for curtains. With fall approaching, a darker tone would be best.”

      “Mhnnghhmmm,” Deloras whimpered as she sucked a bit of pre-cum from the tip of my cock, her hips shivering in orgasm.

      “I don’t think I’ll be going to the club anymore,” Jocelyn said, stepping close to me and watching the older woman’s head bobbing in my lap.

      “That’s wise,” I said, my voice a bit breathless as pleasure washed through me in waves. The beast within was sated from my morning exertions already, but I sensed the needs of the pack and my balls ached to satisfy Deloras. “Something… unwholesome is happening there.”

      “It’s that bad?” Barbara asked.

      “It is,” Jocelyn said, nodding. “The way Bailey acted… and that director… Deeper, Deloras, take him deeper.”

      My wife slipped her fingers into Deloras’s thick dark hair, and I watched her eyes flash wide in delight as she forced the older woman’s head down. Jocelyn pressed herself against my side, Barbara moving over to the other side, and I reached around, cupping both of their asses in either hand. Running my fingers over the smooth material of their skirts and sinking my fingers into the firm flesh, I stared into Deloras’s eyes and she into mine as my cock throbbed with another powerful orgasm, the beast within purring happily in accompaniment to her own purr of pleasure.

      “All three of you will need to be careful,” I warned as Deloras fell back onto her ass, biting her bottom lip and gripping her blouse tight as she recovered from her own orgasm. “Especially you, Jocelyn, but get the word out to the rest of the coven. See if anyone knows anything.”

      “We will, husband,” Jocelyn said, her voice a bit breathless and pink spots on her cheeks.

      Giving my wife’s perfect ass a firm slap and offering her a wink to take the edge off the spank and my words, I ordered her to finish getting my clothes ready for work and Barbara to finish making my lunch. Both women eagerly leaped to their tasks as I crooked a finger and pulled Deloras into my lap.

      The older brunette giggled as she sat upon me sideways and fed me crispy bacon and spoonfuls of scrambled eggs, but the giggles soon turned to gasps and sighs when I hardened again and fit my cock into her tightness. Eyelids fluttering and hips shifting front to back in my lap as she got us off, the woman struggled to keep feeding me and soon gave up entirely as the spoon tumbled from nerveless fingers and her voice rose in an ecstatic scream of pleasure.
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      I arrived at the office five minutes early, and the beast did not stir when Selina swept in wearing a black miniskirt and tight white blouse. Instead of the vivacious beauty triggering my desire or lust, I could observe the woman with detachment.

      There can be no doubt that Selina is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen in real life, or in media. Not only is her body the stuff of a teenage boy’s dreams, but her every movement and spoken word dripped with sexual appeal. It had never seemed entirely natural how many beautiful women there were in Paulson, but something about Selina was especially alluring and that had always triggered a warning within me, but I’d never been able to put my finger on it.

      “Did he send you?” The words floated up from my subconscious mind, and when she spun, I saw they’d struck her solidly.

      “Whatever do you mean?” she asked with such heartbreaking innocence in her voice and expression that I nearly apologized and ignored that quiet voice in my mind warning me of the effect she had on me.

      “Helmut.” The second the name passed my lips I saw Selina’s pupils constrict, and her scent flashed with stark terror for one second before melting back into her usual seductive desire.

      “Who?” She lied with perfection, but I’d caught the momentary slip.

      “Nothing,” I said, “forget I said anything.”

      I felt the woman’s eyes on me several times throughout the day, and after lunch, she and Daphne found ample opportunities to chat with Ms. Greene where I could overhear them. They mentioned several times how neither had an Alpha but were eager to find one. Their flirtations grew even more desperate as the day wore on until I finally packed up my briefcase and excused myself, ignoring the pair as they pawed one another while “reenacting” a story from high school.

      At eleven, I was able to slip over to the records department with no one but Abby noticing. I couldn’t be too careful considering some of the discoveries we’d made. I found Becca sitting behind the high counter, sorting files in a large accordion binder.

      “Perfect timing!” she said when I opened the door, waving me over. “I was just getting everything together to show you.”

      She had a series of papers laid out on the small desk by the time I made it to her, and I picked up the nearest one, scanning it quickly.

      “A contract with an ice truck company?” She nodded quickly and motioned to the next, which I picked up and read. “And a contract with a biotech company?”

      “A fake contract with a biotech company,” the little brunette said excitedly, pointing to the forged stamps I’d missed on the notarized signatures. “And a company that rents ice trucks to store what?”

      I didn’t see what she meant until I picked up the third and fourth pieces of paperwork. They showed a contact, just as Barbara had told me days before, with several orphanages throughout the state. The details of the agreements stated the kids would become beneficiaries of extended medical care, all at the expense of a mysterious nonprofit. That care was to begin on the shore of the lake with immunizations and full blood work.

      “Who runs this nonprofit?” I asked, feeling a chill run down my spine as I imagined how many kids they had involved over the years.

      “It’s a branch of the lab, but it’s administered by the director, Helmut Garibald.”

      “Come by the house tonight,” I said. “I need you to share this with the rest of the coven.”

      “Yes, sir,” Becca said with an eager nod.

      The rest of the afternoon passed without incident, although I was forced to invite Ms. Greene to the basement and bend her over for a hard, fast fuck to assuage the frustration clouding my thoughts. The last hour, the woman shifted in her seat, my cum oozing out of her pussy and her gaze studiously avoiding mine as red spots stood out in her cheeks. The woman had accomplished a masterful task over the past week, hiding her true devotion to me from her desk mates, but I could see the struggle and knew it wouldn’t last. Selina’s hot stares couldn’t be ignored forever either, but so far I’d managed to give no indication that her charms had any effect on me.

      “Ms. Greene,” I said, pulling my coat on and ignoring Selina’s sad frown, “I’ll be out of the office tomorrow morning for a meeting, please hold my calls till I return. Ladies,” I said, dipping my head to the pair. I nearly paused when I caught a whiff of Daphne’s scent and tasted the acrid odor of her raw fear.

      What could the girl be afraid of? I thought, and it was there too… deep in Selina’s eyes.

      The woman was a trap, though, the pair of them were. It was as obvious to the beast within as the nose on my face. I didn’t know what might happen if I indulged in those heated stares and the perfection of their bodies, both so sexy and different, but I could no more sample both and find out than a wolf could willingly place his paw in a trap. These weren’t the cold, hard, unfeeling pieces of a trap, however. They were living flesh and blood, women filled with hopes and fears of their own.

      The beast within urged me to flee, and though a voice whispered it was wrong, I marched out to the garage, climbed into the Buick, and drove home. My senses were on high alert the whole drive back to the neighborhood, but nothing set them off. It felt like there were eyes boring into the back of my skull the whole time, but I never once passed a scent or sight that set my hackles up. The absence seemed suspicious.

      When I got into the house, I found Jocelyn and Winnie sitting in the living room with swatches of cloth. Winnie was holding up a length near the front windows as Jocelyn looked on with a slight frown.

      “Honey, what do you think of the pink?” she asked me, pointing at the pale-colored fabric Winnie held up. “It goes so well with the couch and carpet, but I’m not sure it’s seasonal.”

      “Better than the blue,” Winnie said with a grimace at a particularly neon shade of cloth at her feet. “That’s hideous Jocelyn.”

      “We can pick curtains later,” I said, moving around the house, pulling closed the blinds and locking the doors. “Gather the coven. We need to have a meeting.”

      “What is it, Tom?” Jocelyn asked, fear filling her face. “Did something happen to Abby or Becca?”

      “No,” I said with a reassuring shake of my head. “It’s nothing that immediate, but we’ve learned some things that are really disturbing.” I wasn’t sure how much to tell my openhearted wife about the tests I suspected they were performing on children until I met her gaze and saw the bottomless strength there. “Bring everyone here in the next hour, and I’ll explain everything I know.”

      “Where will you be?” Winnie asked, the same worry edging her eyes that tightened Jocelyn’s.

      “I need to think,” I said, dropping off my briefcase. Jocelyn gave me an understanding kiss on the cheek as I slipped out of the house and through the backyard.

      I’d ignored the brief hopeful look on Winnie’s face, sensing another trap in my reliance on sexual release for a clear head. Instead, I sought the solitude of nature.

      Ten minutes after slipping through the back gate, I passed through an undeveloped subdivision and was outside of Paulson’s borders. It was remarkable how thick and green the vegetation was even out here. The red rock was interspersed with gravel and thin sandy soil, both of which sprouted green grasses and healthy-looking young pines, spruce, and elm.

      Bushes, branches, and brush choked my path at first, but after a dozen meters, the forest thinned out and I moved easier. Finding a narrow game trail, I let it lead me down into a shallow gully to a clear-water spring that fed a pool, surrounded by lush green grasses and ferns. Stopping, I paused to sit and take in the beauty of the small space.

      Ten minutes of peaceful stillness I enjoyed, breathing slowly and taking in the sights, sounds, and smells of nature. My senses weren’t as they had once been, but they also weren’t as I felt they should be.

      Finally, the time had come to head back, and with a sigh of sorrow, I left the little grotto, promising to return and bring Jocelyn to share in it with me. I arrived a few minutes later and found the house full of not only the women of the coven but their husbands as well.

      “Perfect,” I said as I stepped in, silence falling and all turning to regard me. “I’m glad you could all make it. I’ll want to meet with all of you in a few”—my gaze swept over the faces of the eager men I hadn’t met yet, watching me over their wives’ shoulders, such as Becca’s and Abby’s husbands—“but first I’d like to let you know what I’ve learned about Paulson since moving here.”

      “Here, honey,” Jocelyn said, pressing a cold beer into my hand as she moved around the room, making sure everyone was situated and had what they needed, even the men, earning grateful looks all around.

      “First,” I began, “it should be obvious that something in the lake has been changing people for many years. I can’t say how long it’s been going on but two decades at least.” There were nods shared around at this, and I saw several wives patting their husband’s hands comfortingly. “There is more going on that we should be worried about, though, because they’ve been testing things on children from all over the state and beyond.”

      Expressions grew from alarmed to fearful as I explained what Becca and I had found.

      “Those poor kids,” Deloras said with a hand over her mouth. “We have to do something, call the authorities?”

      “Yea,” said Winnie, “we can call in the sheriff—”

      “We can’t be sure who to trust,” I said, cutting through the chatter that had sprung up, “but there’s already been a federal presence in Paulson.” As I told them about Special Agent DeWitt, the coven calmed down and then grew more agitated when I told of her being abducted.

      “If the director feels confident stealing FBI agents right off the street…” Suzy said with a frightened look.

      “Tom will have a plan,” Abby said with supreme confidence. “He’ll rescue her and deal with the director.”

      “Do you?” Barbara asked me.

      “I do,” I lied, seeing that it had its intended effect as the terror left the men’s faces and the women relaxed visibly as well. “It will take each of you doing your part.”

      “Anything,” Suzy said with a fervent look in her eyes, “just name it.”

      “It won’t be you I need first,” I said, looking around at the women, “but you, gentlemen.”

      The men all looked different from how they had the first day I’d arrived. They weren’t drastically changed, but each stood straighter, was less scared and more confident, and the spark of life was back in their eyes, which I was happy to see. More than any of those things, though, each man stood right beside his wife, ready to support her should she need it, and I knew they would each make great fathers and function even better as a group.

      “Tomorrow morning, I have a meeting with the director. I know this is last-minute notice, but if there is any way for you to get in that building and scout it out for me, it would be a big help. I think they’re keeping Agent DeWitt up there, but I have no idea where.”

      “I… ugh,” spoke up Gary. “I make deliveries up there sometimes… I could arrange for a package to get delivered tomorrow morning?”

      “Perfect,” I said, “anything you learn will be a big help.”

      “I know a guy who works in human resources up there,” spoke up Harold. “I’ll stop by and see if he wants to get lunch.”

      “I’ll go apply!” piped up another man.

      “These are all good ideas,” I said, raising my hands to quiet the growing clamor, “but above all, you need to remain unsuspicious. The director could know your wives are part of my coven, so you need to keep your eyes open and don’t let yourselves get into any dangerous situations.”

      That sobered the men up, but there were still excited whispers passed back and forth. The change was so immediate, from quiet, unsure Betas to eager infiltrators. I couldn’t be sure if it was my influence over them or the changes they’d undergone since I’d bred their wives.

      “And what do you need us to do, husband?” Jocelyn asked.

      “For the moment nothing,” I said. “You ladies are much too precious to have anything happen to you. The director has orchestrated his own perverted Alpha society it seems. You’ve all seen the fallout from it, and something about the fear I sensed from several of the wives yesterday at the club…” I gave a shiver at the memory and shook my head hard. “I want you all to stay near your homes.”

      Jocelyn frowned at that, and I could tell she and a couple of the others were upset they couldn’t be of more use, but they kept their complaints to themselves as we broke up into small groups to plan and mostly chat. Barbara and Jocelyn slipped into the kitchen and came back with bottles of wine and glasses, quickly joined by a few other women who helped them serve everyone.
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      While the women got everyone a drink, I motioned for their husbands to come over and took the opportunity to get to know each of them. Abby’s husband was quiet at first, but as he relaxed, Ralph became effusive in his praise of how happy and content Abby had been these past few days.

      “You’ve given Jess a new lease on life,” Gary said, “both of us. I can’t tell you how excited I am to have a little one running around.”

      “Me too,” Harold said with an easy grin, “started building a crib in the backyard.”

      Jocelyn handed me a glass of red wine and let me pull her into a one-armed hug as I glanced around. I knew she and her mother had grander plans than this, but as I took in the eight women and their husbands, a warmth blossomed within my chest. From confident and prodding to quiet and empathetic, my coven comprised the full range of personalities in order to raise healthy, happy families.

      “It’s a good start, husband,” Jocelyn said, gazing up at me, “but once the first brood is born, we’ll need to bring in the others.”

      “Silence, wife,” I said, letting the warmth in my eyes soften the command. “Let’s enjoy tonight, tonight. Tomorrow’s troubles will be dealt with tomorrow.”

      “Literally,” she said with an uneasy grin. “You won’t do anything stupid, right? Like get yourself killed, captured, or injected with something?”

      Her voice was light, but a hint of the emotion churning beneath the surface broke through, her voice cracking ever so slightly.

      “I will do what needs to be done,” I said, unable to commit to the lie she wanted to hear.

      “That’s what I’m afraid of,” she whispered into my chest.

      “Jocelyn, Winnie mentioned you want to hang curtains in the living room?” Becca’s bright smile pulled my wife out of her mood, and she joined the women as they chatted about materials, patterns, and broader discussions about nesting.

      The men huddled in a small group hatching plans as friendships formed and bonds tightened. I hung back, my head cloudy, unable to shake the nagging feeling of having forgotten something earlier. The unease persisted, and I knew deep in my heart that something wasn’t exactly right with me.

      Would I even know if I was crazy or dangerous like I think the director is?

      The thought disturbed me, but instead of shoving it aside, I mulled it over all evening in the back of my mind. Jocelyn drew me into the discussions, and soon I let the comradery and love of these wonderful people draw me in. But always a question hovered in the back of my mind, unformed but insistent, questioning whether I’d become part of the problem as well.

      Once everyone had gone home and it was just Jocelyn and me, the worries faded, and we fell right back into our old patterns. My sexy, submissive girl was back as I chased her back to the bedroom and pounced on her. Clothing flew and giggles of delight filled the house as I lost myself in her loving embrace for hours before sleep finally stole me under.

      

      I rose early again the next morning before Barbara arrived and went out for a run. Dark dreams of being lost in a dark, trackless forest, where a step in any direction only seemed to lead me deeper and deeper into darkness, lingered in the back of my head.

      Once again, I headed up into the low hills, pulled up there by something. My hackles rose from that feral scent, fresh upon the road leading up to the lake that early morning, and I turned off, racing through town and exercising out the odd unease that wouldn’t fade and only seemed to grow by the day.

      I was distracted throughout my workout with Suzy and Winnie and regret to say I failed to give the pair my full attention even when they were pressed together naked, squealing beneath me. I’m not sure either of them noticed, but Barbara did an hour later as she and Deloras kneeled between my legs after cooking me a heaping plate of sausage and eggs.

      “Come back to us, Tom,” Barbara breathed, her warm breath heating one side of my cock as Deloras ran her tongue up the other side. “Relax… be present… yesss.”

      My fingers laced in the woman’s thick blonde hair as I guided her thick lips over the head of my cock. She was right, I’d been letting my stresses and worries pull me away from the pleasure of my duties. For the rest of the morning, I remained present with the pair and indulged the beast. I even dragged my wife across the kitchen table and let the older women watch, their wombs already filled with a load apiece, as I fucked my wife like a rag doll.

      

      By the time I pulled on my tie and stood before the mirror lacing the knot into a tight Windsor, all three women lay panting and groggy, their skin covered with our combined juices and sweat. I walked out to the Buick feeling more sated than I had in a couple days and in a pleasant mood as I drove up into the hills toward the lake and lab.

      My bright mood darkened when I caught a whiff of wrongness that grew stronger the closer I drew. The same feral scent I’d smelled on the director came to me in small whiffs the closer I got, until it filled my sinuses as I drove past the lake, mingling with the sweet-water smell. It was an odd sensation to have my hackles up and at the same time be drawn in the same direction by something so sweet smelling.

      Forcing myself to ignore the smells and the sensations they awoke in me, I climbed the low hill to the lab. The building dominated the hillside with two large structures and a narrow parking lot circling the hillside. It took a minute to find the visitor parking, but when I approached the large double glass door entrance, there was a woman standing outside.

      The woman was dressed in a ridiculous skirt suit. The skirt was so short that the bottom cheeks of her ass hung out the back and the top plunged so low I could see the edge of her pink bra sticking out. She looked as though she’d lain in the sun too long, and her hair was almost white blonde and teased within an inch of its life into a large hive in an odd style with big curls on top and the back hanging long and straight.

      “Greetings, Mr. Redding,” she said, surprising me with the youthful quality of her voice. “I am Bonnie, one of the director’s assistants.”

      Upon closer inspection, I saw my initial estimate of her age, late thirties, was off by at least a decade. The caked-on make-up and wild hair aged her instead of enhancing her beauty in my estimation, but I kept the thoughts to myself as I nodded in greeting.

      “He wanted me to welcome you to Eastern Laboratory Industries. If you’ll come right this way, we can have you sign in, and I’ll take you up to Helmut’s office. I know he’s eager to get to know you… as are we all.”

      The woman’s brown eyes held a heat matched by her scent as she bit her bottom lip, one toe planted and heel twisting. The invitation was obvious, but I ignored it and motioned for her to lead on.

      “This is a fascinating facility,” I said, letting her lead me into the pure white lobby with its pristine tile floors. There was a small desk at one end of the lobby with a blunt-featured security guard sitting behind it, behind him a single glass door headed into the lab. When we approached, the man smiled at me, but his expression never reached those dead, dark eyes.

      “What is it you do here?” I asked, surprising myself at how easily I assumed affability when anxiety roiled my guts.

      “Oh, a little of this, a little of that,” Bonnie said with a vacuous smile. “Helmut’s a genius, always working on something. If you’ll just sign in here. Excuse me, sir, you’ll need to sign out.”

      Glancing up I nearly gave a start of surprise when Harold stepped through the glass doorway behind the guard, a brown hat pulled low as he made a beeline for the double doors. Impressively, Harold didn’t miss a beat. Offering the assistant a hesitant nod, he acted the perfect Beta as he stepped between us to sign the visitor’s log.

      The security guard didn’t pay Harold much mind with his cringing shoulders and delivery driver’s uniform. Instead, the man threw surreptitious glances up and down my sides and my ankles.

      Looking for weapons, I realized.

      Drawing the man’s attention was as easy as shifting quickly as though I were grabbing for something at my waist. This caused the nervous guard to half rise, eyes locked on my hand as his own hovered near a red warning button. I noted the button’s location and scratched at my hip while palming the slip of paper Harold placed in my other hand.

      Bonnie missed the exchange as she frowned in annoyance at the guard, and then we were past the man and through the glass door. As I passed Harold, I caught his scent full on. It was a mingling of surprise, at finding me I figured, and elation at something else. Subtle body language from my Beta informed me he’d been successful in discovering something about Helmut Garibald. The man even threw me a wink as we met eyes just before the door closed behind me, causing Bonnie to glance back at me when I chuckled.

      “I know the security is silly,” she said, her puffy lips pursed, “but you can never be too careful with some of the wonders we’re working on here.”

      “Like what?” I asked as the woman hit the elevator button in a small bank off the hall.

      Taking the chance to glance around, I saw a large office space with low-walled cubicles filling it. Most desks were occupied, but instead of the hum of activity for an early morning, the mood was dour and those I could see moved sluggishly. Even the fact that it was Friday morning didn’t account for the overwhelming ennui permeating the place.

      “Well, you know, I’m not sure I’m qualified to answer that,” Bonnie said in a cheerful voice as she held open the elevator door, “but they’re really cool things!”

      I followed her into the small space, and the woman crowded closer than she needed to, her perfume and aroma filling my nostrils as her massive breasts pressed against my side. The breasts felt firmer than seemed reasonable and their shape too round, and I thought her nipples were wildly misaligned if I judged where they poked my arm and ribs correctly.

      “Let me just get the button,” the blonde breathed, her arousal spiking and causing my manhood to stir even though the woman didn’t spark my interest one bit.

      Interesting, I thought, why is this bimbo making me react stronger than Selina or even Jocelyn?

      The question fascinated me as the narrow elevator rose slowly.
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      “After your meeting with the director,” Bonnie breathed, the scent of her breath triggering something in me and causing my manhood to plump up once more, my heartbeat to increase, and the beast within to stir, growling ominously, “if you do end up working here… You should let me show you my office.” The woman’s look was smokey as she shimmied against my side, her every pore oozing sensual desire, and even her saliva was triggering something powerful within me. “The view is… incredible.”

      As she said the word “incredible,” she spun as the elevator came to a rest, sliding the firm globes of her large round ass up and down my cock and purring in delight as I stiffened. Then she was out the opening elevator door, and I realized the top floor was one large office set atop the lab and the director was staring straight at me and the tent in my pants.

      The man flashed a predatory grin and threw a wink at Bonnie as the woman held the elevator door open for me. Walking forward, he held out a hand, and I was intrigued to see he was wearing a white lab coat over a silk shirt and sporting a gold chain beneath. Combined with his white slacks and cream-colored leather shoes, he looked more like a character from the new show Miami Vice than he did a scientist.

      “Thomas Redding, it’s great to see you again.” The man’s grip was iron hard and for a second when I gripped his hand, I matched him strength for strength. Then like a steel vise closing inexorably, his fingers closed around mine like steel cables and a flash of primal fear wormed its way into my guts. “Please, take a seat. Do you want anything? Water? Soda? Coke?”

      That last he asked with a wagging of eyebrows that took me a second to realize what he meant, and I shook my head politely and took the offered chair. On the outside, I affected a cool and relaxed posture, but on the inside, I was in turmoil. I’d begun to imagine myself better than the other Alphas, above their seemingly petty weaknesses, and had suspicions that I was something different from this man, too.

      That handshake, more than the feral scent, told me how different we were. That handshake had shaken me to my core and filled me with a desire to flee this place as fast as I could, my confidence from earlier escaping me.

      “Now I understand you’ve got a killer gig over at the courthouse,” Helmut said. He came back in with a can of Pepsi and a small clear baggie of white powder. His accent was thicker than it had been the day before at lunch, and I realized with a start that he was drunk or high already. “Hell, in a sleepy town like Paulson with a few years in the DA’s office on your resume, you could run for the office in a big city, eh? Or even higher office.”

      I opened my mouth to respond, but the man just spoke right on over me without even glancing up as he lay the bag on his desk and pulled out a chipped credit card and a rolled-up dollar bill. I’d never seen anyone use real drugs before in my life, and the discomfort only added to my unease around the director.

      “You come work for me, though, for the corporation I should say, and you’ll have no end of interesting litigation to deal with. Enough to qualify you for a federal prosecutor job!” He glanced up at me finally, gold rings glittering in the dim office light. And though he might have been high or drunk, there was no vagueness in the man’s eyes. I saw cold, clear calculation as he looked into my eyes. “What do you think of that?”

      “I’d enjoy having something more interesting to work on,” I said, with an awe-shucks shrug, “but I’d worry I’m not experienced enough for what you’ve got going on here. What kind of cases are you talking about?”

      “Forget the litigation, boy,” the man said, and dipped his head to snoot the long line of white power he’d chopped out, “and think about the enterprise you’d be joining! I’m working on a slate of pharmaceuticals that are going to revolutionize the world. The world! Just think of eighty-year-old men with boners so hard they could cut glass! Whoooo! Fields of grass so green and thick you have to mow it every day to keep it manageable. Cross-eyed kid?” He lifted a hand a snapped his fingers. “Poof! No more. Face covered in acne? Never again! Boy, we got drugs for everything you can imagine!”

      “Is anything on the market?” I asked, feeling wrapped up in the man’s enthusiasm despite the fear gnawing at my guts, but my better judgment and a small voice in the back of my head sounded a warning.

      “Soon,” he said, nodding as if to himself. “Soon…” Then he seemed to remember I was there and sat up straight, pushing aside the drugs and letting his sharp gaze fall on me once more. “You studied international law at Texas, didn’t you?”

      “I did,” I said, taken off guard by the abrupt shift in topic.

      “And patent law as well? Those were your two main areas of study?”

      “They were,” I said.

      Helmut stood abruptly and fastened his coat, motioning with his head for me to stand and follow him. “You’re like me, Thomas. Can I call you Thomas? You’re a man who wants the finer things in life. Who enjoys the sedate pace of Paulson, but that smoking hot young bride of yours as well, am I right?”

      Before I could reply, he was opening a side door of his office, and we stepped into a short hallway. One wall of the hallway was glass, looking out over a gymnasium for employees and a narrow lap pool. There were a half dozen young women cavorting in the pool, most were topless, and those who weren’t were wearing the tiniest string bikinis I’d ever seen.

      Two women were working out in the gym, and when Helmut stepped into the hallway, both started exercising with renewed vigor. One woman was doing sit-ups, though her abs were flat as a board, and the other was practically sprinting on a treadmill. The woman on the treadmill looked hauntingly familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on it right away.

      “52,000 citizens and more than 26,000 women to choose from, Tom,” the director said, his gaze filled with the pride of ownership as he looked over the young women. “And I can have any of them I want… whenever I want. Isn’t it brilliant?”

      “Those are your coven?” I asked, motioning to the young women below, observing that the ones in the pool were especially nubile. The area was steamy from the indoor pool, but the walls were pristine white and clean, all except one doorway in the corner that was sealed with cinderblocks.

      “Oh no,” Helmut said with a little laugh and a shake of his head, “these girls have come begging for a place.” The man’s grin soured slightly, and he shrugged. “I might bed one or two, but they’re far too old for my tastes and that one’s practically ancient.”

      He indicated the dark-haired beauty on the treadmill who couldn’t have been more than twenty-four or five. The woman’s dark eyes and wide mouth looked so familiar, but I still couldn’t place her until the director spoke up again.

      “Girl and her sister have been trying to join mine for years now.” He snorted in disdain. “The sister is far too old but useful, so long as she thinks there’s some hope. Women are such stupid and weak creatures, but they do have their uses, eh?”

      I’d finally recognized the young woman on the treadmill and her similarities to her older sister Selina were obvious now. The anxiety rimming the girl’s eyes and the sweat pouring down her body as she pushed herself to her limits awoke a deep sadness in me that only deepened when I noticed the undercurrent of anxiety and forced exuberance from the girls playing in the pool.

      “Come, I’ll show you your office. You’re going to love it.” He pushed open a door and stepped into another small hallway, this one with several offices set off it.

      As we passed each office, Helmut pointed out the person’s position. All were senior management, and all were men. Short portly men who huddled over their desks, flinching fearfully when the director passed them by.

      “Here you are,” the man said, pushing open a door and stepping into a long and narrow office. There were three desks set up and two were already occupied with twin girls so young they looked like they should still be in school. “Bailey and Sandy here would be your assistants.” He threw me a lascivious wink. “I made sure to test them out personally. Each was one of the peaches of her graduating class last year, and they’ll be here to do… whatever you want.”

      He threw me a wink, and I couldn’t help but be filled with not desire, but despair. The girls blushed at Helmut’s words and sat up straight, presenting their best selves, lips stretched wide in plastic smiles. I could read both of them on a deeper level as I drew in a deep breath, and a shiver of revulsion passed down my spine at the rancid fear scent, mingled with another spikey scent I could only describe as broken.

      “Why don’t you take a few minutes to”—he waggled his eyebrows lasciviously as he reached into his pocket for the baggie of drugs and dropped it on one of the girls’ desks with a heavy thump—“think it over… Bailey and Sandy here have prepared a… welcome package to sweeten the offer. Girls?”

      The pair rose, and I saw with a start that both were wearing plaid schoolgirl skirts so short that tiny white panties could be seen between their slender thighs. The girls were absolutely identical, and I felt my heartbeat racing and cock hardening as they stood and stepped forward to draw me into the office.

      My head was cloudy, thoughts coming sluggish and eyes filled with the twin, eighteen-year-old beauties. Drawing in a deep breath, I was hit not with their emotions, but the powerful scent of their perfume, and my head swam, cock hardening to steel as the beast growled and thrashed within me.

      “Enjoy,” I heard faintly as the door closed behind me.
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      The twins stepped close, hands reaching up to undo the buttons of my shirt as they stepped close, and a bit of my mind registered that their floral perfume was the same as Bonnie’s. The girls’ light blue eyes softened as they pressed themselves against me, and I groaned when both of their hands ran down the hardness in my pants.

      “You’re a very handsome man,” one of the girls said, her eyes tracing the lines of my face as her fingers danced down my fly. “Isn’t he, sister?”

      “Oh yes,” the other twin said. “This won’t be nearly as bad as we feared… mhmm, we might even enjoy it!”

      The girl’s words shook me, and like a bear whose head is swarming with bees, I shook my head violently, trying to clear the fog that kept invading my mind and letting the beast take control. Their perfume was clouding my thoughts even more than normal, and like a drowning man clinging to a life raft, I latched onto the memory of Jocelyn.

      “Restroom,” I managed to get out, the struggle real as I pushed the twins back, because all I wanted to do was throw the pair down and fuck them like a pair of rag dolls. “Need… restroom.”

      “Oh,” said one of the twins glancing at her sister, “the director didn’t mention…”

      “It’s down the hall,” the other girl said with a nervous little frown. “You’ll be quick? We’re supposed to keep you here until the director gets back.”

      “And I can’t wait,” I said, moving hurriedly to the door. “Back in one second.”

      I flashed the girls an eager grin and saw them return it tremulously. The perfume didn’t reach me at the door, but oddly their pheromones did, and once more I recognized the rancid aroma of fear and it turned my guts as I stepped down the hall quickly to the men’s room.

      Shouldering my way into the door I pushed it shut and flipped the lock. Heaving in a deep lungful of air and feeling like I’d just run a mile or two, I stepped over to the sink and splashed cold water on my face. Looking in the mirror, I fought to get a handle on my own mind, struggling against the beast within who urged me to go back and breed the young girls waiting for me, but another part of me shouted how wrong and vile that was.

      Every second I fought with myself, my head cleared a little more. Stepping over to the urinal, I popped open my fly to relieve myself and caught faint voices that I strained to make out.

      “The girls yesterday said he was different,” came a breathy female voice. “Is he another Uber Alpha like you, sir?”

      “Ha!” The harsh laugh was obviously the director, their voices reaching me through the venting grate up near the ceiling. “The young man has a strong will, but other than that he’s nothing special. Hmph! He’s kept control longer than any of the others, but once that new compound of Catalyst infused essential oils begins to work on him, he’ll be like the other Alpha fools. Don’t worry about that one. The twins will turn him, even if the girls failed yesterday.”

      “I thought Selina would have better results,” said the breathy voice again. “She’s so pretty and confident.”

      “The old bag whose sister is in the gym?” the director asked. “Maybe ten years ago the woman would have had a chance. Tell me, have the men taken care of it?”

      “They’re handling it right now, sir. You’re positive the new Alpha will be fully Changed? If he isn’t it could cause issues—”

      “Forget the fool!” the director roared, his voice echoing oddly down the venting ducts. “The Catalyst has begun its work, and my serum has never failed to bring them to heel. Once I’ve perfected it, capitalists, communists, the entire world will know the sweet freedom of submission!”

      The man continued to rant, but the sound faded as he moved away from the grate in his office. Heart racing, I couldn’t make sense of what I’d just heard. My thoughts were hard to latch onto, like landmarks in a foggy countryside.

      I need to get out of this place, I thought to myself, pushing open the bathroom door and glancing out into the hall. The coast was clear, so I stepped out quickly, shoving my hands in my pockets and hunching my shoulders and head down to appear as unobtrusive as possible. The moment I did, I felt the slip of paper Harold passed me.

      Drawing it out, I scanned it quickly: FBI lady in blackened-out office on first floor. 1 guard.

      Rereading the note, I felt a rush of exultation as I was reminded of my purpose here in the first place. My head still felt twice its normal size and my thoughts were sluggish and thin, but I hurried down the unfamiliar hallway, trying to orient myself in my head. Taking a right-hand turn and passing another couple of offices, I saw the hallway turn right again.

      Thankfully, the lab’s workers never seemed to lift their heads up, and no one sounded an alarm or bothered questioning me, and I found the small elevator again after circling around the entire upper floor. Drawing in slow breaths, I fought against the fear prickling my scalp every second that passed as I waited for the car to arrive. Anyone could have stepped out of their office and spied me.

      Finally, the door opened with a ding, and I climbed in. When the narrow doors closed, I breathed a sigh of relief, mind clearing somewhat of the fog that had clouded it as the last traces of that mind-bending perfume left my sinuses. The fear didn’t leave me as I waited for the elevator to get to the bottom floor, and I ran back through the brief glimpse I’d seen of the large office space.

      I remembered glass offices around the perimeter but didn’t remember any of them being blackened out. Every second that passed, my stress level rose and the prickling sensation in my scalp increased, heart racing as I felt like I was about to enter combat.

      When the elevator door opened with a ding, I was almost shocked to see the sedate office and not a dozen blunt-featured guards ready to pile atop me. Stepping out, I scanned the bottom floor quickly but didn’t see the office. Spying a hallway on the opposite wall from the entrance with its security guard on the other side of the door, I hurried over to it, head down.

      “Can I help you?” asked a gruff voice when I approached the hallway, and I saw I’d failed to notice another of the security guards who stood in a little alcove scanning those at their desks.

      The man frowned as he looked me up and down, and I saw him reach down for a big black walkie-talkie on his belt. I don’t know what came over me, but I didn’t hesitate. Fingers folding, I slammed my knuckles into the man’s jaw, catching him perfectly on the lower half, faster than his eyes could track. There was a small snap of bone, but the shock to his skull sent a rush of blood to his neo-cortex and I watched in satisfaction as the eyes rolled back into his skull.

      Moving forward, I grabbed the man and lowered him gently onto the ground and stood up, glancing around. A couple people had looked up, and I felt their shocked stares on my back, but no one uttered a sound as I turned into the short hallway. There was indeed an office at the back end that had its windows covered in blackening material.

      There was a big man sitting on a folding steel chair outside who looked up when I entered the hall. His grim face purpled into anger when I didn’t slow in my approach, and with a feral cry, he leaped to his feet, drawing the pistol at his hip.

      I didn’t see a man, but a feral hound trying to snap at the ankles of a wolf. Only this wolf felt more and more like his leg was caught in a trap, and instinct was unleashing a side of myself I’d never seen as my stride lengthened and something inside me leaped up at the chance to unleash violence once more.

      “HYYYAA!”

      The man began to let out a scream of rage as his finger closed on the trigger. I’d already closed the distance, moving faster than even I thought possible, one hand under his wrist, shoving it up, as the other sank deep into his soft stomach until it came to rest upon his spine, air and fluids rushing out of him as his guts were reoriented too quickly for his body to handle.

      “BLAM!”

      The gun went off practically in my ear, sending a stabbing pain through my skull and leaving a dull ringing sound as I hurled the retching man aside and kicked open the office door. I’d lost whatever composure I’d had. Anger, pain, fight-or-flight response, and a half dozen other emotions swirled through me as I gazed upon the horror show of tubes and needles sticking out of Heather as she lay comatose upon a steel table.

      The room wasn’t an office but a patient’s room, complete with a dozen complicated tools. I ignored all of it as I staggered forward and began ripping the IV, catheter, and other tubes out of the woman. The scent of her hit me and pushed back the madness somewhat, and I shuddered at the red stains my fingers left on everything they touched.

      A sound behind me alerted me that the front door guard was approaching quickly, and I felt the control ripped from my mind as the beast took over. A scream that escaped my throat barely made it through the ringing sound in my ears, but I saw the terror it induced in the large guard. The man’s thumb fumbled with the hammer of his handgun as the dark circle of his barrel swelled in my sight.

      All that reached my conscious mind were faint impressions and dim images of blood and flesh flying and office workers scrambling away, screaming in terror as I tore through the man. The emotions drowned everything else out but the pounding of blood in my skull.

      Alarms sounded and red lights flashed as I threw the groggy woman over my shoulder. She struggled weakly, but a harsh snarl and a slap on her perfect ass stilled her as I staggered through the large office.

      Horrified faces filled the crowd of office workers as they huddled on one side of the room, their screams reaching a crescendo when I stomped on the door to the stairwell, snapping a guard’s arm when he tried to push through. A quick yank tore the limb free, and the door slammed shut. A chair wedged beneath its handle kept the shouting men behind the steel door as I turned toward the exit once more. The beast wanted to kill all those weakling Betas, but freedom was the greater imperative right then.

      “Put me down, you bastard!”

      The words reached through the buzzing madness of the beast, faint and thread thin. Swimming through wild and uncaged thoughts, I struggled to get control of myself as the front doors flew open from a hard kick. Tilting my head back, I let loose a howl at finally being free of that dark place, the fresh air filling my lungs and proving just how putrid the air inside there had been.
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      As if I’d crawled from a deep slumber, the dreams still reeled around me, I blinked suddenly sane eyes and looked around, panting in exhaustion and aching in every limb. My fingers and knuckles screamed in pain and so did my side where, when I looked down, I spotted a deep gouge torn through the flesh, leaking blood all down my thigh. I staggered as something heavy and wiggling on my shoulders threw me off balance.

      “Get your damn hands off me!”

      Staggering to the side, I dropped Heather, who fell onto her hip with an “Oof!” and threw me an annoyed grimace as she rubbed her hip.

      “It’s you!” she said with pleasant surprise. “Wait… the Agency didn’t send someone?”

      “Don’t you work for the Bureau?” I asked, confused and trembling as memories of what I’d just done came back to me and I looked down to see my body covered in dark red blood and little bits of white flesh that made my stomach roil.

      “We have to get the fuck out of he—” The woman’s voice was drowned out by the most bloodcurdling howl of rage I’d ever heard. Her eye flashed wide, scent registering naked fear, and I realized that was my own scent as well.

      The scream came from four floors above us, the only thing that gave me comfort as we raced down to the Buick. Heather ran barefoot, wearing a bloody hospital gown, bare ass flashing in the morning sun. I outpaced the woman and fired up the car, throwing it in reverse and popping open the passenger door. Before I could push the door open the woman dove through the backseat window, incredibly, rolling, coming up into a perfect seated position. Her eyes widened as she stared at me in the rearview mirror.

      “Go!” she shouted, and I wanted to tell her we were fine. There weren’t even any guards outside.

      Right at that moment, a figure threw himself out of a fourth-floor window and flew in a graceful arc toward the concrete below, gold glittering at his neck and hands. I watched in awe as the man hit the ground in a crouch, muscles flexing and unharmed.

      The director’s head flashed up and those cold blue eyes met mine, and I saw nothing human in him. Slamming on the gas, I turned hard for the lot’s exit, wincing as the Buick slammed over a curb and rattled down the grassy hill to the curving road below.

      “What the fuck are… you… goddamn!”

      Heather was thrown up into the ceiling as the back end popped up over the curb, then as we trundled down the grassy slope, over the road below, another curb, and then down a steeper hillside. In between her flailing arms and legs, I could see flashes of movement behind us as the pursuit closed in and a deep terror awoke in my breast of what might happen if that man caught me.

      There was no doubt in my mind, in my soul, or in a single cell of my body that the director was a superior being. Mad he might be, but I knew I couldn’t stand toe to toe in a fight with him.

      Heart in my throat, I almost cried in relief when we hit the road at the base of the lab’s hill and shot out onto the road. The poor Buick’s suspension was shot, and the car kept trying to veer to the right, pulling away from the center of the road, but she held together as I watched the speedometer climb and the monster in my rearview mirror shrink.

      As the line of garbage trucks raced past us, I saw the director pull up and was finally able to breathe a sigh of relief as we rounded a corner.

      “They’re still back there,” Heather warned, climbing into the front seat with surprising agility. “Thanks for saving me.”

      She sized me up, a question in her eyes, and I shrugged.

      “It wasn’t really planned,” I said, unable to give the woman much focus as memories of how I’d lost control filtered back in. “Just kind of happened.”

      I recognized my behavior from earlier. It was wild and uncontrolled, but it was the seed of the wrongness I’d seen in Dean, the other Alpha at the club.

      What am I becoming? I thought, a cold seed of fear wriggling deeper into my guts.

      “Where are you heading?” Heather asked me.

      “To the hospital,” I said, looking her up and down. “You need a doctor, Agent DeWitt.”

      “I’m okay,” the woman said with a grimace. “Can’t head there. That bastard probably got them all working for him. This whole fucking town is twisted by his serum. Just get us someplace safe. I need to make some calls. My name isn’t DeWitt by the way, that’s an alias; my real last name is Williams, Heather Williams.”

      The woman glanced over at me and her anger abated, concern entering her expression.

      “How are you doing? You don’t look so good yourself.”

      “I’m fine,” I said, swallowing hard to push the bile down as the fear ate at my guts. All I wanted was to hold my Jocelyn and feel safe once more in the circle of her arms. “We’ll head to my house. You can get cleaned up and make any calls you need to. What were they doing to you in that room?”

      “The man’s insane,” Heather said with a shake of her head. “Thought he could make me an ‘eager and willing bride’ or something. Only seemed to piss him off when the serum didn’t take.”

      “The serum?” I asked.

      “It’s in you,” she said, nodding at me, “whatever he’s engineered.”

      The woman’s scent filled my nostrils, still as dynamic and electrifying as anything I’d ever experienced, like she was more fully a person, and a good person, than anyone I’d ever met. I had no idea why she was different than others and had been in disguise, but it made her emotions and almost her thoughts plain to me.

      “You’re hiding something,” I said. “You know more about his tests and all this”—I motioned at myself—“than you’re telling.”

      “Why do you say that?” she asked, eyes sharp as she watched me.

      “Didn’t you just say why? I’m Changed as well.”

      “Changed… huh, it’s a good name for it, I guess. Good as anything else.” The woman frowned. “Twenty years ago, a custodian at a top secret research facility disappeared one day, along with a single vial of a unique compound. The man’s disappearance, and that of the vial, might have gone unnoticed if not for the fact that he was greedy and took a dose into himself. The immediate effects of the Catalyst made it easy to spot what had happened. An alarm was immediately raised, and the man’s passport blocked, and his image shared at every airport and border crossing.

      “Twenty years and no word or sound until suddenly a rush of patents for drugs with a startling genetic signature. Because of my heritage, I was called up from Langley and put into the field.” She blushed, and I shivered as I took in her full beauty for the first time. “Next thing I know, I’m getting strapped to a table as Dr. Demento starts ranting about my genetic purity.”

      “There is something… off, about you,” I said, to which Heather grimaced but didn’t reply, turning to look out the window as the Buick trundled into the neighborhood.

      The rush of relief I felt when I pulled into the cul-de-sac and saw our house at the end left me in a heartbeat when I saw Suzy, Winnie, and Deloras standing in a fearful group outside Barbara’s house. Pulling up in front of them, the Buick gave a sad lurch as I pulled her to a stop. The women ran over, all of them talking over one another and babbling so quickly I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

      “One at a time,” I said, my voice tight, the fear already constricting my throat.

      “Tom, it’s Jocelyn and Barbara,” Winnie said, her eyes red. “They came and… they took them.”

      “Who?” I asked, but I already knew, could already picture the man’s lifeless eyes as he’d ogled her.

      “A group of garbage men,” Suzy said, her fear plain in scent and features. “They just kicked in Barbara’s door and took them both, said they were going to a wedding.”

      “I told you the man’s insane,” Heather said, throwing her shoulder into the door to pop it open. The frame had taken such a beating. Clambering free of the Buick, bloody gown whipping around her, the woman nodded to the three stunned housewives. “Any of you got a phone I could use?”

      “In… in my house,” Winnie said, pointing down to her house, face white as a sheet as she took in the tall, gorgeous blonde who strode down the street with a confidence few could muster, her perfect pale ass cheeks flashing in the sun.

      “Tell me everything,” I said, anger boiling up to mingle with the fear, and I had to struggle to keep my head clear.

      “Four big trucks just rolled into the court thirty minutes ago,” Suzy said, hands trembling as she spoke. “These big men piled out. I’ve never seen anything like it, and they just pushed into Barbara’s house. They said…” Her eyes flickered with uncertainty. “They said you’d joined the director, and you’d… you’d given Jocelyn over as a gift.”

      “A wedding present,” Winnie said, her tone filled with bitterness.

      “A lie,” I said, grateful to see the relief flood Suzy’s features.

      A memory flashed through my head of a line of garbage trucks passing me on their way up the hill to the lab, and I cursed myself for not paying attention.

      “Tom what are we going to do?” Suzy asked, and I climbed out of the car and pulled her and Winnie into my arms, quieting their fears as I stroked their backs. Unfortunately, the appearance of me bloody and wounded only added fear and worry to their scents.

      “I’ll figure something out,” I said. “I’ll get Jocelyn and Barbara back.” Glancing back up at the hills rising above town, I felt cold fear fill my gut at the thought of confronting that monster again. “I swear it.”
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      I sent the women to gather up the rest of the coven and neighborhood women and have them and their men go someplace safe. I felt hopeless and completely at a loss for what to do until I spotted the FBI agent come striding out of Barbara’s house with a purposeful look in her eyes.

      “They took my wife,” I said when she approached. “We have to go get her back.”

      The gorgeous woman shook her head sadly. “I got my superiors on the phone, but they won’t have a warrant to enter the place until morning.” Her expression grew pained, and she shrugged sadly. “No one knows better than me what that man’s capable of, but I’m sorry. The man has an army of guards in that place. You got lucky earlier and only got that.” She pointed to the blood coating my side and leg. “I’m not even sure my dad could have made it in and out of there alive, and he was a true Alpha.”

      “What if I knew a secret entrance? A way to sneak in?”

      “You don’t know where they’re holding her or your mother-in-law.” She shook her head. “It isn’t smart. Give me a night, and I’ll have a hundred men here and we’ll pull her out.”

      Growling in frustration, I headed back to the Buick.

      “Hey, where are you going?” the woman called, hurrying over and slipping into the passenger seat.

      “I don’t care what you say,” I said, coming to a decision as I fired up the car. It took a couple times for the engine to roll over, and when it did, it made an awful racket. “I can’t leave my wife with that creature all night.”

      Heather remained silent as I sped off toward downtown, a plan formulating in my mind as I drove. It wasn’t a good plan, but I had to do something. I couldn’t just sit around and wait. As I arrived at city hall and rushed down to the records department with Agent Williams, I consigned myself to a grim and dark fate if it got Jocelyn and her mother free.

      City hall was nearly empty on that late Friday morning, and we found Becca sitting behind her desk. The woman hopped up the moment she saw the expression on my face and hurried off to get the plans I needed. Five minutes later, I was poring over the drawings, hunting for the one clue I needed, when a scent reached my nostrils and I spun, hackles rising, to find Selina standing in the records room doorway. From the sad expression on her face, she knew what had happened.

      “I heard what happened and… and I’m so sorry,” the beautiful dark-haired woman said, and her scent smelled it, smelled raw with her emotions. “I came here because I think I know what you want to do, and it won’t work, Tom. You can’t kill him. Others have tried… husbands and fathers… he always gets what he wants.”

      Pushing down my frustration with this woman and her games, I marched over and took her by the upper arm, gently but firmly, and steered her over to the little desk and pointed at the drawings.

      “You know this place?” The woman shrugged and nodded.

      “I’ve been there… mostly to the pool area”—she blushed a dark shade of red—“hundreds of times, but there are dozens of guards with guns and—”

      “And this here.” I pointed at a corner of the pool where I’d noticed a bricked-up doorway earlier. “How long has this doorway been sealed?”

      “I don’t know,” Selina said with a frown, “as long as I’ve been going there.”

      “What is it, Tom?” Becca asked, but I was already rifling through drawings until I found the one I’d remembered.

      Pulling over the plans with the large blank area, I situated it beneath the pool area of the lab and the identifying features lined up perfectly. Pulling over the last drawing, I lay it to the side and stood back looking down at what was now the lake.

      “There is a lab under the lake?” Agent Williams asked in wonder. “Or something, it looks like.”

      “There was an explosion or some kind of emergency a couple decades ago,” I said. “Barbara’s husband tragically died in it, and I’ve tied the changes in Paulson’s parks and landscape to right around then. A few years later, people started Changing. I think they sealed off the underwater lab, and the director has done everything he can to make sure it disappears.” I pointed at the cinderblock-sealed door. “And I believe this leads down into that lab.”

      “If you want to try sneaking in from down there, we’ll need dive gear,” Agent Williams said, her gorgeous face pinched in thought as she tapped her chin with a finger. “And I need to get a firearm.”

      “I have scuba gear,” Selina said, her expression tense as if she expected to be shouted down for offering, “but only one set.”

      “I don’t think we’ll get in from down below,” I said. “They could have filled the stairs or tunnel with concrete, and we’d be trapped down there.” I pointed to a place on the map next to the lake. “But this facility is a pump or water filtration system, and it leads into the lab. We might find a back way in there. Heather, find yourself a gun if you can, and meet me there in an hour.”

      “What are you going to do?” Becca asked, fearfully.

      “I’m going to find us an army,” I said with grim determination, then pointed at Selina. “And you’re going to help me.”

      

      Forty minutes later, after a trip back to my neighborhood and a quick chat with my men, we drove to Selina’s, and she got me her equipment. As I drove up to the lake, I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that had persisted, bringing me up here on early morning runs and drawing my gaze throughout the day.

      The closer I drew, the more and more the lake’s mingled scents of rancid and sweet reached deep within me. There was a secret in the lake’s depths, and something deep within me wouldn’t let me ignore it.

      “This is madness,” I said to myself as I strapped on the weight belt and situated the mouthpiece.

      I’d never been diving, but Selina had given me a quick crash course. As I waded into the warm lake waters, my mind flashed back to a week before when I’d been lounging just over yonder without a care in the world.

      As I sank beneath the waters, the sounds of the world disappeared. Kicking out into the middle of the lake, I dove, taking care to go slow as the pressure equalized in my skull. The lake was deep but clear, and as I sank down, it didn’t take long to spot the outline of a square concrete building.

      Something shining and metallic stuck out of the silty bank, and I kicked closer to inspect it. The strange device looked like a giant syringe, complete with a cylindrical chamber filled with an ugly brown sludge. A dimly blinking red light on the back side indicated there was power going to the device, and on a hunch, I broke the seal off my dive mask ever so slightly, just enough to get a whiff of the waters around me, and nearly retched into it as the rancid odor hit me, nearly pure.

      The scent awoke the beast within, and I felt him stirring, reaching for control, a bottomless pit of hunger without empathy or compassion. It took me a long minute of slow deep breaths, watching the air levels of my tank drop precipitously as I struggled to get control of myself.

      Finally I kicked away, stroking down to the submerged building and pausing near it to clear the pressure from my ears as I inspected the cracked walls and sunken in ceiling. It wasn’t clear exactly what had happened, but there’d obviously been a great explosion and fire. Black stains marred the walls above the windows and around the cracked roof.

      Flicking on the dive light Selina had provided, I pulled myself through the broken roof, careful not to get hung up on the rusty, broken-off rebar poking out of the concrete.

      All was silent and black within, and I pushed down my nerves as I trained my light into the space, illuminating broken desks in disarray and covered in clumps of algae and silt. The space appeared to be an open office space, similar to the ones I’d seen in the lab above.

      My skin was tingling, and strangely, the tip of my penis and my butt were burning with an oddly pleasant sensation. The feeling was enjoyable, but all I could picture was that retched, dark sludge being pumped into the water. A shimmer of light through a door along the back wall pulled me forward with that same tugging sensation I’d felt when drawn up here on my runs.

      Feeling like a complete fool for remaining down here and pushing even deeper, I reached out and pulled myself into the tiny space. The first thing I noticed was the door, a massive steel thing with one of those spinning locks in the center like you see in bank vaults. The inside had narrow shelves all empty save one in the center that held a cracked tray.

      The tray looked like it had once held three large glass vials, but the large chunks of dirty broken glass rolling around on the floor in the slight current from my entrance were evidence of what had happened to two of them. The light that had drawn me forward shown from beneath the bottom shelf, and I reached below to pull it out and felt something sharp slice my finger.

      Hasty fool, I cursed myself, drawing back my hand and staring in shock at the faintly glowing green liquid as it was absorbed into my skin, fading quickly. A flush hit my skin immediately as alarm bells rang in my mind.

      Somehow, I had the presence of mind to shine the light and grab the cracked glass vial with careful fingers before turning and kicking my way out. Every stroke brought the fever on stronger and stronger until it felt like I was sweating underwater, a discomfiting feeling.

      I fought down the panic as I drew in the last couple breaths of air from the tank, the sun shining above. My skull never hurt from the pressure as I rose rapidly, but the fever and hot flashes increased until I broke free of the surface with a gasp, tasting the sweetest air I’d ever breathed in my life as I stroked over to the shore with one arm, legs kicking feebly.

      Pulling myself through the mud, I crawled onto the shore, in nearly the same place I’d lain with Jocelyn and Barbara, and felt like I was dying. The fever and sweats hit me rapidly, and an ache started deep in my bones that made me writhe in pain. Like growing pains as a kid, only ten times stronger, the torture made me flop onto my side, a tinkle of glass alerting me that I still held the vial.

      I nearly flung the damnable thing away with its terrifying glowing green liquid until I spotted the stenciled label. The white paper was faded and barely there, mostly glue at this point, but thick black lettering was still legible, if faint:

      Project Enkyos: Alpha Catalyst

      
        
        SN: AC-0000-04

        Wagner & Riggle
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      The vial had a rubber stopper, but the glass had been cracked halfway down, and a sharp edge stuck out. The faintest drop of glowing green liquid oozed out of that crack, and I glanced back at the lake, shivering and shaking.

      I couldn’t tell you if it was madness or desperation that made me do what I did next. Body wracked with fever and chills, I flung the rubber stopper aside and tipped the wide vial up and swallowed down the Catalyst.

      “Nnnnnghhhaaaaaa!!!”

      I didn’t recognize my voice as every muscle in my body seized up in pain, none more so than my guts. It felt like some idiot had poured molten fire into my stomach, and it was in the process of burning its way through me, slowly.

      I’m the idiot, I thought to myself, body shaking with convulsions, spine rattling as muscles seized and released in rapid succession. Jocelyn… I’m so sorry… I failed you.

      “Jesus Christ!” A familiar voice reached me through the pain, and I felt strong hands rolling me over.

      “What’s wrong with him?” I recognized the second voice as Selina’s and was touched by the compassion in her tone for a second, then the pain of aching limbs drew my thoughts away.

      “What did you do to yourself?” the first woman asked, and her scent hit me then, so pure and brilliant I knew who it was instantly, and my eyes flashed open. In a pulse of clarity, I stared up into the brilliant blue sky, drawing a deep breath and feeling the glimmering edge of something just on the edge of my reach, then the pain dragged me back down under, even stronger this time, my body shaking in a seizure but not before I managed to open my hand and drop the vial onto the muddy ground.

      “What’s that?” Selina asked.

      “What the fuck?” Agent Williams said in shock. “Did you get this from down there? And he drank it all!”

      “What is it?” Selina asked, and I could hear the edge of fear in her voice. “He’s dying! Do something!”

      “I can’t!” Heather said in angry frustration. “If this vial was even a quarter full, then he took a dose ten times the size of what they gave my father, and it’s gone straight into his central nervous system. Normally it’s filtered through the kidneys, giving the men a chance to absorb it over time… we need to get away from here, now.”

      “I’m not leaving him!” Selina said, and I felt hands grab me and a soft body pull me against her, the woman’s scent filling my head.

      “The Catalyst is combustible if it interacts with weak genes,” Heather said, voice tense. “If he doesn’t absorb all the serum, and Lord knows what will happen to him if he does, then he could explode, woman!”

      “He won’t,” Selina said, and I felt gentle fingers stroking my cheek. “Look at him… he isn’t weak… he isn’t like those Betas.”

      I wanted to speak, but the muscles of my jaw were knotted up. Pain had become a presence in my mind, a cold hard thing that swallowed up everything. But as those soft fingers ran down the skin of my face, every nerve ending alive in the wake of her touch, I felt drawn back to the realm of the living and felt more than heard myself gasp through gritted teeth.

      “He’s fighting it,” Heather said in wonder as she drew near.

      The women stayed with me as I sweated through the pain, slowly getting ahold of myself with every second that passed. I clung to the scents of Selina and Heather, both so complex and interesting. One had succumbed to her own weakness and made mistakes, while the other was perfect in nearly every way as far as I could tell.

      As suddenly as the fever and sickness hit me, they just as suddenly faded. Opening my eyes slowly, I looked up into Selina’s shining, smiling face and found a weak smile working its way onto my own, then the rancid aroma of the lake and the water still clinging to me hit me.

      “Thank you,” I breathed, “that was…”

      “Just about the stupidest thing I’ve ever seen,” Agent Williams said, reaching down a hand to help me up, “but how are you now?”

      I took her hand and rose, shocked at how light I felt. The FBI agent watched me warily, but with a suppressed excitement I’d yet to see from her, while Selina stared up at me with wide eyes, her pupils dilated as wide as I’d ever seen them and her large nipples pressed against her mud-splattered silk top.

      “I feel amazing,” I said, my expression growing grim as I turned to look up at the lab that still held my wife, “but we’re not done yet.”

      “Tom, you shouldn’t be—” Agent Williams’s teeth clicked shut when I leveled a firm gaze upon her as I drew in a deep breath, tasting the world clear and unfiltered for the first time.

      “I’m going to put that beast down,” I said, my voice cold steel, “and rescue my wife. You can either help or get out of my way.”

      Heather’s blue eyes locked on mine, and I saw genuine appreciation and respect there for the first time. Reaching behind her back, she pulled a revolver out of the belt of the blue jeans someone had loaned her. Flicking open the chamber, she spun it, checking that it was loaded. The copper butts of the shells within glinted in the late morning light as she looked up and nodded grimly.

      Turning to Selina, I saw abject hope and mingled despair in her eyes but both disappeared as I swept her up into one arm and pressed my lips to hers. The kiss was surprisingly passionate, emotions I hadn’t felt in longer than I cared to remember awakening in me. Breaking the kiss slowly, I felt my manhood throb with desire, and a wide grin flashed onto my mouth as I realized the beast within me was gone, my head clear of the impulses and drive of something so inhuman awoken within me.

      Strangely, I felt even more in touch with the world around me now than I had before. Scents were sharper, colors brighter, and the feel of this gorgeous woman in my arms awoke the same old hunger within, but not the desperation it had before. I still dreamed of filling her mouth with my seed, then breeding her, if anything that desire was even stronger, but no longer did I feel on the verge of losing control.

      “We going?” Agent Williams asked. “Or do you two need a room?”

      I pulled on my jeans and shirt, which I’d left in the car, and grabbed a tire iron from the trunk. Frowning at the makeshift weapon, I nodded to Heather, and she led the way toward the pump station.

      “Stay safe!” the gorgeous dark-haired woman called after us as Heather and I started running.

      Every second I felt better and better. And as I stretched out my legs, the last of the muscle aches faded, and I felt even stronger than before. The pump station was ringed in cyclone fencing, but that didn’t slow me as I vaulted it then turned to help Heather as she climbed over.

      I’d spotted a small service entrance to the facility at the base of the lab’s wall. Sensing eyes upon me, I glanced up and spotted a security camera and grunted in annoyance as I stabbed stiff fingers into the steel frame of the door. Planting a foot opposite the lock, I heaved back, steel screaming as it buckled.

      Heather joined me, pressed right up against my side as she hauled on the door as well. The muscles of my forearms and shoulders bunched and with a mighty heave, the thought of Jocelyn in that man’s clutches driving me, the door popped open, the deadbolt tearing free of the frame finally.

      “What… I can’t think… huh?”

      Turning, I found Heather on her ass, having fallen right where she stood, a look of helplessness on her face as she stared up at me. Cursing softly, I glanced up and around, thinking she’d been shot or something, but there was nothing and at a second glance I saw she had no wounds.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked in a hiss, looking into the black tunnel leading into the bowels of the lab. “They spotted us. We have to go, now!”

      “Can’t… you’re… making my head swim.” Heather bit her bottom lip as she reached out and gripped my hand, hauling herself up against me and shockingly pressing her thick pink lips against mine, setting my heart to hammering and my manhood stiffening as my body reacted quickly. “Go… save your wife.”

      “Get ahold of yourself,” I growled, giving her shoulder a firm shake. “I need you in there.”
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      Heather drew in a ragged breath and nodded, mastering herself with an effort. I kept hold of the firearm, though, as I entered the tunnel. We had to walk sideways as most of the space was taken up by water pipes, the air filled with their steam. The open door behind us created a differential in pressures, and wind rushed past me, bringing with it a wealth of aromas that my mind parsed through with lightning-quick efficiency. Laced through everything was the rancid, vile aroma I still smelled in the moisture clinging to me.

      The three guards who hid in an alcove, ready to ambush us, were easy to spot before we drew close and even easier to deal with once I dropped my compunctions about violence. At first, I thought to disarm and disable the men, but after the first man was dropped with a heavy blow to the side of his skull, the second lifted his pistol while the third raised a shotgun.

      The shotgun would put an end to my little adventure if it went off anywhere near me, even if it was just a slug in the chamber. The concussion, if nothing else, would leave me too dazed to defend, if it didn’t tear a hole in me wide enough to reach through.

      As the weapon rose, a primal aspect of my nature broke through, not feral and beastly as I had been, but just as determined. I pulled the trigger on the revolver without hesitation then, but felt no satisfaction as the man crumpled around the ugly gut wound. Then driving the butt into the second man’s temple, I dropped him on the first.

      “Grab the shotgun,” I said, glancing over my shoulder and checking on Heather.

      The woman looked better than she had, more composed, but she was also hanging way back from me. Nodding, she hurried forward and grabbed weapons and ammo as I stalked toward the narrow stairs leading up. The air passing me warned me of a large group at the top, but in my head was the image of Jocelyn having to endure who knew what at the hands of the director.

      Turning, I found a fuse box and punched the thin steel cover, crumpling it in. I didn’t mean to hit the thing as hard as I did, and the jolt it sent up my arm rattled my teeth and set the hair to standing on my arms.

      The lights flicked off with a thunk, and I heard voices raised in shouts of alarm above. Tearing the covering off the wall, I ran up the stairs, screaming bloody murder at the top of my lungs. For one second I knew myself to be an utter fool, but they had my mate in their trap.

      That primal aspect rose once more, and unlike the beast, I welcomed its presence. Subsuming myself beneath the wild will to live awakened within me, I was still aware of my actions and even able to guide them at times.

      The steel steps rattled beneath my weight as I charged up, screaming at the top of my lungs. A muzzle flashed ahead of me, illuminating the pale, terror-filled faces of the guards for a brief instant. I flung the steel lid in the direction of the gun flash and was rewarded with a wet sounding thud followed by a horrified scream.

      Then I was amongst them kicking, punching, and tearing

      I dropped my pistol in favor of the strength of my hands, finding a deep satisfaction in feeling the soft flesh of those weak men crumple, tear, and break beneath me. I can’t say how long I spent in that black hell, so sweaty and immediate. One minute, I struggled to stay alive, and the next, all was silent save for dripping blood.

      Yellow light flashed in my eyes, blinding me as I stood there trying to get my bearings, and I realized how stupid I’d been to drop the gun. I should have died then, but thank God for Heather, whose reflexes were lightning fast as she let off both barrels of her shotgun.

      “He’s in the building! Get the— nnghk!”

      My folded knuckles crushed the screaming man’s windpipe as I waded into the bottom floor of the lab.

      “Jocelyn!” My bellow rattled glass and made the man rushing me with a baton flinch, which only made it all the easier to rip the weapon from his hands. “Director!”

      Rage washed over me like a drug, drawing the primal instincts to the fore again as I followed my nose. My wife was here, the faintest hint of her womanhood and her mother’s reached me, and I began making my way up to the top floor, leaving a trail of bodies in my wake as I did, trusting Heather to watch my back.

      “Damn you, face me!” I stood on one of the upper floors, office workers crying in corners and scrambling out of my path.

      A growl caused my hackles to rise, and I spun to find Helmut standing a floor above me. The man’s hatred was plain, but so too was his curiosity as he watched me stalk to the stairs leading up, his head tilted to the side.

      “What did you do, boy?” he asked, and I saw his hands were empty save those big gold rings as I stepped onto the top floor, and his eyes were red-rimmed and bleary, expression vacant. “That’s not my work… They wouldn’t have made another… or did they?” He noted my damp hair and the water dripping from me still, and his gaze turned fierce. “You found the Catalyst then, eh? And now you’re going to steal my throne?”

      “There are no thrones in nature,” I said, not slowing as I strode forward, a brief glimpse of golden locks and a sweet, wonderful scent sparked a wave of relief, but then I saw that Jocelyn was strapped down to a table like the one I’d found Agent Williams on.

      “We’re meant to rule! We aren’t a part of natur—NGHK!”

      Something snapped in me when I saw my poor wife with tubes and needles poking out of her body, and a wordless cry of pain and rage ripped free from my throat as I lashed out with a fist, clipping the director’s jaw and sending him spinning.

      I staggered forward, eyes only for my wife, whose lids fluttered weakly. Then I was flying to the side as a freight train hit me. Ribs creaked and lights went off in my brain as my skull bounced off the corner of a desk, the steel crumpling. The man’s arms sought my neck, seeking to choke the life from me, and only by twisting and shoving him back did I avoid the choke hold.

      The man was stronger than I, my body still undergoing its Change from the full Catalyst. But he was also insane, and that became more and more clear the longer we fought. His words devolved into mindless sounds, and his attacks became wilder and more chaotic, but always they were deadly.

      We weren’t men boxing or fighting to understood rules. We’d both lost a part of our humanity. He, the part that lets us work together and build communities on trust, and me, the part that reminded a person of their humility and made way for others.

      In the end, it was only by thinking my way out of the situation that I managed to beat the monster. We rolled around all over the floor, punching, kicking, and even biting one another in our press for advantage, and every moment we engaged in that struggle, the director edged out, because of his strength and sheer ferocity.

      However, I’d spotted a pile of computer cables at the beginning of the wrestling match and had slowly been working my way over to it. Hiding the loop I’d managed to palm beneath me, I felt him stiffen and knew what he’d spotted. Atop a desk within his reach was a letter opener.

      Just as I’d predicted, the man leaped at the weapon, unthinking about what the consequences of releasing his hold on my other arm were. Rolling quickly, I dropped the loop of cord over the back of his head, right as his hand closed on the handle.

      “Ahh ha—Ngk!” The director’s cry of triumph choked off as I yanked my hand to either side, cinching the cable down.

      The man’s first instinct was to stab back at me, the exact wrong thing to do. If he’d gone for the cord, he probably could have cut himself free, albeit with a nick or two. Instead, I was able to shift my weight forward, rolling him onto his belly and removing all his leverage to get at me.

      Though I had the man dead to rights, it was still several long, terrible minutes before his kicking and spasming stopped and his body relaxed into death.

      Gasping in deep lungsful of air, I pushed him off me and climbed up to my feet. I spotted the man’s secretary standing off to one side. Bonnie looked like she didn’t know whether to be sad or grateful. The aroma of her perfume was laced through with that same rancid aroma that permeated the place, another sign of the director’s twisted experiments. The rest of the employees stared at me with awestruck and hopeful faces as I staggered into the office and pulled Jocelyn off the table. Barbara was gagged and cuffed in a chair behind the door, and her eyes were wide and filled with tears as I pulled her up and drew off the tape covering her lips.

      “You came for us,” she said faintly, her beautiful eyes filling with tears of joy as I cradled her in my arms.

      “Of course, our Tom did,” Jocelyn said, shivering as she burrowed into my other side.

      “You’re both safe,” I said, holding them tight and kissing the tops of their heads, letting all of them fill my sinuses. “Let’s go home… I’m tired.”

      “You’re more than tired, husband,” Jocelyn said, wincing as she plucked the IV from her arm and flung it aside. Then she looked up at me, and her eyes filled with awe and a touch of wonder. “You’ve… changed.”

      “And for the final time,” I said, sensing it was right, that I’d finally become what I was always meant to be, what I’d glimpsed I could become during moments of refractory bliss and clearheadedness over the last week. “Come on, let’s go home, and then we’ve got a lot of work to do setting Paulson back to rights.”

      “You aren’t sick of this town?” Barbara asked as we slowly picked our way over to the stairs, Heather stepping aside and giving me a nod of approval as she glanced down at the dead man. “Lord knows I would be if I was you.”

      “I think this town has a lot of potential,” I said, “and there are a lot of men and women who are going to need help dealing with the fallout of what the director did.”

      “Honey,” Jocelyn asked, “who was that woman we just passed?” I could read the shock and trauma in my wife, in the tension around her eyes and the trembles in her arms, but some things will never change, and I couldn’t help but laugh at the mischievous glint in her eyes as she glanced back at Agent Williams. If I didn’t miss my guess, my determined little wife would be introducing a new member to the coven back home.
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      Six Months Later

      

      “Honey, is the ladle in the eggnog?” Jocelyn asked me as she poked her head out of the screen door, into the backyard. The poor woman was large with child and the screen tented out over her round belly.

      “No.” I frowned. “It should still be with the soup pot in the pantry. I’ll come find it.”

      “Stay,” Jocelyn said with a warm smile for my companion. “That meat’s not going to cook itself. Heather will be arriving shortly. If you three are going to go play in the clubhouse, then make sure Harold or Dave watch the food.”

      “Yes, dear,” I said with an amused shake of my head. “I won’t forget this time.”

      “I don’t know why you insist on serving steaks,” Selina said beside me as she swirled her bottle of beer. “It’s the holidays, time for turkey, stuffing, and cranberry sauce.”

      “Too many plants,” Jacob said as he smoothed down the great drooping mustache he’d taken to wearing. “A man needs meat to survive properly, right?”

      “I can’t eat much roughage anymore,” David said with a nod. “Twists my guts now and leaves me backed up for days. Speaking of which, I better see if Winnie needs anything.”

      The men and Selina gave the man a commiserating look and shared amused chuckles with one another once he’d stepped inside the house. Winnie had been the first to show a positive pregnancy test, and the woman had been loving all the attention she got. David pretended to hate how high-maintenance Winnie was, but I knew he secretly loved it and the two were closer than ever.

      Winnie had insisted on keeping her Monday evening dates with me throughout her pregnancy. In fact, all the women had, and their libidos only seemed to ramp up as the weeks wore on.

      Those first few weeks had been a crazy time in Paulson. Hours after I’d dealt with the director, an army of dark sedans and government vehicles rolled into town. The lab and everyone who worked there was put on lockdown, everything not bolted down carted off to government facilities while the employees were interrogated.

      Heather kept me from being arrested straight off, but it was touch and go for a while. When the feds found out I was a lawyer, they treated me with a touch more respect than when they’d thought I was a normal citizen. But each minute that passed in my presence, their estimation of me grew, and without Agent Williams informing their leader, he guessed I’d become a true Alpha. I would still be subject to endless governmental testing, but that was a small price to pay for my freedom.

      “I never met Dean Williams,” the straight-backed, fifty-something commanding officer said with more than a touch of awe in his voice as he shook my hand, “but if what they said is true… If you ever want to join the Bureau sir, you just give me a ring.”

      “Thanks for the offer,” I said, “but I think I’ll stay and help Paulson recover.”

      The director’s failed experiments had spread through the state, or perhaps several states or even more. After being unable to escape the country and carry what he’d stolen back to his country, he’d gone underground and assumed a new identity. There was a lot they still didn’t know, but his notes were found in the office and agents were piecing the story together. The experiments would all be reviewed and anything deemed dangerous destroyed and anything valuable sold to private industry.

      At some point when he was on the run, he took the Catalyst himself. His mind fractured under the pressures released by the Change and that’s when he’d arrived in Paulson and began experimenting on the populace. His initial goal was to pervert American society by turning us against one another, but once he began to see how peaceful and placid society became once Alphas began to emerge, he’d made the first of his serums, an agent that twisted what was natural into something perverted.

      His lusts had taken over with perversions for young women and cuckolding other men. With his new serum, he’d sought to build a world where he was king and could indulge in his every whim, without consequences.

      It would take months longer, if not decades, to deal with the fallout.

      I’d begun a counseling group with the former Alphas. Without the director, the men were too feral and wild to release into normal society. I had some hope they could be rehabilitated, but it would take time and possibly a breakthrough from the doctors and scientists who’d begun studying what had been done to them and the rest of town.

      The feds don’t mention it, and I believe they’re trying to ignore it, but the Catalyst is out there now. Even with the serum corrupting some of the Changes, it’s been spread by students at the lake and visitors from out of town for years. I, along with my coven, have hope for what this might birth in humanity’s future, but for the present, we’re focused on making Paulson the greatest town in America.

      “Heather’s here,” Selina said, lips stretching into a wide grin as she spotted the convertible MG zipping down the street. “Come on, Tom. You promised.”

      “I supposed if you’re going to pull my leg…” I threw the gorgeous brunette a wink, and she tossed back the last of her beer and turned to head back to the clubhouse I and the boys had built.

      The quip died on my tongue as I watched the woman swaying across the backyard. I’ve been blessed to know some of the most beautiful women in the world, thanks to the beneficial effects of the Catalyst, but out of all of them, none knew how to work what she had better than Selina. The woman’s swelling hips rocked, and the heavy roundness of her breasts swayed side to side, and my fingers itched to feel their delicious firmness again.

      The screen door popped open, and Barbara poked her head out to let me know Heather had finally arrived and flashed a bright white smile when she spotted me following Selina into the small clubhouse. My mother-in-law smiled fondly as she stroked her large belly, and I paused at the doorway when she called over.

      “Jocelyn pulled the turkey from the oven. Once you’re done exchanging gifts,” she said with a wink, “the food will be waiting for you.”

      I opened my mouth to thank her, but the flash of golden hair dried the words on my tongue as Heather Williams came around the house. The woman’s long legs preceded her around the corner of the house. Long, slender, and tan, they drew my eyes up to the loose skirt hanging off her hips, showing her smooth stomach. She wore a red and white checkered blouse knotted between her breasts and cupping the large mounds perfectly.

      Jocelyn is my north star and shall always be, but Heather with her perfect genetics holds an allure all her own. Upon learning of her father and the idyllic community she’d been raised in, I was inspired and had been working to create a similar society and culture in Paulson.

      “I’ve got a whole week off,” the gorgeous woman said as she stepped within the circle of my arm and pressed herself against my side. “Mhmm… I missed you.”

      “I missed you too,” I said, feeling my heart swell as our lips met and she slipped an arm around my back. “How are things in DC? They agree to my proposal about leaving Paulson alone?”

      “I think they’ll bite,” she said with a little frown. “None of the politicos are willing to assume the fallout if it leaks and goes public, and the Joint Chiefs have been pushing for an experiment like this for decades. You should come and make the arguments; they need to hear from you. Plus, if you’re serious about politics, you could do worse than a group of friends in that swamp.”

      “I’ll think about it,” I said. “I still have to get elected DA first.”

      “As if there’s any question,” Heather said, pulling me into the clubhouse. “Come on, stud. You’ve got one week to get me pregnant, and I don’t plan to let you sleep until I know it’s done.”

      Selina grabbed my other hand and drew me in with her, the pair flashing one another eager grins as they sank upon a pile of pillows and blankets. My heart began racing as they turned to one another and kissed passionately, hands slowly peeling one another’s clothes off for my benefit.

      Over that first week, when I'd been dealing with so many stressful things, Jocelyn had arranged a special evening for me. I’d come home one night, exhausted and stretched thin with stress, to find the house lit by a hundred golden candles and these gorgeous women twinned together on my marriage bed. Jocelyn knew how much I’d lusted after them, and with the coven’s permission, they’d been welcomed with open arms. That night, I was treated to one of the greatest evenings of sensual bliss I’d ever had, and now I was finally able to play with the pair again, as both hungered to be bred.

      “Come here, Tom,” Selina said, shifting onto her haunches and reaching for my belt.

      “Hmm,” Heather moaned, “I’ve been dreaming of this for weeks.”

      The women’s fingers fumbled at my belt and, in moments, were pulling my massive cock forth. The pleasure filling their eyes warmed my heart, but couldn’t compare to the sight of their long, hot tongues curling around the head of my cock as their lips pressed close.

      I moaned in pleasure, reaching down and letting my fingers lace in their hair. As pleasure washed through me, I thanked God for the life I’d lucked into. There would be struggles in the times to come, both hard times and good, but the future brought me hope, and I trusted that the next generation would be born into a better world than the one before.

      

      THE END
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      One hour before the world ended, I was pedaling home from work, looking forward to a relaxing evening and without a care in the world. That is until I spotted Johnny and his gang of thugs hanging out beside the park.

      Cursing under my breath, I scanned the area, trying to judge if I could make it through before they could reach me. Johnny and I never got along growing up, but I’d been able to avoid him since graduation.

      Going around the park would add another two miles to my ride and I was tired of avoiding the brute, so I decided to chance it. I should have known my luck wouldn’t hold.

      “Hey, look, it’s Courtney! Pretty-boy Courtney’s riding his bicycle home, boys!”

      It was the squeaky voice of little Ty Lawson, and had a moment of hope until Johnny’s deep guffaw rang out.

      I was named after my grandfather, Colonel Courtney Tanvers of the 1st Ranger Battalion. But ever since I was old enough to learn what mean little shits kids can be, I’ve gone by CT. Everything had been wonderful until freshman year when Johnny and his thugs somehow learned what the “C” stood for. After that, high school was hell.

      “What’s a matter, Court? Eh, little faggot? Huh, huh, huh.” Johnny’s deep, dumb laugh made my skin crawl, and anger bubbled up in my guts but so did fear of his wide and heavy frame and the beating I knew his heavy fists could give. “Too poor for a car? Or do you just like looking like a fucking dweeb? Come over here, pretty boy! We just want to catch up with you and that fat titty stepmom of yours!”

      The taunts were nothing new. I’d endured them all throughout high school. No one liked the smartest kid in class, especially when he wore ill-fitting clothes from the Salvation Army and didn’t play sports. And even more when he was a “pretty boy” with a stepmom who looked like a trophy wife.

      My high school experience hadn’t been all bad. In fact, it had been pretty wonderful, despite a few douchebags like Johnny. I’d been president of the coding club and had made few great friends. True, most of them were teachers or faculty, but kids my age had never held much interest for me.

      “Hold up, Courtney!” Johnny called. “Lemme give you some advice ’fore you head off to Baaaston and Haaaavard, like a fucking toolbag. Huh. Huh. Huh. Hey! I said hold up!”

      I started pedaling harder the moment he angled toward me, and I put real muscle into it when he started sprinting toward me, giggling like a loon and trailing his friends who whooped and whistled. That’s when I noticed the empty bottles of cheap malt liquor stuffed under the picnic table and realized this might get ugly if they caught me.

      Johnny wasn’t a serious asshole, but I might expect to get shoved around and hit a few times if he caught me sober. If he and his friends were drunk and it was already getting dark, things could get ugly.

      I thought I was clear of them, easily outpacing the gang on my bike as I hopped up onto the curb and cut through the park’s paved trail, but then I heard the truck door open and their laughter increase as the engine roared to life. Looking back over my shoulder, I saw Johnny and his friends piling into his truck.

      My heart raced when I saw them heading around the corner of the park and knew they’d reach the other side of the long narrow park long before I would. Hopping off the trail, I rolled down a single-track dirt trail that led into the thin track of redwoods beside the park, branches and twigs snapping as I pushed through the dense trees.

      “You can run, Courtney, but you can’t hide! Ha!” Johnny laughed.

      Tires screeched as the truck took off, and then I was deep in the trees and couldn’t see the houses. Breathing easy, I peddled slower as the trail wound its way through the redwoods.

      I tried not to think about the injustice of the situation as the cheap bicycle rattled underneath me, the linkage of handlebar and frame barely handling the uneven ground. I’d grown up in a nicer house than Johnny, surrounded by a golf course and with a pool in the backyard. The country club was the nicest area in town, and we’d lived on one of its most expensive streets.

      Dad had been a professional golfer, playing on the tour nine months out of the year. He was never one of the top players, but he did well enough to make sure we had a comfortable life. After my mom passed away from cancer, Dad went off the deep end for a couple years, gambling and drinking a lot. It wasn’t until he met Ava that he finally healed and got back to the man I’d known when I was young.

      He and my stepmom spent a year together before the cancer got to him too. My mom had had it in her lungs and stuck around for four years between chemotherapy and surgery, but Dad got it in his lymph nodes and was gone in weeks. The shock of his sudden death threw Ava into a tailspin and left me to pick up the pieces the best I could.

      When all was said and done, after the funeral and paying off Dad’s considerable debts, we were forced to sell the house, the boat, and all the cars. We found a small, cheap place on the other side of town and told ourselves it would be temporary, only until Ava got a good job and we got back on our feet.

      That was four years ago, and little has improved since about our living situation, but oddly, I find myself happier now than I was before.

      Ava got a job working at the local plant with other women in quality assurance, but it couldn’t compare with what Dad had made on the tour. Ava was a model in her youth and didn’t fit in one bit with the other women at the plant. She never complained, though, shocking me with her dedication to making sure I had everything I needed.

      She hadn’t become exactly a mother to me, more of an older sister or cool aunt. Ava’s beauty and charms had led to a wild youth that she rarely brought up. I knew she’d been a car model when she was young and had even found a photo of her in a bikini on the internet and saved it to my phone for… special moments.

      Our life together was hard, especially those first couple of years, but we’d made the most of it. I’d expected her to start going out again with her old friends or dating, but most nights we stayed in watching dumb singing competition shows we both loved or she would read as I studied. I loved our relationship, but it burned in me that I couldn’t provide a better life for us, and I think she felt the same way.

      

      Exiting the woods on the opposite side of the park, I rolled down the narrow path leading into my neighborhood and pulled my hood up. There weren’t bullies per se in my neighborhood, but there were enough drug deals and crime that if you didn’t want to be mugged, it was better to keep your head down and your business to yourself.

      Turning down the alley, I picked up my bike and carried it back to our apartment. The building was a small duplex that the owner had chopped up into four tiny apartments. Ava and I lived in the back unit. The place was nearly impossible to find, being behind the building and half-submerged. The place forever smelled of mildew and mold, no matter how many times we scrubbed the walls, but it was one of the few places we could afford in town.

      I knew Ava hated living in such squalor, but she never complained. Property prices were outrageous around Portland, even in our poor suburb, but she hadn’t wanted to take me out of my school and move to a rougher area so we’d moved in here, hoping it would be temporary.

      Pulling the lock out of my backpack, I locked the frame to the railing outside. When I stepped in, the smell of spaghetti sauce hit me full in the face and saliva filled my mouth, causing my stomach to rumble in hunger.

      “The show starts in ten, you almost missed the opening!” My stepmom popped her head into the living room from the tiny kitchen and beamed a smile at me. “Go change. I made pasta and sauce. You want one meatball or two?”

      “Two!” I said, hurrying back to my room.
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      Passing Ava’s bedroom, my gaze drifted to the lacy white bra hanging from her ornate stand mirror in the corner. The cups were outrageously large, and my fingers itched to feel their soft material. My cock stiffened at the thought. Forcing my thoughts away from such wickedness, I tossed my backpack onto my computer chair and changed into flannel pants and a comfortable shirt.

      Ava and I had gotten into this epic fantasy show a couple years before, and surprising both of us, she’d started obsessing over the plot lines and characters as much as I did. I’d already read the books the show was based on, but Ava dove into them headfirst. Surprisingly, she read all of them in quick succession. Since then, Friday nights had been our time together to eat and hang out, and I’d come to cherish them.

      “What are we going to do when you head back east?” she asked with a sad smile as I plopped down on the couch. “You aren’t going to get too busy to watch dumb shows with me, are you?”

      “Of course not,” I said with a grin, trying not to let my eyes drift down and ogle the massive breasts outlined in her loose shirt. “We can FaceTime and watch it. I shouldn’t have any studying to do on Friday nights.”

      “You’ll be out on dates and heading to parties,” Ava said, and I caught a hint of sadness in her tone as she handed me a bowl of spaghetti and took up the remote. “A college freshman isn’t going to have time for his tired old mom. I’ll be left here to spread even more than I have.”

      “You don’t look tired,” I said and flashed a grin when she spun on me, offended, then laughed, swatting me on the arm.

      “Just old and fat? Is that what you’re saying?” She shook her head but was smiling as she found the channel. “The credits haven’t started yet. We still have time. You want Parmesan cheese? I grated some fresh. Let me get it.”

      “Sure,” I said, letting my gaze linger on her figure as she hopped up and stepped into the kitchen.

      I’d grown used to the guilt of thinking that Ava was one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen, in actual life or in media, but I tried my hardest to keep my eyes to myself. Not only was it wrong of me to think of her that way, but she was so far out of my league it wasn’t a joke. Thinking about it too much would only lead to disappointment and would blind me to real opportunities, or so I kept telling myself.

      “Anything interesting happen today at work?” she asked when she sat back down with the bowl of cheese.

      “No,” I said with a frown. “We mostly sat around and watched the news all day. I only made four sandwiches. Something about a series of school shootings this morning? Then there were the bombs in some small town in New Mexico or Arizona or something. But I heard later, that’s just a lake they’re draining. I don’t know what this is.”

      “Uh, only the biggest trade negotiations, ever.” She affected a valley girl tone and bobbed her head from side to side, shaking her ponytail, then gave up the bit. “I don’t know. Honestly, I haven’t been paying attention today. I’ve been… preoccupied. Did Jenny work today?” Her expression fell for a moment before she pasted a wide grin on and wiggled her eyebrows in a suggestive way, causing me to blush. “You didn’t talk to her, did you?”

      “I’m working up to it,” I said, burying my head in the bowl of pasta so she couldn’t see my embarrassment.

      “CT, you’re sweet and brilliant, but you have to get over this shyness around girls. Jenny would be lucky to date you. What’s the problem? Are you worried there isn’t time before you leave?”

      “Yeah,” I said, lying. “I just don’t want to get too attached before I go, you know?”

      “I can see that,” she said. “But if you want to go to college with… experience… then you’re going to have to take a girl out. Someone isn’t just going to feel sorry for you and trip you into her bed. You just have to put yourself out there—”

      “Okay, okay,” I said with a groan, rolling my eyes as she started up with that old conversation, “can’t we just watch the show?”

      “I’ll drop it,” she said, and I felt her frown of concern and tried to ignore it as the opening credits started up, “but we’re going to talk about this before you go. I’ve been speaking with Madge, and she agrees. You need to find some experience before you get sucked into those books.”

      “You’re taking her advice?” I said, rolling my eyes. “What would Madelyn Heatherton know about being a nerdy teenage boy?”

      “You’re not nerdy,” Ava said, swatting my arm and frowning. “And even if you were, nerds are cool now. Besides, Madge might not be a teenage boy, but she’s wiser than you imagine.”

      “Hmm,” I said, noncommittally as the opening credits rolled.

      Madelyn was Ava’s best friend and our old neighbor. A former daytime TV star and D-list movie star, Madelyn Heatherton had acted in over a dozen small budget films before “retiring” to her mansion and a short, whirlwind marriage.

      Perhaps no woman, besides my stepmom, made me more uncomfortable to be around or talk to than Madelyn, or Madge as she liked to be called. When I was fifteen, a friend at school had sent me the link to one of her early SkiniMax movies. I hadn’t been able to look at the woman the same after, not without picturing her flawless breasts as she’d dropped the bra and crawled into bed with a young woman she was seducing in that scene. I couldn’t tell you what the movie was about, but I could describe that minute and fourteen seconds shot for shot.

      “Do you think the main character’s going to…” Ava paused as the show clicked off. “What’s this?”

      After the opening credits disappeared, a newscaster appeared seated behind a desk without a tie or coat on, his expression stiff with fear. A flickering window hovered over his shoulder, the image showing a night suddenly lit up by rockets launching, their fiery trails cutting across the sky.

      “Breaking report! Breaking news! Trade negations between China and the EU have broken down after an assault was committed upon the Chinese delegation. War was declared minutes ago between the titanic powers. US officials warn a first-strike attack could be launched by either of the parties involved…” He stopped speaking for a long second, and I felt Ava’s hand slip across the couch and grip mine. “Breaking news.” The man’s voice was shaken now, the color draining from his features as he fought for self-control. “God have mercy on us all. Missiles have been launched… I repeat, we have incoming ballistic missiles with active warheads. The entire continent is blanketed with incoming—”

      Ava and I looked at each other with confusion that grew into alarm. The shock of what we were seeing and hearing didn’t register at first, and Ava flicked the channel with a frown, but the next station, normally reserved for cartoons, was showing the same feed, although flickering in and out of white static.

      “If nuclear fallout, take shelter under… may be chemical agents… east coast hit… reports of chaos, repeat please stay calm, we will get throu—”

      The image disappeared into white fuzz, and she flicked it back to the first station only to find the same thing.

      “What the fuck’s going on?” Ava asked, looking at me with her face twisted in confusion.

      I saw the bright flash of white light through the window as a massive detonation sent a mushroom cloud of fire and strange green smoke into the sky. Without thought I found myself moving. Snatching the thick blanket off the back of the couch I threw it, and myself on Mom. She shouted in shock, her bowl of spaghetti flying, flinging pasta and sauce all across the living room as I pressed her down under the blanket.

      Not a second later, the shock wave and ear-popping sound of the explosion struck us. The windows shattered, flinging glass across the room and peppering my face and arms. The room also shook, the ground undulating under the blast, and then second and third explosions rocked the town.

      I couldn’t tell how close the others were, but they were close enough to buffet the building, rattling the walls. Sirens and screams started up a second later, the cacophony reaching me through deafened ears. My stepmom shifted under me, but I didn’t move, waiting to see if there was another attack, but she began to shout and shift frantically.

      “CT! Court, are you okay!”

      “I’m okay, Mom.” I moved aside, my voice sounding muffled and distant as I shouted, “Stay down… there might be another—”

      My words were cut off by a brilliant flash of white light and the sound of another detonation. I was thrown clear of the couch by the force of it. The last thing that registered was the wall crashing against my side, glass from broken picture frames stabbing deep into my side.

      Then the world went black.

      “C! C, wake up! Please… oh God, baby… Don’t die on me, not now, my love, not now! C! I need you, CT…”

      “I’m up.” I peeled my eyes open, feeling the left one stuck shut with something I assumed was blood while the right gazed up at a crooked and twisted world. The house was on its side, or rather I was. I shifted, sitting up with slow, painful movements. Ava hovered over me, speaking rapidly as she helped me up.

      “We have to get out. The gas lines are probably broken and the electrical lines. Are you hurt? Oh, no! Your poor head. Let me get a rag!”

      I sat there for a moment, then leveraged myself up onto the couch and felt a sharp pain in my side. Glancing down, I gasped and reached over, careful not to touch the inch long spike of glass sticking out of my side. The pain rushed in then, as if shock and my own ignorance had kept it at bay.

      “Nnghh.” I would have screamed if I could, but the shock of sudden agony took my breath away.

      “Baby, don’t get up.” Ava hurried back in and gasped when she saw my side. “Oh… oh my God! We have to get you to the hospital!”

      “I think they’re a little busy.” I coughed, the pain increasing so much I gasped, losing my train of thought. I came to with my stepmom pressed to my side, holding me up.

      “We need to get out of here… Come on, can you walk?”

      “I can… Oh, fucking hell.”
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      Ava frowned at my swear, but she followed where I was looking and swore even more vehemently when she saw the billowing walls of green gas rushing across the city. From the view out of our apartment’s broken windows, we could clearly see two walls of dense green smoke rushing toward each other like surf racing back to the shore.

      I barely had a second to draw in a deep breath of fresh air before our building was surrounded by the gas. My sinuses stung as the noxious fumes closed around us, cutting off visibility to little more than a foot or two. I felt Ava reach out in the darkness, searching, and I grabbed her hand. Our fingers laced together, and I saw the terror in her eyes as we drew one another close.

      The sound in my ears was coming back slowly, the pounding blood fading as sirens and the wail of fire engines returned. Joining the noise were screams that sounded odd. Terrified and angry, they soon cut off, only to be replaced by another set, and then another.

      From closer, just on the other side of our adjoining walls, a feral scream of rage erupted and a second later another, louder and feminine sounding. Ava shook against my side, her expression showing the strain of holding her breath for so long, and then naked fear when the screams on the other side of the wall erupted in the sounds of fighting, fists and feet thudding against one another. Then the wall shook, cracking as something or someone hit it, then a body was flying by outside the window, flung free of the building to spin end over end into the thinning gases to disappear.

      Every second that passed visibility increased, but so too did my need to suck in a lungful of fresh air. Mom’s fingers gripping mine tensed, and she pulled me around, a high-pitched sound of terror in the back of her throat, and I felt the same terror clutch my heart when a hunched, snarling figure moved past our window.

      Mr. Perez, our kindly elderly neighbor, and his wife rarely left their place, except to go shopping or cash their social security checks. When they did, they rode around on little electric scooters or hobbled on walkers. Now the man stalked into the street outside like a predator, body malformed and mutated.

      Pausing and turning back to our place, I thought I heard him sniff the air loudly and growl before a scream from nearby drew the man’s—or creature’s—attention and he darted off, the dark green gases swallowing him in the night.

      Ava jerked in my arms, and I stared at her as she gasped in a deep breath. Almost immediately she began to shake, and her fingers gripped my hand harder, almost painfully. She shook so violently that I sucked in a quick breath by accident in a short gasp, then I was heaving in sweet air and relieving the burning in my lungs.

      Almost immediately the pain of holding my breath shifted into a stinging along all my nerve endings as my vision swam. My mind grew sluggish, and my eyes focused on my stepmom’s massive breasts, braless and pressed against her thin nightshirt. The outlines of her wide areolae and the indentations of her nipples, inverted I noticed with disjointed thoughts, trapped my eyes and I felt my cock stiffen in my flannel pants.

      The gas was having its effect on me. I could feel my body shifting and changing. A beast of lust and primal need was awakening in my breast, and the scent of Ava filled my head, clouding vision and thoughts further.

      “Nnghh! Nyyaaah!”

      Teeth snapping broke me from my reverie of lust, and I tore my eyes away from her chest to see Ava’s face twisted in anger. She released my hand and half turned, falling forward onto the back of the couch, and her entire body hunched, muscles flexing and a snarl of rage slipping free of her throat.

      I should have been terrified for her, and for myself, as I breathed in the remaining gases, but my momentary concern disappeared as I saw her wide ass outlined in the loose shirt she wore. Stretching down from the thin cotton were long, slender legs that set my heart hammering in my chest once again.

      Heedless of where I stood or what was happening around me and filled with the need to release the lust building within, I tore down my flannel pants, the material at my crotch ripping in my haste, and started jacking my cock like a madman.

      The mighty appendage rising from my crotch dwarfed what had hung there before and was harder than it had ever been. The world around me was gone. All that mattered was the sweet relief as my hands stroked my massive cock. A fat bead of clear pre-cum oozed from the tip, its manly musk filling the hazy gas and smoke-filled living room.

      Ava’s face had been in a rictus snarl of anger, teeth gnashing against one another and her eyes filled with a mindless rage and hunger. The moment my cock came out, she began staring, the rage fading slowly as she stood spellbound. When the bead of pre-cum pooled on the tip, she fell to her knees with a thud, massive breasts shaking, rage gone and only hunger and fascination remaining.

      Inside, that primal beast purred in contentment as I felt pleasure rush through me, the shaking swells of my stepmother's massive breasts sending me over the edge. That purr turned into a low growl as I watched pearlescent seed arc out and trace lines across my prize’s face and neck. The woman gasped in pleasure, the tension leaving her face, neck, and shoulders as she shook in pleasure and collapsed to the ground, writhing and smearing my cum into her skin.

      I stood there for a long second, heaving in deep lungfuls of air as I struggled with the overwhelming desire to push her down and mount her right then and there and to finish forging the connection I’d begun. But the next moment, a nearby explosion from a gas leak woke me from my daze.

      When it did, cold fear washed over my skin, and I scrambled back, shocked to see my stepmom’s naked stomach as she massaged her breasts, pulling up the material. Her hips thrust up into the air as if she were fucking a ghost, and I could see from her curled toes and the twisted expression on her face that a powerful orgasm gripped her.

      The sight nearly set my heart pounding again, but the scent of mustard reached my nostrils and I hissed in fear, reminded of the threat we faced.

      I’d only taken a single step when something tinkled to the ground at my side. Glancing down, I saw smooth unmarked flesh where the glass had stabbed into my side. Fresh blood still smeared on the unmarred skin was the only evidence the wound had existed. Alarm bells were screaming in my mind, but I shoved the thoughts down as I scrambled to grab what I could before we had to leave, possibly forever.

      Passing Ava’s room, I grabbed a set of clothes lying in the hamper and the bra hanging from the mirror and then raced back to my room because what I was wearing had become rags.

      Stuffing a few things from my closet into my backpack quickly, I ran back and found Ava pulling herself to her feet by holding onto the back of the couch. She gripped the side of her head, cheeks red and eyes a little wild as she looked around. When our eyes met, she looked down in shame, but there wasn’t time for that.

      “Gas is leaking,” I said, hurrying to her and shoving the clothes and bag I’d grabbed into her arms. “We have to go!”

      “But my phone and things…”

      She looked around for one second, staring at the tiny apartment and grabbed her phone and charger. When she looked back at me, and I saw her eyes flash from fear and loss to firm resolve in an instant, and my heart swelled to see such strength in her.

      “Come on!”

      I led the way out of the apartment and onto the small balcony. Parts of the railing were broken and blocking our path, and I thanked God because they were probably what had kept Mr. Perez from coming in. Climbing over, I reached back and helped Ava up, her eyes widening when she spotted the ripped-out crotch of my pants and looking away quickly.

      “YEENNNNGGG!!”

      The guttural scream echoed down the alley from someplace nearby, and another scream sounded from below in response. Mr. Perez dashed out from the neighbor’s house, trailing wet footprints behind him as he loped down the alley. He hadn’t traveled ten feet before another man—Johnny, I saw with shock—leaped from an open doorway, chest and torso a bloody mask of horror, body oddly mutated, and threw himself upon Mr. Perez.

      Ava stifled a scream of fright, huddling in my arms as we watched the two men tear into each other in the failing evening light. First blood and then flesh flew as they tore at one another until Johnny stood victorious, meat and blood dripping from his fingers as he arched his back and howled to the moon with a sound that sent a chill through me.

      We barely breathed as Johnny turned like a bear at bay, tilting his head back and sniffing the air as if scenting something. I caught the gleam of wild eyes as the head turned to look up at my stepmom, and Johnny let out a grunt almost like speech but far too guttural.

      After sniffing once more, Johnny turned his head. Following another trail was the first thought that flashed through my mind. He was about to move off when a light buzzing sounded from my pocket, and I swore silently to myself.

      Ava whimpered in fear, clutching my arm as I tried to silence my phone, but it was already too late. The mutated bully spun back toward us, letting out a scream of rage as he sprinted down the alley, his feet moving a little too quickly to be entirely human.

      Pushing Ava behind me, I closed my hands into fists but saw death racing toward me in the feral, wild eyes of the kid I hated most. But before Johnny could reach our building, headlights flashed around the corner and a pickup truck careened down the alley. I stood in frozen shock as the heavy-bodied black truck crushed Johnny against the concrete wall of our neighbor’s house like he was a bug.
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      Ava and I were shaking and breathing sighs of relief, but a second later I was staring at the barrel of a rifle as a mask-wearing fellow hopped out of the truck.

      “Got us a couple of slow changers, Pa! What do I do with them?” When I stepped forward on the balcony the small man, young as me from the sound of his voice, raised the rifle in threat and shouted, “Stay back, mutants! I’ll kill, ya! I swear it!”

      “Don’t shoot!” Ava shouted, crying as she huddled into my arms, too shaken by the events to process her emotions, body trembling like a leaf. “Please don’t shoot!”

      The young man let out a low whistle when he saw Ava, but he kept the barrel trained on me still.

      “Goddamn, boy!” hollered a thickly accented voice from the driver’s seat. “Can’t you see they’s humans? Good honest folk, I’m sure. Hey, you up there. Where’s the closest ammo store? We gonna load up before we go target shooting!”

      “Down… down the road a half mile,” I said, pointing. “On Franklin Avenue. Marshall’s Fish and Game is the store. Hey, what the fuck’s going on?”

      BLAM! BLAM!

      The young man had turned, and his rifle flashed as he fired it twice at targets I couldn’t see. But from the wet sounds of bodies hitting the pavement and wordless cries of pain and anger, it sounded like he’d hit his mark, if not killed it.

      Suddenly the boy’s scent filled my head, and my skin grew flush like I was coming down with a fever. Information poured into my brain faster than it ever had, and the battle juices were still pumping through my veins. I couldn’t say if it was shock, adrenaline, or whatever chemical was in the dissipating green fog, but I’d never noticed so many details—or felt so totally alive.

      The scents that reached my nostrils were sharper and filled my mind with more information than they ever had before. As Ava clung to my side, I could almost smell her confusion, pain, and… desire? The smell was nearly as strong as the floral scent of her shampoo that was filling my head with wild, lecherous thoughts of what I wanted to do to the gorgeous MILF right here and now.

      “We’re finally in goddamn world war three, baby! Armageddon!” shouted the bearded man who hung out the driver’s door and lifted twin pistols to sight on the four men turning down the alleyway, running toward them on unsteady legs with chunks of wet red flesh clinging to them. “It’s that secret group that controls everything…” POP! POP! POP! He let off three quick shots with his pistols, but the left-hand one jammed and only two of the men dropped. “Illumina-what’s-it, I’m sure of it! Made mutated zombies out of everyone…” POP! POP! POP! POP! “Fucker nearly got past that one. Get in the back. You can show us to the gun store. Don’t know how you ain’t mutated, but we gotta stick together if we’re gonna survive this shit.”

      Ava and I glanced at one another and didn’t need to say anything. Both of us knew heading off with these strangers was a huge risk, and neither of us trusted them. Especially when they were armed and we weren’t, but the sounds of distant and not too distant screams and shouts, combined with the darkness and constant sirens, assured us we wouldn’t make it alone.

      As we were scrambling into the road, Ava gasped, noticing my healed side, and opened her mouth to say something, but another deranged scream silenced her and soon we were both climbing into the back of the truck. The young man’s eyes smiled with interest once again as they alighted on Ava’s stunning curves. The back of the truck was filled with boxes and bins of all kinds beneath a thick tarp, and we had to huddle up near the cab.

      Pulling away from the wall, I heard a wet splatter and felt my guts roil as the body of one of our neighbors struck the ground. Then we were hauling back up the street in the direction I’d mentioned, the young, smaller fellow turning in the front seat and handing two pistols back to us.

      “You know how to use one?”

      Ava and I shook our heads, gripping the steel bed of the truck and holding on for dear life as the older man, the father I assumed, barreled down the street. My grip was nearly torn free when he jerked the wheel to the right and the truck struck a mutated woman running toward us, the axles lifting the truck as we rolled over her broken body. I felt sick at the casual violence, but a second later realized it was the wiser path.

      Our suburb had roughly a hundred thousand people in it. If this chemical agent had turned all of them into mutated, lunatic zombies, including nearby Portland, then escaping as fast as possible was the smartest thing to do, and putting down any mutants we encountered along the way would only help.

      “This here is the gun’s safety.” The young man pointed. “This here is how you release the magazine. They are semi-auto, so after one shot, the next are easier on the trigger until you re-engage the action.”

      Ava was frowning, already lost, but I nodded, taking both weapons and stowing one in my belt and gripping the other in one hand as I held on with the other. I opened my mouth to ask where the hell they’d come from, but he’d already turned back and was wiggling his way out the passenger window so that he sat on the frame.

      Silently, the older man passed him a shotgun, and as we rolled down the street at a slow pace, the young man began picking mutated men and women off as they raced into the road from their houses. The grizzly sight nearly made me retch, having never seen the bright red blood of a real gunshot wound before or the purple, bloated organs as they tumbled free.

      Worse, perhaps, than the sounds of sirens, distant gas explosions, and the rapport of shotgun blasts not five feet away were the screams and wails of rage—and the crashes of bodies on walls as battles raged within houses and businesses.

      A light ahead warned of the local grocery store, and I frowned when we turned off the street, but my frown disappeared when I saw the chaotic melee that had spilled into the parking lot. The tall glass windows were sprayed with bright red blood, and a half dozen combatants still raged between the cars. The weakest and smallest having fallen long since, it was only the biggest and most brutal who fought now.

      “Your side.” Ava’s hands were on the skin of my stomach, touching it. “How… CT… how?”

      She gazed up into my eyes and I felt my heart ache to see such confusion and pain there, but there was wonder as well. Bright red spots bloomed in her cheeks a second later, and she glanced down and away.

      Remembering something, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. Glancing down, I saw miraculously that I still had a single bar of service and the battery was half full. I didn’t recognize the number that had called, though, and was about to put the phone back in my pocket when Ava stopped me, gripping my wrist.

      “What number was that?” She spotted the string of digits and pulled the phone from my hand. “It’s Madge! Maybe she’s okay!”

      The men drove down the street slowly, the younger fellow blasting another half dozen or so people dead before my eyes. And every time, I found myself staring at them, searching for some sign of humanity but finding nothing in the mutated remains. A large part of my mind still struggled to accept the reality I was seeing. The sheer impossibility of it cloaked the world in a surreal haze that made it difficult to act, and I felt like I was reacting only.

      “Hello? Madge?” Ava held the phone to her ear as the call went through.

      “Ava, oh my God, you’re alive still! You’ll never believe what’s happening—”

      “Madge, are you okay? Where are you?” It was odd but I could hear the other end of the line as clearly as I could hear Ava pressed against my side, but the other line was broken and scratchy, the words breaking through indistinctly for a few seconds before a string popped through.

      “… when I saw the explosions I ran… neighbors are here… Safe room is airtight…”

      We listened for long seconds as silence came over the line before the call finally clicked off. Ava turned to me, eyes round with fear for her friend, and I nodded grimly.

      “We have to go save her,” I said, although I had no idea how we were going to save ourselves. But the relief and love that flooded Ava’s pale blue eyes filled me with pride, and I couldn’t help sitting a little taller as we turned back onto the main road.

      “Boy! Where’s this Franklin Street?”

      “Franklin Avenue,” I said, pointing two blocks ahead. “The fish and game store has a yellow canopy out front and parking on the side of the building opposite the way we’ll be approaching.”

      “Thanks,” the man said, sounding surprised at my added information. “That’s exactly what I need to know.”

      Somehow, it just made sense to me how we’d have to approach the place, but it was odd to hear the man repeat exactly what I was thinking to the young man in quick, terse statements.

      “Okay, Darnel, just like we practiced. It’s a building clear, with rapid approach. In and out. You and the woman guard the truck while the boy and I go in and grab what we need. Watch your six, these mutated fucks been climbing on roofs and shit.”

      “Aye, Pa,” the young man said, his voice tense with excitement as he shoveled rounds into the shotgun, refilling it. “Ma’am you got the pistol still? Might wantin’ ta fire a few rounds ’fore we plug us some mutants.”

      I saw fear in my stepmom’s eyes, but she pressed her lips into a firm line and nodded to tell me she was okay. She reached out and gripped my hand as I passed her the other pistol. I saw her open her mouth to say something, her eyes filled with worry, but the shotgun blasting out cut her off, and then we were lurching to a halt with “Pa” shouting for me to hop out as he kicked open the driver’s side door.

      Fear almost froze me in place when a figure lurched out of the bar up the street, a wide seven-foot-tall bastard dripping wet blood from his fingers as he staggered toward us. The son wasn’t paying attention, and the father was in the process of shooting out the fish and game store’s windows.

      The figure drew close enough that I caught the whiff of sewage and offal from the bodies it had torn into. It wasn’t the stench that loosened my trigger finger, but another smell, that of my stepmother's raw fear as she spotted the mutant over my shoulder.

      As I depressed the trigger, the world seemed to slow, and I steadied my arm, grabbing my gun hand with the other and seating it in the palm as I sighted along both sights. Anyone who’s played an FPS can tell you how to sight a gun on a target and even correct for wind, humidity, and movement.

      All in theory, of course.

      I’d never fired a gun, being a city kid through and through, and didn’t know what to expect. When the pistol kicked in my hand, I barely registered the small shock against my wrist, as the mutated man’s head snapped back, brains blowing across the bar’s outer wall behind him as he slumped to the ground.

      My heart hammered in my chest, but I didn’t feel elation or even remorse, as I thought I might, only relief. Glancing back, I felt steel strong hands grip my loose nightshirt and pull me into a fierce kiss, and suddenly I was kissing Ava with a fierce passion that set my manhood to steel once again.

      “You can thank your man later, woman! Come on, boy!”

      I tore myself away from the gorgeous woman, and she heaved deep breaths, her eyes filled with the same shock I felt. My head felt like it was floating in the middle of a cloud as I hopped out of the pickup and ran into the dark store. The man grabbed my arm, and held a fist, signaling me to stop and wait, then he darted in moving around one wall, training his gun on the other side.
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      The tactics he used made perfect sense to me, and I moved in right behind him, careful to keep the muzzle of my pistol from crossing over him. I sensed that in the chaos of combat it would be easy to mistake the camouflaged man for a mutant lurching out of the shadows.

      He shot me a look, eyes narrowed beneath his face mask, but when he saw how I moved and where my gun was pointed, he nodded sharply and pointed with all four fingers ahead, then curled the bottom two in. The signal was obvious, and I swung my back to him, watching our six as he advanced forward.

      “Who trained you, boy?” he asked in a hushed whisper as we moved to the back of the store between stacks of fishing rods and equipment.

      “Huh?”

      “Never mind. Keep your head on a swivel. There were scratch marks on the inside of the door. Fucking mutant tried getting out, might still be in here.”

      “What are they? What the fuck’s going on?”

      “Hell, if I know,” the man said, and he turned his head as if he might spit, then swore quietly and went on. “You know anything about Alpha protocol?”

      “Huh?”

      “Shit boy, you slow or something?”

      “I don’t have impaired capacity,” I said, after peering around a stack of lures and signaling it was clear before following the man toward the back counters, “but that doesn’t mean I know whatever it is you’re talking about.”

      “You don’t spend much time on the deep web, eh?”

      “My mom… no, I don’t.”

      I was about to say Ava wouldn’t allow it, but then remembered that the man had just seen her and I kissing and figured he might have a problem with that. Hell… did I have a problem with that?

      “You might want to get a new pair of pants, kid. Your woman sure is a looker, but I don’t want that beast staring me in the eye.”

      There was real anger in the man’s tone, and I realized with a flush of embarrassment that my cock had risen up and was sticking out obscenely from the hole I’d torn in my ragged flannel pants. He tossed me a set of waders from a rack on the wall near the counter and then stepped behind the glass case to break in the back.

      “Alphas rule this world, kid. They have for decades, maybe centuries. The real Illuminati. Them fuckers are in every sport, industry, facet of government and media. Why I hear they’re even—”

      He cut off when I held up a hand, a sound alerting me to something moving in the back room. Pointing with two fingers in the same move he’d done, I told him to go forward, and he nodded, pushing the back door open.

      At that moment, two things happened. A rotund figure fell through the doorway as the old man opened it, and a shotgun blast followed immediately by two pistol shots sounded from outside. My fear for Ava nearly pulled me around, but something about the slumped over figure falling through the doorway set off alarm bells in my head.

      Reacting more on instinct than anything else, I shoved the old man aside and fired two quick rounds into the back room not a second before a figure launched out of the pitch-black darkness and fell at my feet. The man, if I could still call him that, had chewed off the skin of his fingers, chipping at the bones until they were needle-sharp spikes. Blood and viscera coated the hole where its lips had been. Either it or another of the mutants had chewed that off as well.

      My stomach wanted to revolt, and the hairs on the back of my neck and arms wouldn’t lie down. Then I heard the report of gunfire pick up outside again, steady this time. I found myself spinning and running back toward the door. Behind me, the old man shouted that we still had a job to do. But fear of something I couldn’t put into words drove me on.

      I burst from the front of the building just in time to see a dozen mutants spilling out of the bar. Ava and the young man were focused on a point up the street where another dozen or so shambled forward. Some moved faster than others, their legs still working properly, and one even dragged itself forward on cracked fingers. The pair were so focused on taking out the fast mutants that they’d missed the ones in the bar that had been alerted.

      Time slowed for me once more as I sighted on the nearest zombie, feeling a small thrill of pleasure when the gun kicked and the man stumbled to the ground. I didn’t relish the death, but the excellently placed shot. Trying not to focus on the details of the people I shot, I marched the sight of my pistol through the crowd.

      As the last mutant dropped, I turned to see Ava and Darnel staring at me. Mom’s jaw hung open in shock, but the sound of scuffling from inside the store had me dashing back in before they could say anything.

      I found the old man wrestling with another fat mutant, this one shorter and slick with dark blood. They rolled across the gun case, the old man straining to keep the mutant’s hands away from his mask. The creature’s gore-covered fingers scrambled for purchase as I pressed the barrel of my pistol to the back of its skull and blew its brains all over the back wall.

      “Thanks, kid,” the man said, shoving the corpse aside, his breath wheezing out the ventilator of his mask. “The boy and I been prepping for this apocalypse for years… never dreamed the fuckers would change this quick or be this powerful. Come on, I got what we came for. Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

      “What are those things?” I asked as I grabbed a duffle bag and began stuffing boxes of ammo he set on the counter into it.

      “Government calls them collateral damage, but we just call ’em mutants.”

      The man’s stale sweat smell filled my nostrils as I came around to help him haul more boxes up from storage beneath the counter. Threaded through the stale sweat was a wariness that didn’t seem to fit with the situation, for it was directed at me.

      “Never thought I’d see one,” he continued, his scent filling with what I could only describe as satisfaction, along with a cold scent that made me uneasy. “You see the Alphas aren’t born that way, boy. They’re created in a government lab and sometimes… Sometimes when those experiments don’t work out as they’re supposed to, you get the collateral damage. Looks like someone learned how to weaponize the stuff. By the way, that’s a fine piece of ass you got, there. How the hell have you and that sexy woman out there managed to avoid being turned into one of them mutants, eh?”

      The man’s tone changed into something cold and hard, matching his scent. The hairs on the back of my neck and arms rose, alarm bells ringing in my head again. But before I could act, something heavy struck me on the back of the skull, and the world went black for the second time that night.

      My eyes popped open, and the spike of pain in my head dimmed to a dull throb as I leveraged myself up. Glass snapped under my hands, but I didn’t notice it slicing into the flesh as my brain caught up with the last few things that had happened.

      Rage filled me as I stood, spinning only to find the old gas-masked man not ten feet down the aisle pulling the heavy duffle bag. He looked up, and I saw his brows scrunch together, either in confusion or annoyance—I couldn’t be sure and didn’t care.

      Instinct kicked in once again as I saw my death in the man’s eyes. I didn’t notice the knife reaching for my guts but could see the killing rage fill his face and scent as I closed with him.

      Before that moment, I’d only been in one fight and that was in third grade. We’d stood on the playground for two minutes screaming at one another before one of us finally swung and then it devolved into a wrestling match neither of us won. So it was in horror that I watched my clawed fingers sweep through the soft flesh of the man’s neck, hooking around the back of his windpipe and tearing out the other side.

      It took almost no force as the slick, tube-like organ flopped free, spraying blood and letting out a wheezing sigh as the man slumped to his knees, eyes wide with shock as he reached up to grab at the wound. A heavy thud alerted me to the knife hitting the ground, and I kicked it away, careful to hit the base of the handle, but it was already too late for the man to pose any further threat.

      The strength drained from him even faster than the blood he desperately tried to keep from gushing forth. I watched the life drain from him and was interested to see that the bit of green gas that had made it into his lungs had started the change. And so it was a jerking, twisted man that fell to the ground dead, instead of the old man who’d tried to leave me for dead.

      His scent changed as well, from that of an angry but mostly shocked man to that of a feral creature. My lip curled as I watched the last breaths escape the mutating, dying man, and I felt a hunger coiling around my guts as something threatened what should be mine. A hunger to claim…

      Mom.
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      The thought woke me from the reverie. Like a man half-asleep and slow in waking, I crawled up from the depths of wild thoughts. My fear for Ava was a fire that burned within me, and I turned to grab my pistol, which had fallen after I’d been struck.

      I caught a reflection on the glass side of the gun case of a figure moving into the room on noiseless feet. A part of my mind processed the shape I was seeing, and I fell to the ground as something hot rushed past my cheek and the rapport of a gunshot in the small room nearly deafened me.

      As I rolled to the side, a bullet kicked wood and glass into my face, but I made it behind the aisle’s endcap. Heart hammering and blood rushing in my ears, I saw a glint of steel against the far wall and reached over, snatching the knife up and hurling it at the shadow moving on the other side of the room.

      Darnel leaned over, his shotgun leveling with me as the handle of the knife I’d thrown hit him in the neck, snapping his head to the side and sending the slug wide and into the wall beside me.

      “Motherfucker!”

      His shout of pain was muffled by the gas mask, which also blocked his vision as he tried to bring the shotgun to bear again. Only I’d already closed.

      This was life or death and I wanted to live. I had to live.

      In my mind, pictures played of what he might have done to Ava, and the sickness returned. My head filled with his anger and rage, as well as the sweeter, floral scent that clung to his hands, giving new life to the strength animating me.

      “Little bitch!” The man grunted. “I’m gonna… what the fuck?”

      Darnel was a few years my senior and a good fifty pounds heavier than me and most of that bulk muscle. Yet his arms twisted in my grip like he was a child, and before his eyes could fully widen in shock, I slipped my finger over his and depressed the shotgun’s trigger, blowing the top of his skull off and spraying the roof and aisle with red blood and gray brain matter.

      Turning away from him, my stomach heaved, and I released what was left in my stomach all over the shop’s floor. Somehow, I had the presence of mind to grab the heavy duffle bag and haul it with me as I hurried to check on my mom.

      I found her tied up and gagged in the truck’s bed. Her eyes were wild with fear that melted into relief when I hopped into the bed of the truck and began untying her.

      “Oh, thank God!” she said, throwing her arms around my shoulders. “When you went back inside, he jumped on me and tied me up. I tried to fight him off but I… I couldn’t.”

      She was shivering as I held her, her arms like thin bands of steel, and she gripped me as if her life depended on it.

      “You’re okay,” I said, stroking her back softly and holding her tight. “You’re okay, Mom. Did he hurt you or…?”

      “No,” she said, shaking her head. “But if you hadn’t been here…”

      The scent of something feral and rancid, mingled with the iron scent of fresh blood, reached me and I turned, swearing softly when I spotted a half dozen or so shambling horrors coming around the corner.

      “We need to get out of here,” I said, taking her hand and moving to hop off the truck.

      “What’s under here?” Ava asked, flicking back one of the heavy tarps.

      “We don’t have time for… Shit.” I saw the large water barrel filled with sloshing liquid and two pallets of dry goods neatly packed beside it. “They really were prepared, weren’t they… Get in. We’ll take the truck.”

      Ava hopped off and helped me heave the heavy duffle bag of ammo into the back. The mutants were nearly upon us, so I stopped and put them down with a half dozen well-placed rounds from my pistol, needing to replace the magazine halfway through. There was a panicked moment when I couldn’t get the magazine to slide home, then I flipped it around and it locked into place, letting me drop the last four.

      As I pulled open the passenger door and stepped in, Ava fired up the engine and released the brake, and I tried not to look at the dead carpeting the street. I’d walked down Franklin hundreds of times, heading to the 7-11 or farther on down to the comics and board game store. To see it lit now with the dim glow of far-off fires, the streetlights flickering, and bright red blood reaching across it in large pools from more than thirty dead filled me with sadness.

      Shouts and screams from mutants still inside buildings reached our ears, and a few even shambled out of houses and buildings as Ava drove toward the freeway. The eerie silence of the night was only broken up by the occasional explosion as a gas main lit off, or the static crackle of electricity from downed power lines.

      Everywhere we passed, we saw evidence of chaos and violence. But we never saw another moving car or living soul besides the twisted forms of mutants that staggered out of houses and businesses in our wake, reminding me of zombies.

      “Where do we go?” Ava asked, and I could tell she meant it to be more profound than our immediate situation, but I pointed to the south.

      “To the freeway, we need to get out of this city.”

      We drove in silence, both lost in our own thoughts and fears as we scanned the night for incoming threats. Instead of running mutants down or going out of our way to shoot and kill them, Ava avoided them the best she could. Only once, when we spotted a large pack that didn’t seem to be fighting with one another, did she turn us around and backtrack rather than chancing barreling through or going around.

      The truck was heavier duty than it had first appeared with reinforced bumpers and plating on the insides of the doors. The windows were bulletproof proof too, a fact we learned after several mutants smacked into the windshield hard. But then a limb or torso got stuck in the fender, and I had to hop out and pry it free, leaving us both feeling vulnerable as others closed in. It didn’t take long before we spotted the freeway ahead of us.

      “Where are we going?” Ava asked, her voice raw with emotion and sounding hopeless.

      “Let’s just get out of town, then we can worry about finding where there might be safe places.” I’d been thinking about this and had the beginning of a plan sketched out in my mind. “If there’s any government left, they’ll set up a safe zone or maybe clear out a city or two. We might be able to learn something on the radio.”

      I tried the truck’s radio, but nothing came in on any of the stations. Pulling up my phone, I was worried to see the battery below 30%, but I pulled up the map app and zoomed out to show the surrounding area. As Ava pulled up onto the freeway, I found the location I’d been searching for.

      “Let’s head south on the freeway until we get to Highway 145, and then we’ll go east into the woods.”

      “What about Madge?” Ava asked suddenly as we pulled onto the wide freeway. “CT, we can’t just leave her.”

      It had been after rush hour when the bombs landed and thankfully the freeway was clear of heavy traffic, but there were still plenty of cars blocking our path. The shoulder was wide, though, and Ava stayed on the right side, gunning it when shapes began moving toward us through the cars. Ava looked over at me, her eyes pleading, and I nodded in agreement, already zooming in on the map.

      “Please, honey,” she pleaded, surprising me with how much she looked to me to lead.

      “We have to take the Lincoln exit,” I said, unable to suppress a grin when she flashed me a grateful smile, “then circle around the country club in the hills. We want to avoid all the subdivisions and houses where there will be the most of those things.”
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      I looked over at my stepmom and felt more than a touch of worry and protectiveness for the gorgeous woman who’d raised me. My mind was still trying to process the unreality of everything that was happening, and it felt like I was coming down with a fever rapidly. Staring out the window, the shotgun I’d taken from Darnel resting on the frame, I tried to ignore the feverish heat at the back of my throat.

      On top of the growing sickness, the scents that seemed to come in waves of growing intensity were plaguing me. One moment I’d be smelling the same things I always had, the next my brain would become inundated with so much information it should have been overwhelmed. I could smell everything, from the different materials in the cushions I sat on to the sweat drying on Ava’s upper lip.

      Even her emotions registered. The awareness of them as easy to understand as breathing, until that awareness faded and I realized her anxiety was balanced against her love and determination, but fear, strangely, was almost nonexistent. Then the awesome awareness returned, so did the sickness, strengthening each time. I knew something was wrong with me, and I thought about turning the shotgun on myself before I turned into one of the mutants.

      “Get ready,” Ava said as we approached Lincoln Avenue, her hands tightening on the steering wheel. “Thank you for agreeing to this. I love you, CT.”

      “I love you too,” I said, matching her tight smile before I put my attention back to the road as she turned onto the off-ramp.

      Almost immediately, we were confronted by a pair of mutants that had been making their way down the off-ramp. Two slugs from the shotgun threw them off their feet, tearing one nearly in half. Then we were on street level.

      A smokey haze filled this half of the city, and alarms rang from multiple businesses. Ava was forced to detour around a large fire that blocked the road, and when we drove down the narrow residential street, the darkness closed in and our visibility decreased even more.

      “NNGGHHAAA!!!”

      A mutant smacked against the side of the truck, and I had to crane my neck to see where it clung to the tailgate, clawlike fingers dragging up. Leaning out the window, I sighted and blew the monster’s head off.

      “CT!”

      Mom’s shouted warning was all that saved me as hands reached out from between two cars, snatching at me but missing by inches. The mutant smashed itself against the side of the truck and then it was bedlam and chaos as a half dozen more swarmed us.

      “Punch it!” I ordered, my tone firm and sharp with command.

      Ava didn’t hesitate, punching the gas pedal as I started methodically blowing hands and limbs off the snarling, gnashing people crawling their way up toward the cab.

      “I’m turning down this alley, hold on!”

      Ava cut the wheel hard to the right, and I had to grip the door to keep from flying into her side, as the back wheels slid out. Then we were barreling down an alleyway between concrete walls barely wide enough to fit the truck. The action was brilliant, mutants being torn from where they clung to the sides of the truck.

      It was simple work to pick off the last three, including one that had clawed all the way up into the bed of the truck. I winced when it sprayed blood and gore all over the tarps and packed gear, but thankfully the monster tumbled away as we turned back onto the main road.

      “Let’s keep away from residential streets, if we can,” I said, heart hammering in my chest and a thrill coursing through my limbs that I tried to ignore.

      “You can say that again,” Ava said, her teeth rattling and face almost green with fear.

      “Let’s keep away from residential streets, if we can,” I said, turning and offering her a wide grin.

      “CT…” Ava said, a shocked laugh torn from her that she tried to suppress.

      “The world’s come to an end,” I said, staring out at the destruction of the city, “and we might die any minute. I can’t think of any time when humor would be more useful.”

      “You’re crazy,” she said with a shake of her head, but I noticed her complexion looked healthier and she breathed easier.

      The city thinned out as we headed into the hills. The road we were on wound around the back of the country club and came in from the east side. We drove in silence down the dark winding road, and I began to make plans for what we would do if we managed to save Madge.

      Pulling out my phone, I took screenshots of the map. Zooming in and screen capturing areas to the south and east where we would most likely need to escape. We were lucky, for our city was on the southern edge of the Portland sprawl, and if we’d been near the center, I couldn’t imagine the horror of trying to escape.

      Ava was silent and thoughtful, but the closer we neared to Madge’s, the more my sickness returned and with a vengeance. My stomach twisted with nausea and my skin broke out in cold sweats, but I forced the sickness down as we turned into our old neighborhood.

      It’s hard not to feel nostalgic whenever we return to the hills, so I rarely do. The sight that confronted us now was shocking. Every other house seemed to be on fire and several bodies littered the roads, limbs and guts strewn around, evidence of some great melee.

      I noticed the sickness receding as it had when we’d been forced to fight for our lives in the residential neighborhood. As my heartbeat increased and the sense of danger pressed in, the scent came alive to me once again, and I registered Ava’s terror and determination. There was another scent, smooth and heated, threaded throughout that tempered as we wound our way through the wealthy neighborhood.

      Why is she so turned on? I thought to myself, having to force my head straight to keep from staring at her. My own desire awoke, and I felt a wave of discomfort at being mildly excited while fear flooded most of my senses.

      “Try calling her,” Ava said.

      “I can’t get through,” I said with a frown after attempting to dial Madge’s number. “Slow down… we’re getting close. The engine seems to alert them so let’s hike in the last bit.”

      I scented a spike in Ava’s fear, but also in her determination, and she nodded silently. Glancing at her, I couldn’t help feeling a wave of love and pride at how well she was doing with all this. Soot stained, wearing torn, baggy nightclothes stained with grime and blood, and hair a bedraggled mess, she’d never looked more gorgeous to me.

      Tearing my eyes away from her, I shoved the last of the slugs into the shotgun and double-checked the pistol’s safety before stuffing it into my waistband. Ava put the truck in park and turned it off. We sat for a long minute in silence, waiting for a scream or yell, any warning of incoming mutants. When we heard nothing, we breathed out twin sighs of relief and hopped out of the cab, running on quick, silent feet toward Madge’s large house.

      Ava started running up the sidewalk, but I grabbed her elbow and she followed me between two large houses. The houses in this neighborhood butted up against the back nine of the course and didn’t have fences between most. Cutting through, I led her out onto the course and around a bunker, so we came up on Madge’s from the rear.

      “Wait here and let me clear the house,” I said, motioning her down behind the small hump of close-cropped grass. “I’ll signal out the window—”

      “No,” Ava said, shaking her head firmly, face set. “I’m not leaving your side again, CT. Not again.”

      “Okay,” I said, reaching out and gripping her shoulder.

      I felt her tremble beneath my touch, and frustratingly, the scent of her faded right at that moment. Feeling free of sickness somewhat, I gripped the shotgun and whispered a silent prayer to whoever might be watching and dashed across the roughs and into Madge’s backyard.
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      Circling the pool, I motioned for Ava to hang back as I tested the sliding glass door. It was unlocked, and I slid it open. Once the door’s seal broke, a grumbling, chattering noise reached us, and I moved into the darkness with slow steady steps.

      My heart began pounding and my vision narrowed as fear flooded me, stiffening my limbs and making me suddenly clumsy.

      Madge’s mansion was similar in floor plan to our old house, and I moved through it with familiarity. The living room was empty and free of signs of struggle. But then I saw the kitchen and entryway. Someone or something had broken through the doors, leaving them a splintered wreck. The kitchen had been ransacked, and when I stepped close, my foot fell on something that crunched loudly and I flinched.

      Holding my breath, I stayed there for a long second before finally sighing in relief.

      The sickness came back with a rush as I sensed a presence moving in the pantry. The world slowed around me as I swung the tip of the shotgun over, barely in time to level it on the mutant that had sprung from the small alcove, claws extended and teeth snapping.

      “NEYAAA—”

      BLAM!

      It flew backward into the dark space, having closed to within two feet of tearing my head off. The juices flooded me, and I breathed in a slow, smooth breath through my nose, awareness rushing in.

      “How did you…?”

      My stepmom’s voice trailed off as I rushed down the short hallway and down the steps just as deep, guttural screams of rage erupted from below.

      Even my new awareness couldn’t have predicted what I’d find below. Standing in shock at the top of Madge’s basement steps, I gazed down at a sea of some two dozen mutants all packed into the space and rushing toward me with enraged expressions.

      I recognized faces in that crowd, shockingly. Men I’d grown up around, neighbors who lived all up and down the course. I didn’t have time to wonder what they were all doing here as I dropped to my knee and started firing as fast as I could.

      Three quick slugs took the kneecaps out of the front row and their bodies tumbled into the legs of those pressing in behind them. Raising the muzzle, I sighted on Mr. Langford, who owned a chain of Big-O Tires in town—or had.

      BLAM!

      Shifting, I sighted on Mr. Henry next, an old friend of my dad’s and a genuinely nice man.

      BLAM!

      Shoving the corpse aside, lips peeled back in a rictus snarl, was old man Wagner from the end of the block. The kids had all whispered he was an old Nazi, and from the way he treated his help, I didn’t doubt it.

      BLAM!

      The whole crowd was all men, and men who’d been alpha types before changing into deranged monsters. When one edged in too close, Ava fired off a round from her pistol behind me, and the warmth and weight of her against my back filled me with added purpose. The shotgun ran out of slugs, and I dropped it on the stairs, drawing the pistol.

      My heart was hammering in my chest and my ears were ringing from the sound ricocheting around the concrete basement, but I felt more alive than I ever had. Every sense was on fire, time slowing to a crawl as I sighted the pistol and fired round after round, watching heads snap back and bodies drop. Bracing my hand on the butt of the gun with my other hand, I kept up a steady rate of fire without jamming the gun and breathed a sigh of relief as the last corpse fell.

      Quickly releasing the magazine and fitting another full one in, I scanned the basement for more threats but didn’t see any.

      I motioned for Ava to wait at the top of the basement stairs, and she nodded, eyes wide and face green as she took in the piled corpses. The sudden silence was eerie and the ringing in my ears faded slowly as I picked my way down the steps carefully.

      A muffled shout sounded from behind a set of overturned wine racks, and I made out the sound of words, muffled but distinct.

      “Madge is down here,” I shouted up.

      After checking to make sure none of the bodies were still moving, I waved Ava down. Then I picked my way across the floor. It looked like the wine racks had stood in front of the steel door, and the mutants had thrown them aside in their desire to break through.

      The ground was littered with broken glass and puddles of wine, so I picked my way through it carefully as Ava reached me.

      “Madge!” Ava shouted.

      A single light lit the basement, and I blocked it as I moved over to inspect the door. Pulling out my phone, I turned on the light and saw a rectangle of thick steel before me with a spinning handle like that of a bank vault. There was a keypad on the door that looked archaic, like they had installed it in the 1990s or something.

      “Ava?” came the muffled reply from inside. “You came! Oh, thank God!”

      The voice trailed off into tears, and I pounded on the door.

      “What’s the combination?” Ava called. “It’s all clear out here!”

      “But the gas,” I said, “let me try to find her a mask.”

      “It will be okay,” Ava said hurriedly, gripping my arm as I went to move away. “There’s no time for that now… We both know how you can help her.”

      “You can’t be serious…”

      My voice trailed off as I stared down into my stepmother’s pale blue eyes and my heart began to beat faster. Her scent was flush with excitement, and that smooth, warm smell woven throughout had only grown stronger as she stared up at me. Shockingly, I watched her large, inverted nipples hardening against her thin nightshirt, the inverted shapes crinkling and pressing out against the fabric. She watched my eyes and a tremulous smile hesitantly grew on her lips.

      As Madge shouted out a series of numbers, Ava punched them into the door, her eyes never leaving mine, her breath growing more rapid and deeper even as mine did. There was one second where her excitement peaked and I saw her register shock at her own actions, then the heavy door swung inward, and we both turned to stare at the gorgeous actress, kneeling and weeping into her hands.

      “I thought I was dead…” Madge said. I tried not to take her in from head to toe but found it impossible once the scent of her filled my head. She wore an old pair of leggings and a paint-stained shirt, and her shoulders shook with emotion. But it was the same gorgeous woman I’d spent years fantasizing about. “When the first man rushed in here, screaming like a crazy person, I locked myself in, but the safe room hasn’t been stocked since my husband died, and then they all rushed in and I didn’t know what to do. I called everyone, but no one answered, then I got through to CT and… Nggh… oh God… the hunger… the neeeeed… NGHH!”

      “Quick, CT, she needs it,” Ava’s voice was tight with emotion as she moved against my side.

      The change in Madge was almost immediate. Her rambling words cut off, and her eyes bulged, veins standing out on her neck and arms as she flexed her muscles. Like a drug addict coming down off her stuff, she clenched her teeth, nostrils flaring. The woman’s pale green eyes were wild, like she couldn’t see Ava and me standing right in front of her.

      “Hurry up,” my stepmom said. “If this doesn’t work…”

      Ava faded from my awareness as I gazed down at the wild-eyed woman. She was gorgeous, to be sure, but nothing about the situation should have been a turn on. Not with death piled up behind me and a woman turning into a twisted monster before me. But logic didn’t find a foothold in my mind, only the need to claim this woman before she turned and was lost to madness.

      My cock was in hand a moment later, and I heard Ava hiss in pleasure when she saw it rise to its new mammoth proportions. The blood pounded in my ears, and all I could think about was taking this woman and claiming her as mine, but something held me back. Perhaps it was the feral look in her eyes and the snapping teeth that looked like they might chomp my dick off given the chance.

      “NGHYYAAaaahhhnnn…”

      Madge’s eyes grew wide and wet, her lips puffing up and out as if she wanted to kiss the air, as a fat clear bead of pre-cum oozed from the tip of my cock, filling the small safe room with a manly musk.

      “There it issss!” The hissed voice was Ava’s, and I saw her out of the corner of my eye slump down against the wall, one hand slipping into the waistband of her night pants, but the movements barely registered.

      Madge’s large nipples hardened against her sports bra and tight top, and the image of her topless in the movie flashed through my mind. My head filled with the scent of her once again, not just her womanhood which overflowed, but the complex knot of emotions that made up her heart and soul.

      Savoring the woman’s interior and exterior beauty, I grunted in pleasure, balls tightening as my orgasm swept through. Thick lines of pearlescent cum arced out and landed across Madge’s upturned face and neck. Again and again, my cock spewed forth, the load coating the woman’s face and plastering her shirt to her chest.

      “Oh God… ohhh God!”

      Madge fell back, eyes rolling into her skull in ecstasy. But I was falling as well. The fever rushed back with a vengeance, my vision swimming as a cold sweat broke out all over me again.

      “CT? CT!” Mom’s shout of worry was distant and dim, but I clung to the sound, using it like a lifeline to pull myself back into some semblance of consciousness.

      I found her supporting me, the heavy steel door pressed against my other side as she shouted at Madge.

      “Madge, CT is sick or hurt… help me!”

      The woman stood on a shaky leg, her expression still groggy and shocked, face coated in a comical amount of cum. Wiping one eye clear, she stepped over to help, and I struggled to apologize for not being able to stand on my own. For some reason that was very important to my addled mind, but darkness stole me under a moment later, and I saw Madge lurch forward, grabbing at me.
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      A hard bounce shook me from dark, haunted dreams, and my mind struggled to make sense of everything crashing against my senses.

      Bright green light shone in my face, and my back was wrenched in an awkward position. Something soft and warm rested against the top and back of my head, and an earthy, womanly aroma filled my nostrils with every breath.

      “You should have seen him, Madge.” My stepmom’s warm voice came from directly above me, and I felt her gentle hand stroke the hair back from my face. As she leaned forward, the softness of her large breasts pressed against my head, and I almost swooned when I felt a hard nipple press against my scalp.

      The desire swelling up within me made the sickness ramp back up with a vengeance, and I groaned as aches wracked my limbs. I missed the exchange between the pair, but Ava’s arms held me close to her as I shook with fever.

      “Don’t worry, Ava,” Madge said, and I took a measure of comfort from the calm confidence in her tone. “When Danny got the Catalyst, he suffered a similar sickness. Tell me again what happened with you and he when you… It might give us clues as to what type of Alpha he is.”

      “I still can’t believe it… my CT… my sweet, beautiful CT is an Alpha like Daniel…”

      “We can’t know for certain yet,” Madge said, her voice fading as my grip on consciousness slipped. “Plus if he is, there were three different variants, and who knows what that gas was…”

      Unable to hold on to awareness anymore, I fell back into dark green dreams of thick jungle and a mélange of forest scents. My head filled with the scent of my prey, a musky, womanly aroma that I stalked with a focus I’d rarely known. The creature would become part of my pride… I hungered to feel her bent over beneath me, growling in pleasure as I bred her… Dreams of rushing through forests, on the hunt with my pride… Hot blood filling my mouth and the sweet sensation of flesh tearing beneath my fangs.

      Sudden silence pulled me from the dreams, and I shivered, wracked with fever still. Hands pulled me, and I stumbled along, the scent of nature and the forest filling my lungs, renewing my spirit. Then we were inside a small room, the musty aroma telling me it hadn’t seen fresh air or sunlight in years.

      I fell onto a small couch, curling in on myself as my stepmom moved about me, pulling a blanket over and tucking it in around. Consciousness slipped once more as she smiled down at me with a beatific grin, her scent filled with all-consuming love as she pushed the hair from my face with gentle fingers.

      “Rest my hero,” she whispered. “We’re safe because of you… sleep and dream of the new world you’ll make for us.”

      Her strange words set me on another journey through dark and wild dreams, but rest came at some point. When my eyes opened next, it was to look upon a world gone mad with fresh eyes and senses.

      The first thing I noticed as I opened my eyes was the absence of civilization, both smells and sounds. Nature filled my lungs and ears with a cacophony of sounds and smells. The scent of ponderosa pine and Douglas fir dominated, but a hundred different varietals of undergrowth and lichen greeted me, as well as the musky aroma of mulch from downed trees and decaying things.

      Memory flooded back, and I sat up, looking around fearfully and sighing in relief once I spotted Ava and Madge, laid out on an inflatable mattress beneath a thick comforter. They were both dead asleep, and I could make out that they’d cleaned up at some point in the dim, early morning light.

      The sun wasn’t up yet, but through the large picture windows, I could see that the horizon was aglow. Rising slowly and stretching stiff limbs, I glanced around the small, one-room cabin. There was a picture hanging on one wall of Madge and her deceased husband. They were in their early twenties and standing in thick snow just outside the cabin, wearing skis and smiling for the camera.

      There was a small kitchenette in one corner, and a washer and dryer unit tucked into a closet, but other than that the place was barebones. Feeling a pinch and unable to locate a bathroom, I slipped outside and nearly gasped at the gorgeous vista stretching out before me.

      A single, snowcapped peak rose to my left, its smooth slopes reaching down into the thick forest below us. Mount Hood dominates the Portland area skyline, and I could recognize its slope from anywhere, even up on it, but I’d never thought to see the forest below from such a place.

      The cabin sat at the top of a narrow gravel road that wound its way down the mountain’s side to a ski resort. A couple other cabins dotted the way down, but there were no cars or any signs of other people or mutants, thank God.

      Instead, I was met with the abundance of nature and it woke within me a primal side. A side of myself I’d always known was there but had been too scared to bring out or explore.

      I still wore the torn and bedraggled clothes from the night before, so I poked my head in the cab of the truck and found my backpack. Pulling out a set of clothes, I pulled on boxers and Levi’s. It felt good to be in clean clothes again, but I eschewed the shirt for now, enjoying the cold wind caressing my torso.
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      I stayed outside as the sun rose, drinking in the gorgeous vista from Madge’s cabin and letting the stimuli of nature sink in as I took deep breaths. A sound from within alerted me to one of the women waking, and when I turned back to the cabin’s entrance, I found Madge sitting up, holding the blanket across her T-shirt-covered chest.

      The woman blushed when she saw me standing in the doorway, highlighted by the newly risen sun. My lean torso and fledgling muscles gleamed in the golden light. I caught a whiff of her scent and felt my lips curl into a hungry smile at what I found.

      Madge smelled of awe, and more than a little shock, but overriding both of those emotions was the citrus scent of desire and the solid warmth of deep affection. Silently she rose, slipping free of the blanket, no longer shy about her bra-less breasts swinging freely in her loose shirt. Her slender, naked legs flashed in the light as she approached me, her eyes locked upon mine.

      “How do you feel, CT? Are you… smelling new things? Do you feel… out of control?”

      As she asked that last question, she gripped the bottom of her long T-shirt and raised it slightly, giving me a peek of pale pink panties. My heart thudded in my chest, and the blood rushed through my ears as the beast within me stirred, but I easily held myself back from the desire to take her like a beast right then and there.

      “I feel… wonderful,” I said. “Not out of control or… wild… but I do scent new things or maybe it’s just that I finally understand what I always smelled? I’m not sure.”

      “Thank heavens…” Madge breathed. “You’re not one of the Betas. That could have been bad.”

      “You spoke of your husband… Danny, and of… Alphas?” Madge nodded, and I could see the need to speak filling her. “Tell me everything.”

      She glanced at my sleeping stepmom and motioned outside to the porch where we sat on the wooden edge, our feet resting on the slope. When she spoke it was in a rush, as if she’d been preparing what to reveal.

      “There’s a lot I don’t know.” It was odd having a woman a decade and a half my senior taking my orders so easily, especially since I didn’t feel wholly comfortable around her yet. “But Danny told me what he could. For the last century, a secret group has been behind most of the world’s greatest advances. In science, technology, the arts, media, politics… their influence is incalculable. At first, these individuals only existed in America, but the Enkyos Serum eventually got into the hands of other countries.

      “Danny told me enough to know it was a major scandal when Alphas started popping up all over the world. Well, the chaos and conflict, polarization and rise of extremist violence around the world was a result of that poor implementation, Danny always said. And since then, the writing has been on the wall. The Balphas are too violent and clannish. They’ve weaponized a brand of nationalism that made all this.”—she waved her hand back at the city in the far distance—“inevitable. War was inevitable, but Danny never imagined they’d use the Catalyst against us as a weapon.”

      I sat in silence for a few seconds, digesting what she’d said and fitting it in with what I knew of the world as it had been.

      “Balphas?” I asked. “That’s a dumb name. What about the others?”

      “That’s what Danny called them,” Madge said with a faint blush and a shrug. “He didn’t have much respect for them. There are few in America, or so I gathered. It’s rare a man has the genetic markers to catalyze the serum fully. Danny said they tested over a million men before they found him.”

      She looked off into the distance with a wistful expression, and I could sense the rush of loss and love she felt for her deceased husband. But the sadness had been softened by time, and she turned back to me with a warm smile, a heat growing there as she stared into my eyes, continuing.

      “Alpha is what they called Daniel and the others like him. I only met two of them, and they were both… impressive men. Just like my Danny.” The pride in her was fierce as she went on. “But he told me once of another… breed. He didn’t like talking about Tom… I think he was jealous of the man.” Her eyes twinkled with amusement, and she reached out and ran a long painted nail down my arm, sending a shiver up my spine.

      “There have only been two Prime Alphas. The first, Danny said, would be over a hundred and fifty years old now. And the last was Tom Redding.”

      “The Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, Tom Redding?” I asked with a half laugh.

      “Yes.”

      She said it so simply, expression so frank, that I knew she couldn’t be lying or acting.

      “And these mutants?” I asked. “Are they part of this too?”

      “Danny never mentioned anything like them to me,” Madge said with a shake of her head, the fear awakening in her at the horrific memories. “CT, this is more important than those monsters.”

      Her hand had trailed down my arm and now gripped mine, drawing it into her other hand to clasp it warmly between them.

      “Madge, there is a zombie apocalypse reigning in the world,” I said wryly. “I think that’s the most important thing right now. Staying alive and keeping clear of them.”

      “I didn’t say it wasn’t important at all, just that this is more important.” Her scent grew heavy with arousal, and I shifted uncomfortably, but she drew my hand closer to her heart. “CT, we have to think about humanity now. About binding ourselves into a tribe, into a… pride.”

      “We need to worry about staying alive,” I said, pushing down my own desires. It was easy to lose control in the dark of night, and easier to push those memories to the back of my mind. “I’m going to check on what those rednecks packed in the truck.”

      “CT, listen to her.” Ava’s voice brought me up short when I stood and turned, taking in her stunning body from naked toes, up toned legs, to her hourglass figure, and felt that ache inside turn painful. Shoving it down, I felt myself grow stubborn as Ava went on.

      “Last night was a shock, in more ways than one. I still don’t know what to think about everything.” Her pale cheeks darkened to a deep shade of red, and she tripped over her words before going on in a rush. “You know that… with those mutant-thingies. But everything’s gone now. Our home, our things, our jobs… everything, but each other.”

      “Before anything else, I’m going to make sure we have food, water, a first aid kit, and anything else essential to staying alive. Then we’re going to sit down and make a plan about what to do next, all of us together. After that…” My eyes skipped between the two of them and a low growl issued from the back of my throat as I mastered my desire.

      Ava and Madge shivered, the former actress’s nipples hardening against her long shirt. The moment hung between us, pregnant with meaning, then I groaned and gripped my stomach as it gave a loud rumble.

      “After that, we eat. I’m starving.”

      “Yes, you would be,” Madge said, her eyes sharp, weighing this new me against the old if I judged her correctly. Her scent smelled satisfied, while my stepmom’s smelled conflicted.
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      Pushing them out of my head the best I could, I walked over to the truck and began unlacing the cords holding the tarp in place. Beneath, I found more of what I had the night before when I peeked under it. Neatly arranged pallets of dry goods in weatherproof sealants and canned goods packaged in thick cardboard boxes to keep them from digging into the plastic containers of water and fuel.

      I found a kit near one of the fuel reserves with a funnel and tube that I figured was for siphoning the diesel out. Flicking the key over, I saw the gauge was below half and pulled the kit out. Choking on the mouthful of rancid liquid I took into my mouth as I sucked on the hose, I had it filled up in less than five minutes.

      Darnel and his father might have been honorless and ready to commit the vilest of acts, but I had to hand it to them when it came to preparing for an apocalypse. They had all the essentials we might need for several months alone in the wilderness, including many things for growing food and starting a homestead.

      There was a whole ice chest filled with seeds and cuttings from various fruit trees and grain crops. Enough to plant an entire farm for several seasons. I didn’t see what use we would have of such things, my appetite only craving meat and proteins, but it wouldn’t hurt to bring them with us if we decided to leave.

      Ammunition was in short supply, but only because of the variety of weapons stashed in a steel footlocker. I found a half dozen pistols, long rifles, two more shotguns, and one lovingly cared for automatic rifle. I don’t know much about guns, but it looked like what a soldier carried, complete with a half dozen doodads and gizmos attached to rails.

      I set the rifle and its soft case aside for later and took out a leather holster for the pistol I carried, strapping it about my shoulders and back so the gun sat along my side, leaving my arm free to swing. Pulling out a pair of smaller guns for Ava and Madge, I took out several boxes of ammo for everything. Three cans of chili, a package of bacon, and three cans of fruit cocktail would have to see us through the afternoon. Then I packed the truck back up, just in case we had to leave in a hurry.

      We would need to leave eventually, I decided, after hiking around the cabin and down into the surrounding hills for an hour. Other than dried creeks that had once run with snowmelt, there was no fresh water within easy walking distance of the cabin. I hadn’t seen running water in the kitchenette, just a reservoir and pump near the faucet, and we’d need to be in a place with ready access to water.

      It wasn’t only the search for water that drew me into the woods, but also the new sights, sounds, and smells that inundated me. I felt more alive than ever before in my life. My awareness extended beyond my sight with sound and smell.

      I could practically feel the small rodents and mammals scurrying away as I loped down narrow game trails. When I ran into the wind, I had fun startling the chipmunks and squirrels and hearing their little squeals of fright as I raced by. When they spotted me coming and hid in the underbrush, as opposed to scurrying up a tree, I sometimes stopped to sniff them out, feeling a savage thrill as they dashed away, trailing rancid fear in their wake.

      The little vermin didn’t appreciate me, but if it came down to it, I felt confident I could hunt with either the pistol in my holster or a rifle from the truck’s stash and keep us fed on meat. But something warned me that wouldn’t be enough for a long winter this far north, we would need fat and lots of it if we didn’t have a warm den.

      Returning to the cabin, I scented bacon on the wind and found my feet racing beneath me. I pulled up short when I spotted Madge and Ava standing on the side of the cabin, erecting a large bag on a steep rack set into the cabin’s frame. Neither had bothered to put on bras, though they wore tight workout pants of the same color and cut that must have come from Madge’s closet.

      As they wrestled the large bladder into place, small bits of water splashed out of the spigot, plastering their white shirts against their chests, backs, and torsos. My mouth went dry as I approached, seeing a fantasy playing out before me from many teenage nights.

      “You just going to stand there slack-jawed and staring?” Ava asked with an exasperated sigh. “Or you going to come help your old ma out?”

      “We’re putting this up for you, you know, CT,” Madge said, grunting as she tried to hook a steel loop over a hook on the frame.

      I couldn’t help but grin as I strode over, in no hurry to end the sight of their wet, sweaty bodies slipping against one another.

      “CT!”

      Ava couldn’t help but laugh as her feet nearly slipped, but I stepped up to catch her and the large bladder. The heavy and awkward thick plastic bag weighed more than I should have been able to carry alone, but I shouldered the thing up easily and looped the steel eyelets over the hooks.

      “There,” I said, “that wasn’t so hard.”

      “For you maybe,” Madge said, poking me in the arm, “but not all of us are perfect physical specimens.”

      “Don’t give CT any ideas,” Ava said with a laugh as we headed in, causing me to frown at her. “Wasn’t that late-night SkiniMax movie you were in about an alien with a perfect body who seduced men then ate them?”

      “Oh God, don’t remind me about that job. The Breeding Imperative was a massive flop. It actually came out in theaters first. Not that anyone saw it.”

      “I loved that movie,” I said, a touch defensively, my cheeks heating when both women looked at me with knowing grins.

      “You did?” Madge asked, her eyes dancing with amusement, a knowing smile tugging at her pale pink lips. “Tell me… what was your favorite scene?”

      We were pulling plates down from the small cupboard, and she leaned forward, giving me a delightful glimpse down the V-neck of her loose shirt. The wet materials still clung to her phenomenal breasts, and I tried hard not to stare with my stepmom standing right there, not wanting to be a complete ass.

      “Madge, leave him alone and get silverware, would you?” Ava threw me a wink as Madge moved off, and I felt warmed by her deflection. But the old dynamics of her needing to protect me no longer existed, and I found I didn’t miss them at all. “Have you given any thought to what we’re going to do?” Ava asked me as we took our seats, saving me from the embarrassment of having to admit the truth.

      Madge’s high status as an actress had always been intimidating, and now that there was a real possibility of living out my fantasies, I felt more comfortable around her than I could ever remember being.

      “I found a powerful radio in the truck and plugged it into the generator,” I said. “I want to see if we can find anyone or anything still broadcasting. It isn’t much, but it’s all we have right now.”

      “That’s a good plan,” Ava said with a firm nod. “It gives us something to do so we don’t go crazy cooped up in here.”

      “We won’t be able to stay for long,” I warned. “We don’t want to dig into our water reserves too far, and I don’t like how exposed we are on the mountainside. That being said, I want to thank you both for getting us to safety last night and dragging me out of there. If you hadn’t been so brave, I’d be dead right now.”

      “It was you who saved us,” Madge said. “Ava told me about your bravery and quick thinking last night, not to mention how you saved me from that terrible fate.” She shivered, pale pink spots blooming in her cheeks as she went on. “I can still feel that anger, rage, and… need filling me. It was unquenchable. Until you… saved me.”

      “Would you like more bacon, Madge?” Ava asked brightly, cutting through the growing sexual tension.

      “I would, thank you, dear.” Madge’s eyes never left my face as she took the platter of bacon from my stepmom and held out a crispy slice, dangling it before my lips. “How about you, CT? Would you like a tasty treat?”

      Opening my mouth, I let her slip it between my lips, the oddly erotic gesture compounding when her fingers grazed my lips. The salt and meat awoke the juices of my mouth, and my hunger rushed back in. Grunting in pleasure, I took the offered platter and filled my plate with food, digging in without waiting to be polite.
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      Ava ate in awkward silence while Madge and I exchanged heated glances. I would have managed my own lusts better, but the room was full of the former actress’s desire, and the beast was awakening within me, hungering to bond with and devour her.

      Ava’s scent was more complicated, filled with shame, fear, and desire, but overriding all of it was worry and a deep abiding love. Nature makes its demands of us all, and in my state of hunger and arousal, I was focused on the eager female before me.

      Forcing my thoughts away from images of her on TV and movie screens, I drew in deeply of her scent, parsing out pieces of her personality I’d never known. The woman had always been a flirt, charming men and women with the same ease, but I’d never suspected how deep her emotions ran. I sensed with Madge a well of untapped emotions, held in check for years behind a careful mask of her own making. The conservative exterior hid a woman filled with passions and desires that would make most women blush, all tied in the spikey scented knot of her.

      “You inhaled that, CT. Do you want me to make more?” Ava was pulling the empty plates off the table, but I barely registered her actions.

      “Yes… Ava… go get more… ohhh God, I can feeeeel your desire… this isn’t like Danny… Oh, God!”

      A chair scraped across wood, and a dim thought registered that it was mine as the image before me shifted in angle. I rose while Madge fell to her knees, her thick, pink lips trembling. The air was filled with the aroma of a woman in heat, and I trembled for a second, hovering on the edge of not knowing who it was I wanted to claim first. Until a faint breeze marking the door opening took that decision from me as someone fled the aroma of my desire.

      My breath caught when Madge’s hair wafted in the wind. Dark at the roots and golden blonde throughout, she had twin strands of white blonde that framed her gorgeous face, the same two strands and face from a screen-cap I’d stolen in my youth.

      “Suck it,” I ordered in a rough voice, the words shocking me more than they did Madge.

      The woman’s white teeth flashed in a grin of delight, and she shuffled forward. The table was in her way, and I slid it aside, drawing in a deep breath, making sure the surroundings were safe as Madge’s slender fingers slid into the waistband of my jeans. With smooth, unhurried movements, she had the fly undone and had slipped a warm hand within the opening of my pants, eyes widening as it reached deep down along the thickening shaft of my cock.

      “I never dreamed to serve another Alpha,” Madge breathed as her fingers drew my thickness forth. “Although I prayed… Prayed you would grow into one, CT.” Her eyes flashed into a grin of pleasure at the disbelief on my face. “Oh yes, I’ve dreamed of you… of oh my… of this beautiful cock for years. Did you think about me, CT? Did you watch my movies and fantasize abou…. Ohhhhh gooodd baby!”

      Her words sparked my desire, but I’d had enough words at that point and with a deep growl of need I flexed my cock, a clear bead of pre-cum oozing out the tip. Its scent filled the little cabin, and Madge swooned, her fingers trembling as they flexed around the hardening shaft of my cock.

      Eyes locked upon the head and face slack with need, she drew me into her fiery mouth with a whimper of pleasure that was matched by another to my side. My attention was fixated on the gorgeous woman before me though, and I couldn’t afford to take in my stepmom who’d collapsed beside the doorway.

      Madge’s hands circled the base, and I gasped in pleasure as she sucked hard on the tip, the tip of her tongue licking clear my pre-cum, causing a happy purr to rumble from her belly. This was my first blowjob, and I’d never experienced such intense and acute pleasure before.

      Sucking in a deep breath through my nostrils, I tried to stave off my orgasm as Madge lavished her attention on my cock. Saliva pooled out of her thick lips, coating her fingers as they glided up and down the thick shaft of my cock. She could only fit the head into her small mouth, but she sucked it hard, cheeks hollowing as her tongue darted around the head, teasing places I hadn’t known were points of pleasure.

      “Swallow… it!”

      “Mhnnn NGHHNNNN!” Madge’s eyes flashed open as the first thick blast of cum struck the back of her throat, but she managed not to cough, swallowing quickly.

      Her pupils swelled so wide they drowned out the pale green, and I watched them shiver oddly. Then they rolled back into her skull and Madge fell onto the cabin’s hardwood floor. Her body convulsed in a shocking display of pleasure, tongue lolling out the side and hips thrusting into the air as if she were fucking an imaginary cock.

      Her shirt was still plastered to her chest and torso, outlining the large breasts I’d dreamed of for so long, and I fell upon the woman with the hunger of a beast newly awoken to the pleasures of the world. Which I was, in truth.

      “Yes, take me! Fuck me, you gorgeous boy!”

      Her desperate words cut off as our lips found one another’s, and with a growl of need, I tore her clothing away, flinging the rags aside as I gazed down at the woman’s incredible body. She looked just as I remembered, but if anything, the years had enhanced and ripened her youthful beauty.

      There would be time later to taste and tease her as she deserved. Now, the deep connection forming between us called for something more immediate. She felt it too, or her need to be filled with my cock guided her. Either way, the hand pulling at my ass and the fist closing around my cock, pressing the fat head into her wet lips, were desperate.

      “YES! Ohhh baby… so… so fucking big! Fuck me, CT, take me, take me, baby, take me, oh baby, Momma’s cumming so fucking hard on this big dick-nnnggnnnnnnhhhh!”

      The scent of her filled my head, but it was the incredible pleasure of her tightness wrapped around my cock and the slickness of her pussy that consumed me. One hand gripped her firm, wide ass as I thrust into her with long, hard strokes, the beast within driving me, while the other hand gripped the back of her head as I kissed and tasted her neck.

      All awareness of where I was and who might be watching was gone, and all that mattered was this incredible creature beneath me and making sure I claimed her as completely and totally as possible with pleasure before flooding her womb with my seed.

      When Madge’s first orgasm hit, the tightness around my cock nearly drove me over the edge, but I managed to hold on as a second, then a third orgasm rolled through her. Nails dug into my back as the wet sounds and guttural groans of our lovemaking echoed down the slope.

      Finally, I could hold back no longer and with both hands gripping her ass, I drove in until the head of my cock nestled against her cervix and shot a massive load of cum straight into her womb.

      “Ohhhh, ohhhhh it’s so hot… sho… hnnnmmm…”

      Panting, I slowly caught my breath and drew my arms out from under the slack form of Madge. Glancing down, I saw the whites of her eyes showing and her pussy still shivered around my cock, the only signs the pleasure coma hadn’t fully taken her.

      Lifting myself on shaky arms and legs, I stood and almost fell back over when I took in the sight of my stepmom sitting against the cabin wall, her legs spread and a large wet stain spreading where her hands worked between her legs. Her large blue eyes stared at my cum slick cock, almost in fear as the tension built between us. Seeing her hesitation, but scenting her overwhelming desire, I took one step toward my mom, intent on removing the question from her mind.

      RING! RING! RING!

      The sound of a loud alarm bell ringing shocked us both.

      “ALPHA COMMAND, REPEAT, THIS IS ALPHA COMMAND… THIS MESSAGE IS A RECORDING, BROADCAST TO ANY WHO SURVIVE. COLORADO SANCTUARY IS THE FALLBACK LOCATION, REPEAT, COLORADO SANCTUARY IS THE FALLBACK LOCATION. TO THOSE WHO SURVIVE, ALPHAS REPORT… RECORDING OVER.”

      We looked at each other in shock, then the alarm sounded again, making us jump.

      RING! RING! RING!

      “Colorado?” Madge asked, sitting up with a bleary smile on her face, hair a mess from our sex. “It’s lovely this time of year. You’ll both love it.”

      I wanted to snort in laughter at the absurdity of the moment, but Ava got a horrified look on her face when she realized what she had been about to do, what she still wanted to do. I could see and smell the emotions switch over in her as she fled outside. When I went to follow her, Madge grabbed my hand, stopping me.

      “Leave her,” she said. “It’s a lot to handle… everything that’s happened… Give Ava some time. She’ll come around; I promise.”

      “I should check on her,” I said with a frown. “It’s not safe—”

      “She won’t go far.” Madge knelt before me once again, and the heat in her eyes caused my cock to bounce, drawing a grin to her lips. “You and I have some bonding to do. Danny and I never got a chance to conceive before he was taken from me, but I’m going to make sure you and I are perfectly compatible.”

      “Oh, really?” I asked, running my fingers through her soft hair and drawing her lips to the side of my cock. “And how will you do that?”

      “You already gave me my orders, sir.” Madge’s eyes twinkled with amusement as she planted soft kisses up the side of my cock. “I’m to drink you down… and I plan to make a habit of it, so sit down and get comfortable… because this is going to be the best blowjob you’ve ever had.”

      I heard Ava’s sniffles dry up and the dirt shift under her feet as she drew close and knew she would be all right in time. Madge was right, the stress of the past twenty-four hours, on top of what she’d witnessed, had been too much for her. A large part of me wanted to push Madge aside and claim my stepmother as my woman, but could I really do that? Could I become that much of a lecherous pervert?

      I already knew the answer as I sat on the armless chair and pulled Madge’s hot mouth back over my cock. Watching the gorgeous actress worshipping my cock, her massive breasts swaying side to side and the scent of her wet sex filling the cabin, I realized this was exactly where I was supposed to be, and in time, all things would come to the patient hunter.

      Sighing in pleasure, I let Madge’s thick lips and eager tongue do their work as she sought her reward. Soon we would travel, and I couldn’t say what might be awaiting us in this new world, but one thing was certain, whatever it brought, I’d have my gorgeous stepmom and her best friend at my side.
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      It only took Madge a couple of minutes, with her impressive skill, to be rewarded with a mouthful of my cum. Watching her swallowing it down as if it was ambrosia nearly got me hard again, but I was already feeling rude, so I popped up and buttoned my pants.

      My head swam, vision narrowing as the blood rushed from my head. My limbs were weak, and I wanted nothing more than to seek out my bed, or rut with Madge for another hour or two. Either sounded blissful, but sounds near the truck drew me outside to find Ava pulling a large map out of the glove box and opening it on the hood.

      “Mom, we should—” I started to speak, but she cut me off, talking quickly as she pointed at the map.

      “Do you think they could have meant this army base in the mountains? Or maybe this facility above the pass? There are a lot of roads leading toward Colorado, which do you think we should take?”

      She pointedly didn’t look over at me, but I didn’t sense anger from her posture or scent, more confusion. Figuring it was best to let her deal with the emotions on her own and content to leave the awkwardness for another time, I looked down at the map and traced a line with my finger south, then east.

      “We should try to avoid large settlements, but we’ll want to resupply if we can. One of these small towns along the highway is sure to have an ammo store and somewhere we can fill up on diesel if we need to.”

      “That’s smart,” Ava said, nodding. “And the closer we get, we can set up the radio again and see if we can figure out where to go from there.”

      “Mom.” I rested a hand on her shoulder and frowned when she flinched, her expression one of pain but her scent that of desire. She opened her mouth to cut me off again, but I overrode her. “This is important. With everything that’s happened, with all these changes… I need to know… that you don’t think I’m a monster or something.”

      “Oh, Court, never!” Her expression changed, melting into one of reassurance and love as she stepped close and almost rested her hand on my cheek before pulling it back as if burned. “This has changed all of us, and no, I’d never think any less of you. Especially not for… I’m sure you two will be very happy together.”

      She tried to sound happy, but there was a stiffness to her tone and a sharpness to her scent that was quickly smothered by love, making it impossible to discern.

      “Since the shower is set up,” I said, “we should take advantage of it before we head out.”

      Mom’s expression grew nervous and her scent as well, but I leaned into the truck and pulled out a long rifle.

      “You and Madge wash up while it’s still light out. I’ll go see if I can shoot us some meat to help the food stretch.”

      “You’re not a hunter,” Ava said with a frown as I headed for the woods.

      “True, but I have one bar of connection and 20% battery left. I should be able to learn what I need to from YouTube.”

      She opened her mouth to object to the idiocy of my statement, but I was already moving down the slope and into the dense trees. I had to get away from the sight and scent of her. It was driving the beast within me wild, even after it had just sated itself upon Madge.

      I’d never been hunting, but I’d learned plenty from friends and reading, or so I’d thought. The actual work of spotting and downing game turned out to be harder than it had seemed, even with how in touch with my surroundings I suddenly was.

      Those first few minutes in the woods were a revelation, as sounds and smells opened my mind to a world far richer and deeper than I’d dreamed. I could hear worms crawling in the dirt and the snap of birds’ wings as they darted above. The smells were even more intoxicating, and I spent long minutes just drawing in deep inhalations and experiencing the world more fully than I ever had before.

      I had it in my mind that I would drop a deer or elk, giving us weeks’ worth of meat to smoke or freeze, but there was no sign of larger game in the trails down the mountain’s slope. In the end, I posted up beside a tree near a creek and hunkered down beside the rabbit trail. It took three hours before the first rabbit appeared, but once I dropped it with a near shot to the skull, I was able to kill two more in quick succession.

      YouTube proved to be the boon I’d hoped it would be, and after sharpening the knife I’d taken to a razor-sharp edge, I carefully removed the fur and innards, quartering the rabbits up and wrapping the furs.

      When I returned, I found Ava and Madge laughing together in the cabin, and my shoulders relaxed. I hadn’t realized how tense I was in anticipation of returning and finding a frosty atmosphere or awkwardness between the two women.

      “Look, Ava, CT got some rabbits!” Madge had a careful expression, as if she were walking on eggshells around Ava, and I figured not everything was copacetic.

      Mom’s eyes found me, and I saw relief and love fill them, but threaded through her scent was a faint whiff of embarrassment, so I pushed aside what I’d been about to say and held up the meat.

      “Think you can do something with this?”

      “We’ll make a stew,” Ava said, her smile warm and a touch shy as she took the wrapped bundles from me. “Why don’t you go shower. You’re starting to smell rather ripe, young man.”

      She turned away when I stepped close, scrunching her nose at my odoriferous nature, and Madge hopped up, taking my arm.

      “We set everything up for you out back.” Madge’s hair smelled of berries, which made my stomach rumble in hunger. “Once you’re clean, we’ll fill this belly of yours.”

      She grinned up at me, patting my stomach with a warm hand, her eyes gleaming with amusement. When we stepped out back, she whispered quickly in my ear, her words so quiet I barely heard them.

      “She’s going to be yours, but she’s nervous and will vacillate. She just needs time to come to terms with this new reality. You can tell our fertility, yes?” Her eyes were tense, as though my answer had more meaning than it seemed.

      I was about to shake my head. The idea seemed preposterous, but then her scent registered more fully. Madge’s womanhood had a hint of blood in it, and my cock began hardening when I parsed the smell, realizing it meant Madge was ovulating as we spoke. If I hadn’t already made love with her that day, I might have bent her over right there and taken her. The beast within hungered for her viable womb so powerfully.

      “You can!” she hissed, eyebrows waggling when she saw my expression change. “Danny told me the most powerful Alphas can…” She glanced back over her shoulder inside and bit her bottom lip before going on. “Ava wants you. She might not be ready to admit it, but I know her better than she knows herself and I want her in our pride. Be patient and eventually it will be both of our mouths on that gorgeous cock of yours.” A shiver ran down my back as her hot breath tickled my neck, then she pulled back and spoke in a normal voice. “Here’s the soap. Just put it back in the bag when you’re all done. And don’t take too long out here. I know what young men do in the shower.”

      Madge threw me a wink as she stepped back, letting her eyes trail down my torso and biting her bottom lip in delight when I popped the top of my jeans.

      “Madelyn, will you help me with the stew?” Ava called, causing Madge to roll her eyes and throw me another wink before she went in to help.

      The shower had no pressure, but the warm water was refreshing. Washing off the grime from the past day felt even better, and I took my time soaping off every bit of it. When I finally felt clean and refreshed, I turned off the spigot and found a towel from the cabin and clean clothes resting on the bench beside the cabin’s door.

      I took a couple minutes to enjoy the last of the evening’s warmth as it reached around the mountain from the west. There was an odd peacefulness to the world, and it took me a long minute to realize it was the absence of humanity’s sounds. No airplanes passed by overhead or cars and trucks on the distant highway.

      The only thing that reached my ears was the hum of nature, wakening to the fledgling night and the quiet laughter and chatter of Madge and Ava as they worked in the small kitchenette. I shouldn’t have found solace and comfort in this unknown world, but I did, standing there on the mountain’s slope.

      Pulling out the map again, I used the last of the sun’s light to chart a course east and south to the Colorado range. I wanted to avoid Bend, and any other major settlements, but needed to make sure we hit at least one pit stop along the way to refuel. My guess was that the reserves we carried in the bed of the truck would see us for a thousand miles, but I wanted to make sure we never ran below half full if we could manage it.

      The eastern half of Oregon and Idaho would pose a few challenges, but my biggest concern was crossing over the Grand Tetons and then up into the Rockies. Once we got up into those higher elevations, our choices would begin to narrow almost immediately.

      Walking around the trunk, I ruminated on the problem as I noted where the bed could take a camper or covering. Hopping into the bed, I began rearranging things, so they lay flat across the entire bed, instead of lumped up on one side. This would help with weight distribution, and once I had it all laid out, I saw it would make a fine bed once we got something to lay on top of the tarp.
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      When I finally headed in, a fire had been built up, giving the room a warm, cheerful glow. Ava and Madge had their own glow going, as they’d managed to scrounge a pair of wine bottles out of a cupboard and were well into the first by the time I stepped in.

      “Grab a cup,” Madge said, indicating a plastic cup waiting for me, “and you better hurry before Ava finishes the rest.”

      “Oh, hush,” Ava said with a little laugh, swatting her friend. I was relieved to see her in better spirits as I grabbed a cup and poured myself some red wine.

      Poking my head over the bubbling stew, I gave it a sniff, stomach rumbling, but I could see the thick chunks of potatoes were still too firm yet.

      “It will be another thirty minutes or so till it’s ready,” Ava said, handing me a package of Hawaiian buns. “Here Madge found these. Will they tide you over?”

      “The boy needs meat and protein now,” Madge said when I slipped beside her on the small couch. “Isn’t that right?”

      “The buns will hold me over,” I said, taking the package gratefully and digging into the sweet, soft rolls.

      “I’ve been thinking about that message we heard, and I’m not sure we can put our trust in it completely,” Ava said, settling back in her chair and sipping her wine. From the droop of her eyelids, it was obvious the alcohol was starting to affect her. “Colorado is a big state and a long way away. I don’t know if we should leave the area and everything we know on that message alone.”

      “What other options do we have?” I asked. “I don’t like it any more than you, but it’s the only lead we have to go on. We can wait here for a few more days, I guess… see if we learn anything else or see something interesting happening around Portland. PDX is nearby.”

      “Drink up, CT. Ava and I aren’t going to be the only ones with a hangover tomorrow.” Ava shot Madge a warning look, obviously wanting to object to her underage son drinking but realizing how ridiculous that would be given our situation. Madge went right on as if she didn’t notice Ava’s glare.

      “What do we know so far?” She ticked things off on her long, slender fingers. “One, the world is basically kaput, or at least North America is, and we have to assume Asia, Europe, South America, Africa… So basically, the entire world. Second.”—she held up a second finger—“the bombs that were dropped emitted a gas that… changed everyone into some kind of rabid monsters. Except”—her eyes locked on Ava with a sparkle of amusement as my stepmom buried her face in her cup—“for those of us lucky enough to be imprinted by a newly formed Alpha. Which leads us to one of our biggest questions. Why is CT different from all the other men in the city? Are there others like him, or us, who survived the apocalypse yesterday?”

      Silence reigned after she stopped speaking, and I took a big sip of the wine, almost coughing it out as I inhaled the fumes. I’d had a few sips here and there but never a full glass, let alone this cup, which looked like twelve ounces at least. I contemplated what Madge had said as I sipped the wine, enjoying the flavor more and more as a warmth spread out from my belly, relaxing me.

      “We have to assume others survived,” I said into the silence. “Have to assume there will be pockets of resistance as well as those who seek advantage in the new world order. I can’t imagine those bombs and that gas reached everywhere.”

      “You’re right,” Ava said with a shiver and a big sip of her wine. “We might find the rural areas more chaotic and dangerous than the cities if that’s the case.”

      “Good point.” I nodded, then pulled out the map I’d taken from the truck and spread it open on the narrow coffee table, Ava and Madge crowding in close to see what I pointed out. “I was thinking we could head down this highway, and if worse comes to worst, we can head out on these fire roads or pop down to the freeway. I’d like to avoid Boise if we can, but there aren’t a lot of options that I see. Hopefully, we can pick up more reliable maps as we get closer.”

      “I have a phone charger,” Ava said, hopping up and running over to her bag. “Let’s keep our batteries full and download offline maps tonight on the little service we have.”

      “Another good thought,” Madge said, slipping an arm in mine and pressing herself close to my side. Her cheeks had a rosy glow in the firelight, and a bleary smile was working its way onto her lips. “Why don’t we head to sleep? It’s getting late and I’m exhausted.”

      “Oh,” Ava said when she turned and saw Madge clinging to me, her expression falling, “I thought maybe we could stay up planning and maybe play one of the games you have here?”

      “What?” Madge asked, her tone sharper than expected. “Like truth or dare? We aren’t schoolgirls anymore, Ava. We need our rest while it’s dark and safe so we can be off at dawn.”

      “You’re right,” Ava said, snatching up the remaining bottle of wine. “Leave your phones out and I’ll… hic… plug them in and clean up… I assume you’ll both be taking the mattress?”

      “Yes—”

      “You’re free to join us whenever you like,” Madge said, in a tone that signaled she didn’t care one way or the other as she stared up into my eyes, long fingers trailing down my cheek. “But CT here is going to need a lot of… support. A young Alpha like him has powerful… needs.”

      A deep growl issued from the back of my throat, the heat of the woman pressed to my side combined with the thick scent of desperate desire hanging about the cabin had my heart pounding. The beast within stirred as I picked Madge up, her delighted squawk putting more steel in my cock as it strained against my jeans.

      I was dimly aware of my stepmom standing with the phone charger held numbly in one hand, her phone dangling from the other. Jaw hanging open, she watched us with a hungry, almost tortured expression as Madge slipped out of her clothes and drew the large blanket over us. Oddly, as much as the actress's naked beauty trapped my gaze, it was my stepmom’s scent that filled my head. The air reeked of her aroma like she was a beast in heat.

      Earlier, I’d been overcome with lust and need and unable to fully appreciate Madge’s sexy body. Now, under cover of darkness and the blankets, and with the alcohol warming my limbs, I took my time, exploring her every sensitive place. All sense of propriety or shame was gone, replaced by a more powerful and immediate motivator than anything else as I sought to give the wonderful pleasures I’d received.

      Kissing my way down her slender neck, I gathered first one large breast, then the other to my lips, kissing and suckling the nipples as Madge mewled in pleasure, her fingers running through my hair and caressing my cock. Massaging and sucking hard on one nipple, I slipped my fingers into her wet entrance and teased her slit.

      Madge was breathless with desire as I kissed a trail down her smooth stomach and tasted her womanhood. Her sharp cries of pleasure filled the small cabin, as did her moans of joy as her pleasure peaked. Then I was between her legs, driving deep into her tightness. The warmth from earlier, a hazy memory, was suddenly wrapped around my cock again, transporting me into a world of bliss.

      “Oh, baby… yes… yes! Fuck me… take me, CT… make me yours!”

      Madge’s and my lips kept finding one another’s, our tongues warring as our loins slapped together. The woman was a wildcat, her nails raking my back and her teeth digging into my bottom lip as she swung one leg over, rolling atop me.

      Sitting back, the gorgeous actress whipped her thick hair back over one shoulder, hands pressed together on my chest, squeezing her large breasts together. Biting her bottom lip, the woman rode me, drawing my hands up to cup and massage her boobs as she came on my cock for the second time.

      I nearly exploded within her as I watched an object of my young fantasies getting off with my dick deep inside her, but Madge wasn’t about to let me go yet. Purring like a cat, she collapsed atop me. Pulling my lips to one large nipple, she hissed in pleasure, her pussy shivering as aftershocks of her great orgasm swept through her.

      Gripping her wide ass, I drove up into her with powerful strokes, feeling my balls tighten as the orgasm built and built until finally, with a powerful grunt, I released my seed deep within Madge’s womb. Her shriek of pleasure as shot after shot of cum flooded her echoed off the walls and was the last thing I remembered as she collapsed atop me, the pair of us passing out from exhaustion and overwhelming pleasure.

      Dark dreams receded as I swam up from the vision of jungle and forest into a pastel wonderland of pleasure.

      Moaning, my eyes blinked open to see that the pitch black of midnight clung to everything. Unable to make anything out in the darkness, I reached down, the world fading as my focus narrowed on the incredible pleasure radiating out from my cock as warm, wet lips slid up and down it, along with strong fingers.

      “Madge.” I gasped. “That’s… oh God that feels so good. Don’t stop.”

      Madge paused when I spoke, her shoulders and hands tensing, but when I told her not to stop, she moaned and started sucking me even more intensely. I gasped again when her tongue snaked around the head, her motions more sloppy and drunken than I remembered her being, but at that moment I couldn’t care. Her lips formed a tight ring, teasing beneath the head with her fingers, while her tongue teased the tip and swirled around it as if eager to gather every drop of pre-cum the moment it came out.

      Reaching under the blankets, I ran my fingers through her hair and blinked in surprise when I found it pulled back in a loose braid like Ava normally wore to bed. Flicking aside the blanket with my other hand, I gasped in shock when I beheld my stepmother’s gorgeous face, twisted with lust, her chin smeared and cheeks hollowed out as she sucked hard on the tip of my cock.

      “Mom?” I asked incredulously.

      “MHMmm Imm snnghnny, mhmmmHH!”

      She tried to speak, but the room filled with the manly scent of my musk and her eyelids fluttered, rolling back as I watched her hips shaking side to side. The scent of her naked pussy reached me and her eyes bulged as my cock thickened.

      “NGGHHFFF!!”

      “Oh God, Mom… I’m going to… Drink it down… Yes!”

      “MMhhmmMM!!”

      Ava moved back so just the tip of my cock rested in the tight circle of her lips and she sucked hard, tongue teasing the tip as I shot again and again into her mouth and throat. The beast within me hungered to complete the deed, to forge the connection and stifle the overwhelming scent of her womanhood, but my stepmom fled the cabin, and I was left gasping in the wake of my orgasm and clutching at the blankets.

      I considered chasing after her but knew she needed to be alone, and in moments, dreams stole me under. Dreams that had always been fantasies and were now becoming reality.
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      I woke to the smell of coffee, but a hint of metallic notes in the scent told me it was instant coffee. Rolling clear of the blankets and pulling on my jeans, I wiped the sleep from my eyes and blinked away the last of my tiredness.

      “Morning, sleepyhead,” Madge said as she handed me a cup of black coffee. “It’s about ten years old and instant, but it’s all we have. No cream or sugar, unfortunately.”

      “This is perfect,” I said, taking the cup and blowing on the steaming liquid. “Thank you.”

      “Ava’s getting some things from the truck to cook for breakfast… She’s been oddly silent this morning. Did anything happen last night after I passed out?”

      Madge’s eyes sparkled with amusement when she saw the heat in my cheeks, but at that moment my stepmom stepped into the cabin with a bundle of groceries in her arms. She caught my eyes, and her face turned white, like she’d seen a ghost, and she cut her eyes away from me as she hurried over to the kitchenette.

      “Nothing that I can remember,” I said, watching Ava’s shoulders relax visibly.

      I could smell the woman’s storm of anxiety, shame, and threading through all of it an overwhelming desire that she struggled to keep in check. Madge frowned, but after glancing at Ava and me, got a circumspect expression and shot me a wink before changing the subject, warning me we weren’t done talking about this, but that she’d wait until we were alone.

      “I’ve been thinking, it’s going to be cramped in that cab with the three of us practically sitting on top of each other. If we take turns driving, one of us will practically be in one another’s lap.” Ava turned and shot Madge a frown of disapproval, which only brought a laugh from the gorgeous actress who shifted beside me, throwing her arm around my shoulder and causing Ava to turn back quickly.

      “I’ve got an idea about that,” I said. “First we need to find a cover for the bed. Something sturdy enough that it can serve as a defense as well as cover to protect our food and supplies from the weather.” Madge nodded in approval as I spoke and even Ava turned and listened with interest. “Second, we need to find a motorcycle. Preferably one that runs on diesel as that’s the same fuel as the truck. And something that can go off-road.”

      “That sounds dangerous, CT,” my stepmom said. “Can you shoot a gun from a motorcycle? You’d be so exposed.”

      “I know,” I said, nodding. “There are risks, but a bike would be able to scout ahead and go into places where a truck can’t, and they’re light on fuel. That’s a good point about shooting from the back of a bike. I’m not sure how that would work.”

      “Maybe a four-wheeler?” Madge asked, helpfully.

      “Perhaps,” I said with a frown. “But that isn’t as nimble as a bike would be.”

      Bacon sizzled in the pan, and Madge joined Ava in preparing breakfast and sandwiches for the day. While they cooked, we debated the pros and cons of finding a motorcycle and went back over our route for the day. We didn’t make plans to camp in any one particular place, not knowing where we would end up, but I marked off several spots that looked likely to be secure, including several fire roads that ran along ridgelines where there were cell phone relay towers.

      By the time we sat down to eat, all the tension between Ava and I had faded, and we were comfortable and relaxed around one another again. It was as if the night before had been a dream. I could still scent her anxiety and shame, but like the desire, it had been crushed under a swelling tide of love and comfort.

      I felt a sense of loss as we packed everything out to the truck. It was a tiny cabin, without many of the amenities I’d call the hallmark of civilization, but it had become an oasis in a world gone mad. I’d almost forgotten about mutants and Alphas, almost.

      “I wouldn’t bother locking it up,” I said when Madge took out the key from its hideaway spot. “If anyone does come by, might as well let it be a refuge for them too.”

      “I guess you’re right,” the beautiful woman said, resting a hand on the cabin's doorframe fondly. “This will probably be the last time I see her. We’ve had some good memories together.”

      Patting the wooden frame, she turned back and climbed into the truck beside Mom, who was crushed awkwardly between us on the bench seat. Glancing back to double-check that everything was tied down, I fired up the engine and started down the mountainside. A distant rumble reached my ears, and I looked out toward the city. A short distance off, I spotted a swarm of mutants, almost like a dense blanket, deep rolling forward through the forest, coming from the direction of Portland.

      We left right on time, I thought, pushing the pedal down and keeping the observation to myself, not wanting to frighten the women.

      Ava flicked on the radio, but every station was static on both AM and FM. When she flicked it off, I started whistling a little tune.

      “On the road again…” Mom’s clear soprano rang out, singing along and delighting me. “I just can’t wait to be on the road again!”

      “Ava,” Madge said in surprise, “I didn’t know you could sing!”

      “I grew up in the church,” Ava said, her cheeks an even deeper shade of red than when she’d first seen me that morning. “I haven’t done it for years… Don’t like to be heard by strangers, but I guess now…”

      “Well, we have our entertainment for the trip then,” Madge said, reaching into her backpack between her feet and pulling out a harmonica.

      “What the hell is that?” I asked, laughing.

      The older beauty flicked her hair back over one shoulder and leaned against the doorframe, putting the harmonica to her lips and breathing through it. My focus had to stay on the narrow, winding road that led down the mountainside, but I almost drove off the track when I first heard Madge play.

      “Did you learn that for that musical you did?”

      “Yeah,” Madge said with a wide grin. “Actually, I had on my resume that I could play, and that’s why they hired me. Found someone to teach me in three weeks before filming started. Come on, sister, let’s hear you sing something, and I’ll try to keep up.”

      “I don’t know…” I didn’t have to smell the embarrassment to know it would be there. I’d known Ava had a beautiful voice for years. Though she never sang around me, I’d caught her singing when she didn’t know I was home. What I hadn’t been prepared for was the scent of unworthiness wrapped around her embarrassment.

      “The only living ears who can hear you are loved ones,” I said, “and we’ve got a long drive ahead of us. I’d appreciate a little music.”

      I wanted to reach over and rest my hand on her thigh, but her hands were twisted together in her lap and I sensed she wasn’t ready for such familiarity yet. It was enough that our hips, thighs, and shoulders were pressed together.

      “Okay, then… let’s see.”

      She closed her eyes and composed herself, then began in a high, clear voice that sent my soul soaring with it into heaven.

      “Every night in my dreams, I see you, I feeeeel you!”

      Madge’s eyes bulged at the daring song choice, and she tried to keep up with her harmonica. The next hour, as we wound our way onto the highway east, I was treated to a mini concert as Ava sang and Madge played, joining in to harmonize now and then.

      Their song cut off abruptly in screams of surprise when the first mutant came loping out of a garage across the frontage road and began angling toward us on the highway. It was a simple thing to run the fat man down, careful to make sure he didn’t catch on the under chassis or ruin the alignment as we rolled over him.

      “I’d almost begun to forget,” Madge said, her face even whiter than my stepmom’s.

      “We aren’t out of the woods yet,” I said, pointing ahead to the bridge spanning a river. “That doesn’t look good at all.”

      On the other side of the bridge was a downed semi, its contents spilled across the roadway. It wasn’t blocking the bridge, thank God, but we could clearly see a large group of the creatures milling about behind the truck, near a highway patrol station on the side of the road.

      “Madge, you drive. Ava, you post up in the passenger window.” I stopped the truck and grabbed my shotgun and pistols and hopped out of the cab.

      “Where are you going?” Ava asked, fear making her throat tight.

      “I’ll be up here,” I said, hopping into the bed.
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      Standing in the back and leaning against the cab, I could scan the whole perimeter of the truck and keep myself braced. It took a second for the women to slip across one another, and I could smell Madge’s spiked anxiety. Pulling open the small window, I gripped the beautiful woman’s shoulder and offered her a reassuring smile.

      “You’re going to do great, Madge. Just keep it steady and no matter what don’t stop. Once we get to the other side of the bridge, try to turn a large circle around the pack there. Keep them on the passenger side so Ava and I have clear shots.”

      Madge didn’t respond, but nodded firmly, hands tightening on the steering wheel and tiny beads of sweat breaking out on her upper lip and forehead as nerves and fear set in. I glanced over at my stepmom, and while she offered me a comforting smile, I saw fear in her eyes. Not fear for herself, oddly, but for me.

      “I love you, CT,” she breathed, reaching up and gripping my hand before releasing it quickly.

      “I love you too,” I said, and then we were moving.

      Standing, I drew in a deep breath through my nose and let it out my mouth slowly. Fear only sharpened my senses, and as adrenaline and other battle juices coursed through me, I found myself eager for the coming fight.

      Madge screamed in terror when we started across the bridge, and the first mutants spotted us. They were big men, still dressed in their highway patrol uniforms but missing weapons and tool belts. I ordered Madge to punch it when the pair raced toward the bridge, not wanting us to get bottlenecked, and raised my shotgun, dropping both with two slugs to the chest.

      Aiming while the truck rattled beneath me was much harder than when on foot, but once again time slowed, and I was able to line up the shotgun’s sights and fire in the moment between heartbeats. My pride faded into worry as near on fifteen more mutants streamed around the downed truck and I was forced to spread my legs and hunker down as Madge cut the wheel hard to the left.

      We popped off the road and onto the angled slope beside it in a wide looping turn. I could hear Madge muttering to herself, a dialogue of some kind if I didn’t miss my guess. The woman shocked me with her efficacy at handling the heavy truck on the loose slope, and again when we popped onto the turnout, without fishtailing.

      Madge even put the heavy truck into a sort of drift as we circled around. A pistol shot broke me away from admiring Madge’s driving skills as Ava put a bullet into the dirt at the lead mutant’s feet. Raising the shotgun again, I walked the sight back down the line of mutants streaming after us in our wake.

      My plan worked better than intended. The faster mutants, those with fully functioning legs, got out front of the line fast making it easy to drop them quickly. After that, it was simple work to pick off the rest as they strung out behind the truck. Most were too stupid to realize we were driving in a circle, but one mutant paused after we’d dropped half of them and cocked its head.

      I watched curiously as its haggard face twisted in thought, the effort clearly difficult. After a second of watching our path, it darted on the angled approach to where we were headed, cutting the turn. It was simple enough to blow the mutant’s legs out from under him, then put a slug through its spine, stopping it in place.

      The fact that the creature could learn, or think, was troubling, although I couldn’t put my finger on exactly why. They weren’t the mindless beasts they’d first appeared to be, or at least not all of them. We still hadn’t seen many women who’d survived the chaos of that first night, except one or two nearly as large as the surrounding mutants.

      When the last gnashing monster fell, I ordered Madge to stop and hopped out of the bed and walked down the line, putting a slug in the heads of any that still moved. Once the grisly business was done, I hopped back in and had her drive up into the sheriff’s parking lot.

      “You want one of us to come in with you?” Ava asked as I reloaded my shotgun and pulled a flashlight from my pack.

      “No, you stay here. Two sets of eyes on lookout are better than one. If you see anything at all,” I warned, “lay on the horn and I’ll come right out.”

      “I don’t like this, CT,” Madge said, her hands twisting on the steering wheel. “Can’t we just drive on?”

      “We need more ammo,” I said, “and I might find other useful stuff in here.”

      Worrying that if I waited around any longer I might start to have second thoughts, I pushed open one of the glass doors leading into the foyer. The first door I found had a keypad lock, but the power was out in the building so the door pulled open without me having to turn the handle.

      A chill passed down my back as the reek of stale sweat, feces, and the iron scent of blood reached me. The smell was almost overwhelming, but the thought of plugging my nostrils was anathema to my being, and I pushed on, ignoring it as best I could. The interior was dark, faint rays of light reaching in from the outer windows and offices, but the inner hallways were pitch black.

      Flicking on the flashlight, I began searching the first floor as quickly as I could. It took longer than I would have liked, and I didn’t find anything of note until I reached a cabinet tucked in the back of the building. The cabinet was beside an indoor firing range, and when I yanked open the locked door, I found a dozen boxes of 9mm ammunition.

      Running back to a nearby office, I emptied a duffle bag and began filling it with the boxes. I was heading back, my shoulders bowed from the weight of all that metal, when the horn sounded, and I hurried out.

      “We were worried sick!” Ava and Madge shouted at the same time.

      I was freaking out, looking around for a threat, but they ran forward and threw their arms around me, tears streaming down both of their cheeks as they spoke over one another.

      “Don’t ever leave us for that long again!” Madge said while Ava berated me, saying, “Never go off without us like that. I nearly had a heart attack!”

      “It’s okay,” I said, trying to reassure both of them and juggle the shotgun, flashlight, and bag all at once. “Hey, calm down… everything’s okay. Why are you both so worked up?”

      I didn’t know what to make of their jumbled emotions, having little experience with women, but their fear was palpable and I dropped the bag and flashlight, gripping them close and letting the emotions work their way through them.

      “Sorry,” Madge said, wiping a tear off one smooth cheek. “Every second out here was just…”

      “Terrifying,” Ava said.

      “I’m sure it was,” I said, looking around at the burbling river and bright green trees and blue sky above. The mutant corpses were still scattered all over the road and turnout, but that didn’t seem enough to warrant such a strong reaction. But I kept the thoughts to myself. “Let’s check the garage and see if there’s anything in there. You two can come with me.”

      That seemed to relieve both of them greatly, and they kept close to my side as we approached the garage. It was a three-car structure connected to the main station by a covered walkway. The rolling doors were too heavy to open, but a little work with a crowbar got the side door open.

      Inside, I found the one thing I’d been hoping to find. Sitting beside a patrol car was a black and white Harley-Davidson motorcycle. I couldn’t help whistling in pleasure when I found the keys sitting in the ignition and a helmet hanging from the handlebars.

      “If you’re going to insist on riding that thing,” Ava said with a frown of annoyance at finding the bike here, “then at least wear one of these jackets and a vest.”

      “What would the vest protect me from?” I asked as I stepped over to the wall locker and poked through the half dozen or so jackets hanging there.

      “We should all take one,” Ava said, pulling out one of the bulletproof vests she’d been gesturing at. “It can’t hurt to have them just in case.”

      “Look at these!” Madge spun with a big grin on her face as she flipped a pair of night-vision goggles down over her eyes, then winced and turned away from the door. “Oh shit, that’s bright!”

      “Those will be useful,” I said. “Let’s get that duffle bag and grab everything we can.”

      In the end, we made off with five sets of night vision goggles, three bulletproof vests, twelve canisters of pepper spray, and four boxes of flash-bang grenades that I’m sure we handled with more caution than was necessary. I found a black leather jacket that fit, and after removing the badge and patches covering it, it didn’t look half bad.

      Leveraging the roll-up door was more of a chore than I wanted, but the three of us got it up without much issue and I rolled the bike out into the parking lot feeling giddy with excitement.

      “You ever ride a motorcycle before?” Madge asked.

      “Dirt bikes when I was a kid,” I said, swinging my leg over it. “Nothing this heavy, or with this many CCs.”

      “I still don’t like it,” Ava said.

      “Relax, Ava,” Madge said, pulling her over to the truck. “The boy needs a little space, and this way he’ll always be in sight. We can try it out for an afternoon, and if it doesn’t work, force him back into the truck with us.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 17

          

        

      

    

    
      Ignoring my stepmom’s continuing frown of disapproval, I inspected the bike. It was more complicated than the dirt bikes I’d ridden at my friend’s farm, but basically the same. There were pegs way out on the front spokes, and I wasn’t sure what they were for, but the clamp on the rear shocks looked like it fit a weapon.

      After trying unsuccessfully to fit my gun in it, I spotted two short stockless pump-action shotguns locked behind a bar in the garage. Another two minutes with the crowbar saw the weapons free. I stashed one in the truck along with my own shotgun and stowed the other one on the bike.

      We’d spent longer than I’d wanted to in the place, but we were leaving richer than we’d arrived. Madge stayed behind the wheel, and Ava propped her rifle out the passenger window as we pulled back out onto the highway with me leading the way.

      As I pulled out of the parking lot, the throb of the engine between my legs felt… right.

      When I threw the throttle open and felt the rear tire spin out behind me, I surprised myself with my lack of fear as I took off, in total control of the heavy bike beneath me. As we picked up speed and the highway wound around cliffs and bluffs, I felt like a fish in water, turning around the tight corners.

      We couldn’t risk running into a wreck on the highway, so I had to slow down in places, but when we hit a straightaway, I would throw the throttle open and take off at exhilarating speeds. The scenery flew past me, awakening the juices I’d felt in battle.

      I could tell Ava didn’t approve, but when I pulled over at a scenic location to have lunch, she only stared at me resting against the bike, my leather jacket thrown over one shoulder, and the objections dried on her lips.

      “Why don’t we stop and have a real meal of it?” I offered, pointing to the picnic tables set up at the scenic overlook.

      “Sounds perfect.” Ava grinned, then her expression screwed up in confusion and she pointed toward the other side of the parking lot. “What’s that over there?”

      I hadn’t noticed from my lower vantage point, but when I walked over, I saw a grizzled scene stretched across the pavement and over to the wooden fencing, where a section had been broken out. The first body I passed had bullet wounds stitched across its chest, ghastly wounds filled with drying blood.

      The second was missing a skull, I thought, until I spotted bits of bone and gray brain matter scattered around it in a radius. I wasn’t sure what weapon had nearly disintegrated the dude’s head, but I wanted to get my hands on one.

      It only took a moment to see that all the people killed had been tourists. Their large floppy hats and the glossy maps poking out of their pockets gave them away. One was even wearing a shirt that said “Apple Blossom Tours” on it. Seven people were dead, men and women, but it didn’t make sense until I stood at the edge of the steep slope and stared through the broken fence, down at the burned up remains of a short tour bus.

      The driver’s door was open, and I could spot tracks through the scree-covered slope heading down into the river canyon. I couldn’t be sure if it was one or multiple sets of tracks leading down, but it looked like just one set. Though why they’d continued to flee when all the mutants up here were dead, I couldn’t say.

      “CT, come grab a sandwich quick. I don’t think we should stay.” Ava rested a hand on my shoulder as she peered down at the vehicle and shook her head sadly. “I hope they escaped, whoever they are.”

      “Me too,” I said, turning and accepting a plastic-wrapped sandwich from her. “It’s good to know other people survived, though. That answers one question.”

      “Do you think it’s another man… like you?” There was a strange hesitancy in her eyes and scent, and the beast within stirred, feeling his claim threatened, and I turned out of her grip on my shoulder sharper than I intended.

      “Probably,” I said. “The more I think about it, the more uneasy I become. If these bombs went off everywhere, and the only people who were sane were Alphas… This could become a really screwed up world.”

      “You’re worried they’ll try to take us,” Ava breathed as she stepped up behind me, the scent of her heat filling my head and the warmth of her large breasts tantalizing against my back. “Don’t be, CT. I know Madelyn, and she’s head over heels for you, and I…”

      “Yes?” I asked, turning and forcing her to stop short or crush her massive bust against my chest. “And what about you?”

      “Please…” her words begged, but her eyes and scent were filled with a weakness I’d come to recognize as the need to be claimed. “We can’t… it would be so wrong.”

      “Last night.” Her eyes widened, and I felt her stiffen as I stepped closer, the world fading as the beast growled in desire, my hardness pressing against her belly.

      “Was a mistake, never to be spoken of. Please, CT, if Madelyn knew…”

      “Forget Madge, I only care what you—”

      HONK! HONK!

      “Mutants coming!”

      HONK!

      We were already running as the third honk sounded, but not before I caught a brief look of annoyance flash across my stepmom’s beautiful face. Heart singing with joy that it hadn’t been relief or worse, I matched my pace to hers as we ran over the sloping parking lot back to the truck.

      I was prepared to fight the moment we got back, but the mutants were more than a half-mile away, down the highway. It looked like a large truck stop had emptied out a good portion of its clientele into a bumbling race up the steep grade to the vista point. The sight was so comical I might have laughed if I hadn’t scented the terror rolling off the beautiful actress.

      “I’m sorry! When I saw them I just honked. I didn’t know if they might get to me before you both got back!”

      “We need to teach you how to shoot that gun of yours,” I said, opening the driver’s door and motioning Madge to step out.

      “What are you doing?” she asked, her throat tightening and the last word coming out as a squeak.

      “I’m teaching you how to kill mutants. Don’t worry, I’m not going to throw you in the deep end. Ava will drive and we’ll get in the back.” I turned and hooked a thumb at the grunting monsters whose features we could now make out. The bloody bits hanging from cheekbones and the rictus smiles of some, where lips had been torn or chewed off, had Madge scrambling into the back like a squirrel.

      “Okay, let’s go… let’s go!”

      Ava threw me a smirk as she holstered her pistol and hopped behind the wheel while I climbed up behind Madge. The woman was an actress and a brilliant one, but she’d never played an action star, although she held her gun with familiarity, which was reassuring.

      “I should have thought about this when we were back at the cabin, but trial by fire is better than shooting at bottles anyway.” I had to shout over the roar of the engine, but my smile seemed to give Madge heart as I pressed myself behind her and reached my hands up her arms, positioning them so the pistol was braced in one hand with the palm of the other supporting it.

      I couldn’t help the swelling in my crotch as it pressed against her wide ass, but I tried my best to ignore it. Supporting her only slightly, I helped the woman line her first shot up, hands trembling on the gun.

      “Control your breathing,” I warned as she began to breathe rapidly, the fear growing as the mutants grew closer. “Steady… Steady… Now when you’ve sighted, pull the trigger in the space between breaths, when your body is the most still.”

      “Okay,” Madge said, her face hardening as she squeezed off her first round.

      She shut her eyes the moment the gun went off, the round skipping off the pavement a few feet before the monster, and I pushed her arms up a little.

      “Try it again. You’re doing great. This time, though, I want you to keep your eyes open when you pull the trigger. Keep it on the target right up till the end.”

      “They’re getting too close!”

      “Madelyn!” Hearing her name barked at her snapped the woman out of her fear, and she gave a little shiver, pressing her ass against my crotch as she raised the pistol again, face set and determined as she sighted.

      Her finger squeezed the trigger, and I was pleased to see the round hit the lead mutant in the leg, causing it to stumble less than thirty meters away. Madge shot me an elated grin, then raised the pistol a bit higher and fired again, then again and again.

      Ava started down the highway slowly as Madge fired off round after round from above the cab. She didn’t hit with every round she fired, but she hit more than she missed, I was happy to see. Her confidence grew and so did her accuracy, until the last round left her magazine, and I went to hand her another loaded pistol.

      “Can I try the shotgun?” she asked, eyes dancing with excitement, and I laughed, amused to see how quickly she’d changed her tune.

      “Here,” I said, swinging it up into her arms. “But take care, it has an awful kick if it’s not seated properly in your shoulder.”

      “Show me?”

      In that moment, with the screams and gasps of mutants filling the air and the scent of gun smoke hovering about us, I realized why Madelyn Heatherton had made it in Hollywood. When she wanted to, the woman could put more heat and flirtation into a single glance than another woman could fit into a whole conversation.

      Unable to gainsay her, I nodded and pressed myself even more firmly against her back as I helped her lift the shotgun into position. Making sure it was in place, I helped her sight in on the nearest mutant and with my fingers over hers squeezed the trigger.

      BLAM!

      “Oh, wow!” Madge said in excitement when the shotgun blew a fist-sized hole through the lead mutant’s belly. “Again!”

      From scared and nervous to laughing and confident in the span of a minute, I could only watch and marvel at Madelyn’s ability to pick things up quickly. I kept close to her, resting my hands on her hips to help hold her in place as she took delight in blasting mutants into piles of wet goo.

      “Okay, that’s the last of them.” I laughed. “You can set it down now.”

      “But I want to shoot more things! This is fun!”

      “You did great, Maddy!” Ava called up from the driver's seat, glancing back through the rear window and holding up a fist in encouragement.

      “It’s all thanks to you.” Suddenly the woman spun in my arms, her hair whipping around my face as she pressed her thick lips to mine. “Mhmmm!”

      I wasn’t ready for the kiss and nearly dropped the gun as I felt her tongue snake its way into my mouth. The world faded around me for a time as I held this gorgeous woman close, my hands running up and down her sides, cupping her ass and breasts as we made out like school kids.

      “Ehem!”

      My stepmom’s sharp cough brought me back to myself, and I pulled away from Madge with difficulty. We were back at the top of the hill beside my bike and I hopped down and climbed on as the beautiful actress pulled her hair back and slipped off the bed of the truck. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, though, as she slipped behind the wheel, taking over for Mom, and grinned when she threw me a wink.

      “Find us a place to camp. It’s starting to get dark out, and I could use some… rest.”

      “Will do,” I said, starting the bike and popping up the kickstand.

      I couldn’t make out my stepmom’s expression as I pulled in front of the truck, leading the way, but I put her out of my mind, intent on finding a safe place for us to bed down for the night. Camping near civilization was out of the question. I didn’t want to run the risk of mutants coming for us in the middle of the night.
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      Twenty minutes later, I saw a spot way up on a ridgeline. It took an hour to find where the road entered the highway, but I was happy to find it paved most of the way up. The bike wouldn’t make the last half mile up the gravel and dirt, but I parked it and hopped in the back as Madelyn crested the ridgeline and found the place I’d seen.

      “The wind’s going to be an issue,” I said, having to yell over the cold wind tearing over the ridgeline, making me grateful I had the leather coat. “But we should be far enough away from civilization and able to see anything approaching if the sky stays clear tonight.”

      There were fifty meters of rough lands at the top of the ridgeline before it swept down a windswept slope to thick vegetation below. The hills were broken here, dense with trees and underbrush, and I couldn’t see anything passing through that side easily.

      On the slope leading down to the road, there were steep, almost cliff-like embankments covered in chain-link fencing to keep boulders and rocks from tumbling onto the road. The fire road ended at a wide squad cell phone tower.

      Ava and Madge were thick as thieves while we set up the large tent and air mattresses. I caught them whispering to one another and shooting me secretive glances at several points, and I might have been concerned but for their scents. Madge smelled of satisfaction and excitement, while my stepmom was a tightly wound ball of hungry need that set the beast within me purring.

      “Why don’t you set up your radio?” Ava said, pointing at the cell tower. “There should be power, and we can finish setting up camp and start on some dinner.”

      “What are you two cooking up between you?” I asked, my suspicions piqued.

      “Don’t go ruining the surprise,” Madge said, shooing me away with a wink. “Go on then and let us ladies have some peace from those brooding stares and bulging muscles.”

      “I’m not brooding,” I said with a frown, then glanced down and was surprised to see my arms, chest, and legs were more corded with muscle than they had ever been in my life.

      I wasn’t bulky like Thor, nor had it been a dramatic shift, but sometime over the past two days, my body had begun to change. Muscles that had been vaguely visible before now had definition. I was far from being cut like a model, but I looked better and felt stronger than I ever had before.

      Taking their hint, I grabbed the radio and a snack of jerky and trudged the hundred meters or so to the cell tower. When I drew close, I saw it wasn’t a building, as I’d first guessed, but a thick metal framework festooned with several dozen devices that must have been used to relay signals.

      To my annoyance, I found an external outlet that fit the radio’s three-prong plug, but the tower didn’t have power. The sun was nearly touching the hilltops on the western horizon when I found an access hatch with a tool kit. Digging through the kit, I found a small battery for running the tower in an emergency situation.

      The setup weighed a good fifty pounds, but with it, we’d be able to power the radio for days, if not weeks, when fully charged. I couldn’t be sure how much juice the battery had, but if we could hook it up to the truck’s generator, we could charge it when we drove. Then we’d be able to keep it powered indefinitely.

      I could even charge my phone.

      The thought shouldn’t have filled me with as much relief as it did, but I’d never been more than six hours without my phone before the world went to shit. There were two outlets on the battery, but instead of going back to the truck and getting my dead phone, I plugged in the radio and flicked it on. I found a nice little spot to sit with my back against the tower's frame, sheltered from the wind by the thick steel beam as I stared out at the darkening eastern horizon.

      The map showed that the nearest town was a small place called Landmark, more than thirty miles distant. We hadn’t covered as much ground on our first day as I’d hoped, but we’d managed to get some much-needed supplies so I couldn’t complain too much.

      The static on the radio faded out after twenty minutes and the same message as before played out. I double-checked the time and saw it must be repeating nightly because it was around the same time as we’d heard it the night before. I gave it another thirty minutes, hoping to hear something else, but nothing came through and I was beginning to worry about wearing the battery down. If we could recharge it during the day while driving, I planned to leave it on all night and see if anything else came through.

      As I was unplugging the radio, a familiar scent reached me, and the hairs on the back of my neck and arms rose. Death was approaching, but with the wind whipping around me I couldn’t be sure where it approached from.

      Grabbing everything, I hurried back toward the truck, calling out ahead of me.

      “Mutants are coming! Get your guns!”

      Ava and Madge popped their heads out of the tent, faces registering surprise and shock, and I did a double take when I saw they were both wearing tiny white T-shirts with no bra beneath and mini jean shorts.

      “I thought we’d be safe up here?” Madge shouted, fear making her voice tight as she scrambled for where she’d lain her pistol on the truck’s tailgate.

      “Me too,” I grunted as I dropped the battery and radio into the bed and snatched up a long rifle from the footlocker. Checking my pistol and grabbing my shotgun, I propped the shotgun against the wheel well as I began loading the rifle with what little 5.56 ammo we had.

      “I don’t see anything, CT,” my stepmom said, climbing atop the truck and peering down the steep slope and the road leading down behind and ahead of us. “Maybe it’s just a trick of the wind.”

      “They’re coming,” I growled, my head filled with the awful stench of them, and I knew deep down from the strength of it there must be a massive horde incoming.

      Instead of fear, I felt exhilaration until I glanced around and saw the frightened look on Madge’s face. She was doing a good job of keeping her terror in check, because from her scent she should have been running around and screaming like a madwoman. I glanced up at Ava but she was a rock, frightened true, but when she gazed upon me, I could smell her confidence swell.

      “Madge, I want you reloading.” I hopped up into the bed and ripped out the boxes of ammo, laying out pistol magazines and the two remaining shotguns with the last of our shells. “If Ava or I call, hand us a loaded gun, but other than that I want you to keep your head down and focus on refilling the guns.”

      “I can do that,” the beautiful actress said, nodding shakily. She glanced up at my stepmom who swallowed hard and gripped her gun tighter. “Ava, you’re going to be okay?”

      “She has this,” I said, stepping over and gripping my mom’s hand that held her gun and staring deep into her eyes. “You’re the strongest person I know. You’ve got this.”

      “If you’re here, then I do.”

      TING!

      The sound of metal snapping drew our attention down the steep slope on the highway’s side, but before I could look down, a fist grabbed my shirt and pulled me down into a fierce kiss. The butterflies appeared and burst into a cloud in my guts, all within a heartbeat.

      As quick as it began, Ava broke the kiss off, gasping as she pulled back, eyes wide and lips quirked into a half grin until another sound brought our eyes down the slope.

      “Shit.”
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      There was movement down the chain-link fence and more in the trees rimming the fire road. A moment later, the first wave streamed into sight, a half dozen ragged, slathering mutants. From the look of their feet, most had run their legs down to bloody stumps, those in the front ranks the worst off.

      I should have been afraid, but the battle juices rushed through me and the primal beast within awoke, growling in anger. Nothing was going to take these women from me. Not other men. And certainly not mindless monsters.

      “CT, get down from there—”

      My stepmom’s warning tone barely registered as I leaped atop the hood of the truck and raised my face to the moon hanging in the eastern sky. The howl of primal rage rose from my breast and filled the night sky, silencing insects, night birds, and even the wind.

      I hung frozen for a second as the world recognized my claim toward mastery.

      Guttural screams of rage rose to greet my howl a moment later. First those with the brightest anger or spark of life reacted. Then a growing cacophony rose up, filling the night with a horrible sound that didn’t end as the first waves of mutants drew within range of my rifle.

      I couldn’t make out their faces in the night enough to see the open-mouthed screams of fury as they charged us. Not that first rank. Nor the second. Not even the third, which I dropped with the last of the rifle’s fifteen shots. But as the fourth rank raced up the fire road, I could clearly make out the bits of torn flesh hanging from rictus smiles and those horrible pain and rage-filled eyes.

      BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

      Ava stood just behind me, firing down at the mutants scaling the chain-link fencing, and though she didn’t hit with every shot, she hit with more than she missed. I dropped the rifle into the bed, and Madge took it up, her hands shaking but moving as she fit long rounds into the chamber.

      There was no time to judge the woman’s speed as I sighted on the next stumbling horror, blowing out one leg and putting a slug through its chest. The wave seemed never-ending as they rushed out of the tree line with ever greater frequency. Every second that passed, the waves drew closer, and then my shotgun jammed.

      “Motherfucker!”

      I threw the weapon down and drew the pistol at my side and the one I’d stuffed into the waistband of my pants and sighted on the nearest pair’s heads. The big 45 blasted in my fist, then the 9mm, and I used the recoil to walk myself down the line, alternating fire.

      Pop! Boom! Pop! Pop! Boom!

      Putting two rounds into a tough bastard nearly seven feet tall, I took a quick second to scan the battlefield. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up when I saw how close the wave was getting to the cliff’s fencing. My stepmom was on her second pistol, and I could see the stress, exhaustion, and just the weight of the gun was getting to her.

      “Run to the cell tower! Both of you!”

      Madge looked up at me in shock, but Mom, bless her heart, grabbed the woman’s collar, almost tearing her thin white shirt as she dragged her off the back of the truck. I hopped atop the cab and picked off another ten in quick succession, but I saw something odd. The mutants on the fencing and the road angled to follow Ava and Madge. All but those closest ignoring me.

      Flipping the heavy Colt up, I grabbed it by the barrel, wincing as my skin sizzled, and struck the two charging me in the head, splintering bone but losing the gun in the last, not wanting to waste the time to tear it free.

      Snatching up one of the shotguns Madge had loaded, I leaped into the bed, sighting and firing as I danced across the tied down supplies. I saw immediately that I wasn’t going to make it in time to save my stepmother as an arm, sporting a shard of bone poking out the side of it, reached up to grab at her ankle.

      The scent of her, more familiar to me than my own, filled my head and blood flooded my legs. Steel screeched, crumpled, and the world flashed past in a rush. Then I was tearing the mutant’s arm off its body, flinging the beast wide as I spun into the rushing horde.

      Blood pumped through my heart with a dull whooshing, and the world shrank down to pinprick focus. The only thing that mattered was destroying the thing in front of me and keeping what I loved at my back, safe.

      I punched, kicked, and tore. I threw men and even a few women off the edge of the cliff and broke more. Injuries came, but in my focused frenzy, pain was a distant thing. The only other thought that kept pushing into my brain was how hot and humid it was, until finally I broke through the stifling heat and into a chill wind, staggering as the energy left my limbs.

      Turning, I scanned the ridgetop and saw small piles of corpses heaped near the base of the tower and reaching down the road a few dozen meters. Then the pain registered and limbs once slack with exhaustion seized up, curling inward.

      I wanted to lick my wounds and curl up to sleep for a week, but there was no guarantee the threat was over.

      “I have to make sure… Make sure…”

      “CT?” Madge’s concerned voice reached through the closing in fog.

      “CT!” And Ava’s shocked me out of it before I fell forward onto my head.

      Shaking myself, I stood slowly, stretching my arms and legs and inspecting myself.

      “I’m okay… ouch.” Twisting my shoulders, I reached back to examine something sharp, digging into my lower back and found the bloody stump of a finger sticking out of me. Flinging it away in revulsion, I shivered and pressed a hand to the oozing wound. There were other cuts and scratches, some deeper than others. “Maybe not so okay.”

      “That was the stupidest and bravest thing I’ve ever seen, and don’t you ever, ever, ever do anything like that again, do you hear me?”

      My stepmom and Madge climbed down from the low perch they’d clung to and rushed over to me. Ava’s angry words and tone were at odds with the concern in her eyes and scent and the gentleness of her hands as she began probing at my wounds and helping me back to the truck.

      “CT…” The look of awe in Madge’s light green eyes and just the way she looked at me, as if with fresh eyes, told me more than her words ever could about what she was feeling and thinking.

      But I knew the truth.

      For a few moments there, when the heat had been thick around me and the taste of blood hot on my lips, the battle raging around me… I hadn’t been fighting to protect them. I hadn’t even remembered they existed. I’d killed because it was what I was made for.

      A predator surrounded by chattel.

      Letting Madge slip under my arm and help me back to the truck with my mom, I thought about why they’d been so focused on going after the women, and Ava in particular. It was another worry and question added to the growing pile.

      “We should break down camp and get away from here,” I said.

      “Not tonight,” Ava said firmly. “You’re going to need tending to, and we shouldn’t be driving down this mountain in the night.”

      “Besides,” Madge said, putting on a brave face, “I think that’s the last we’ll see for the night.”

      “We’re safer moving,” I said, feeling woozy but pushing down the spinny sensation and drawing in slow breaths through my nose and letting them out my mouth to get control again. “Stopping here was a mistake. We should try to keep moving, trade off driving. If another wave comes, a bigger one…”

      “Sit.” My stepmom pushed me down onto a boulder, pushing Madge’s hand against the wound in my side. “I’ll get the first aid kit. Then we’ll see what to do about the rest of tonight.”

      I wanted to object, but exhaustion and the blood leaking down my side told me she was wiser than I.

      “NGGHHNNN…”

      “Oh God!” Madge grabbed me, forcing a grunt of pain from me, then released me just as quickly. “Sorry!”

      “You have to go finish them off,” I said, pointing to the empty shotgun I’d dropped during the fight. “Always a few stragglers. Madge—” Reaching out, I took her arm, staring into her fear-filled eyes and holding her gaze for a long second, willing my calmness into her. To my surprise, the fear left her scent slowly, and she drew in a deep breath. “Go get ’em, gunslinger girl.”

      “Gunslinger girl?” She raised an eyebrow as she stood, not quite her old confident self, but closer. “I like that.”

      There was a little hitch in her step as she sauntered over and got the weapon. I was pleased to see that she loaded it with quick, certain motions, but she lost some of her confidence as she approached the first corpses. Poking at them with a long barrel, she flinched back, then moved onto the next muttering quietly to herself. Dialogue if I didn’t miss my guess.

      “This is going to sting.”

      “What ahh SSSHH SHIT!”

      “Stay still,” Ava said in a hushed tone, “and quiet down… I did warn you. Off with that shirt, I have to clean out these wounds. Who knows what kind of infections you might get. We really need to find antibiotics in the next town. I couldn’t find anything in the kit.”

      “You could have waited a second,” I said, trying not to flinch as she helped me pull my shirt over my head.

      “Are you still complaining about that?” she said, and I could almost hear the smile on her lips. “Like complaining over spoiled milk.”

      “It’s ‘crying over spilt milk,’ and you remember who spoiled the milk every night when we first moved into that studio apartment.”

      “Oh, I do?” she asked, the amusement evident in her tone but a heat entering her scent that caused my blood to heat. “I seem to remember a certain young man who drank it by the gallon and had a fixation with getting up in the middle of the night and… Well, what was it you were doing at that age by yourself all night?”

      “Not spoiling the milk,” I said, my cheeks heating. “And besides, it’s not like I could help it.”

      “What couldn’t you help?”

      The purr in her voice awoke every nerve ending along my neck and back, and I almost shivered, my head filling with the scent of her. With the scent of her overwhelming desire.

      BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

      “I got one! I got it! It’s fucking dead, man. You’re fucking dead! Whoo-hoo!”

      “Jesus Christ,” Ava whispered as she pressed a thick bandage to my side. “What have you created?”

      “A gorgeous woman who's more empowered than ever,” I said, watching the beautiful actress and mutant killer poke at corpses, her bright smile shining in the darkness, along with the locks of blonde highlights framing her face.

      “She’s a lucky woman.” Ava looked up, her pale blue eyes meeting mine, and the moment was absolutely perfect until…

      BLAM! BLAM!

      We started laughing at the same time, only I winced in pain a second later, which only made Ava laugh all the harder, snorting as she tried to apologize, which only made me laugh, then wince, repeating the whole process all over.

      BLAM!

      “Die, fucker!”
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      An hour later I was turning the truck around, our camp packed back up and the weapons reloaded. The heavy tread rolled right over the piles of mutant corpses as we trundled down the fire road.

      “Are you still going to ride that bike?” The disapproval in my stepmom’s tone was clear, but I’d already made up my mind on it.

      “Tonight’s made me more certain we need another vehicle with us,” I said. “What do we do if the truck’s engine breaks down? Or we get a bad flat? Having another means of getting around will be invaluable then.”

      “I don’t like the idea of you out there all alone,” Ava said. “And without any sleep.”

      “Ava, if any man can survive in the dark, surrounded by deadly mutant monsters, it’s CT,” Madge reassured her. “And we can trade off if he needs to sleep.”

      In the end, Ava wasn’t happy with the decision, but she saw the wisdom in it. We found the bike right where I’d left it. The gas tank had been scratched up by a fallen branch and what looked like the nails of one or several mutants, but it was only cosmetic damage. It looked kind of cool with the white and black police colors scratched off and only black and slate gray steel showing now.

      Pulling on my leather coat and the helmet, I double-checked that my guns were seated and loaded before firing up the heavy engine and leading the way back down to the highway. We took our time once back on the highway, not wanting to come upon a wreck too quickly, but I breathed a major sigh of relief once we were moving again.

      Hours later, the sky began to lighten with morning light as we dropped down into a river valley. The mountains receded into darkness to the north but hugged the road tight on the south, the fir trees growing right up to the pavement. To the north a field stretched out into the darkness, a light mist beginning to gather, reflecting back the headlight of my bike. Ahead I could make out another one of the tiny towns we’d passed all throughout eastern Oregon, rising out of the fog.

      A sound reached me as we neared the town, like chattering teeth or clicking nails. It raised the hair on the back of my neck, and I pulled over on the outskirts and signaled for Madge to do the same. Ava poked her head out the window to ask what was going on. But I held up a hand, the fear growing in me as I felt the ground tremble beneath my feet.

      “Is that… CT, what is that?”

      For the first time, Madge’s growing fears couldn’t match my own terror as I tried to contemplate how many mutants charging in a mob it would take to cause the ground to tremble and the trees to rattle down to their roots.

      “We need to get moving, fast!”

      I was throwing open the throttle of my bike, the rear tire spinning out as I turned toward the town when a single red flare shot up from the center of town. The road carried us straight past a brick church tucked back between two large buildings.

      Standing in the shadows of the church was a short figure standing next to a bulky object with one hip cocked to the side in a jaunty way. A narrow little racing bike sat tucked in front of the church and two large duffle bags sat at the figure’s feet.

      Reaching down, I flicked off the lock of the bike’s shotgun and swung it up, laying it across my lap as I pulled over, angled so it covered the young woman. That she was a woman I could see now that I was close, and a stunning one if her figure was any indication. I could make out her clothing and gear, and what I saw impressed me, but her face was hidden in shadows.

      Platinum blonde hair, almost silver in the morning light, was pulled back in a tight ponytail except for a thick strand of bangs that hung over part of her face. She wore black leathers covered in straps and buckles that held magazines, quick-release knives, and even a curved short sword on one hip. On her back was a matching blade, longer and curved, with a black utilitarian, leather-wrapped handle poking above one shoulder. On both hips, she wore large pistols with long magazines sticking out the grips, and if I remembered my John Wick movie lore, they were automatic weapons and brutally efficient.

      “Get your vehicles closer to the church. Out front, unless you want them turned into scraps. The swarm of Beta-Wilds you dragged halfway across the state will be here any minute.” Her voice was rich and full, triggering odd emotions within me, especially for the shortness of her command.

      “Who are you?” I asked, more than a touch of wariness in my tone as I kept the barrel of my shotgun trained on her. Madge had pulled the truck to a stop behind me, and one of them was opening the door to step out, but the girl swung on them.

      “I don’t know how a Normie survived the Enkyos gas. You got two in there? Shit boy, you haven’t bred either of them?”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked, my head spinning with the inundation of terms I didn’t know.

      “We got about three minutes before the mob gets here, and they’ve been gathering from Eugene, Bend, even managed to pull a few of the stragglers out of Portland the Hegemony fuckers didn’t round up.” She flicked the thick bangs back, and I saw her face for the first time, and almost fell over, bike and all. “There is about fifty pounds of C4 and mini-det explosives buried around this church. I’m hitting the trigger whether you three are in here or not.”

      I turned to give my stepmom and Madge an order, but they were already pulling the truck in. Ava met my eyes, and I saw fear and wariness in her expression, but also the same intrigue I was feeling. My bike rolled right up beside the woman’s bike, which I saw was festooned with more weapons than I could count and a sleek black design.

      I wanted to ask the young woman who she was, but the chattering sound had morphed into a loud rattling and pounding. The sound of raw bones pounding across concrete, rocks, and turf.

      The heavy thunk drew my attention to what she was doing with the bulky object. Pulling a pin on the side, she released a heavy spinning barrel that fell forward, kicking two legs out to the rear that hit the concrete with a solid tink.

      I should have been paying attention to how she loaded the heavy machine gun from a strap of long ammunition in a box, but I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes away from her flawless features. The epicanthic folds of her eyes were faint, a mere hint of Japanese ancestry beneath a patrician beauty that looked straight out of a storybook.

      In all my life, I’d never seen a more perfect specimen of femininity, and it wasn’t just her flawless features or figure that so enraptured me. No, it was the young woman’s scent. It was flawless and clean, her emotions pure and determined, and beneath it all a hungry power that I recognized as the primal beast within me stirred, unsure whether to be wary or interested.

      “Better get behind me, ladies… or lady, I should say, lady.” She stood up straight when Madge and Ava drew near and pointed a finger at my stepmom. “Only one of you is in heat.”

      “I’m not… in heat!” my stepmom said indignantly, but her words were lost in the growing roar.

      My hackles were already standing on end and every nerve ending in my body screamed at me to flee. To snatch Ava and Madge and flee this insane angel and leave her to die facing these mutants all alone. But I pushed the cowering beast down, marshaling my fears and willing myself into stillness.

      “Cover your ears!”
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      The church was set back from the road, our sightlines down either road cut off. The large buildings to either side, warehouses of some kind, acted as a funnel of sorts, channeling the swarm of mutants into a thick choke point.

      I barely had time to slap hands to either side of my head before the sawlike sound erupted, bright white fire exploding from the tip of the heavy machine gun as the barrel spun, releasing a steady stream of heavy caliber ammunition.

      The mutants who burst from the western side of the street turned into a wall of death. Bodies already pulverized from racing across dozens of miles were torn to shredded bits. The sight shouldn’t have sent the blood coursing through my body, but I grew excited by the sudden and terrible destruction until a warning sense pulled my head to the right and I saw the first wave sweeping in between the church and the warehouse beside it.

      I opened my mouth to shout a warning, but the young woman had turned at the same time I did. Raising one hand she gripped something small, then a massive explosion threw dirt and bodies into the air and sent the ground rolling beneath us, leaving an empty crater where a moment before two dozen mutants had been streaming in.

      Offering a wink, the angel tossed the small device to me.

      In the wind and smoke of the machine gun’s fire, her hair wafted artfully and the morning light reflected haunting pale yellow eyes. She looked straight out of a painting or dream, and it took a long second for my stupid head to remember the monsters about to charge down on us.

      It took only a second to figure out how to operate the little black box, but that was enough to see us almost overrun as the next wave swept into the gap. Ava and Madge clung to my back, pressed close as the machine gun roared on one side and explosions rocked us on the other.

      I couldn’t say how long we huddled there, but soon the smoke thickened and the many detonations rattled our heads until the girl and I were firing at even the slightest movement. Her two duffle bags were filled with bands of ammunition, but even they began to get low before the gnashing and moaning sounds of the mutants quieted to a dull murmur.

      We stayed huddled there, shaken and not daring to speak for a good ten minutes, until a light breeze pulled the smoke clear and we could see nothing moving on the heaped piles of dead. The sound of retching was matched by a second, and I stepped away from the splashing puddle of sick, finding I had to pry my fingers off from where they gripped the little black box.

      “Thank God you came east, instead of north or south,” the young woman said, her voice once against triggering odd sensations within me, and I found myself staring into her yellow eyes, happy to look anywhere besides the horror surrounding us. “I couldn’t have made it there in time, and you’d have never survived the horde.”

      I didn’t say anything, just raised an eyebrow and kept our eyes locked on one another. Her lips, so perfectly sculpted and the palest pink, quirked into a half-grin and she nodded her head to the side, away from where the women were still retching.

      “You changed when the bombs dropped?” she asked me, stepping closer and filling my head with her unique aroma once more.

      “Everything changed when the bombs dropped,” I said, earning me another smile. “And yes… When I inhaled that gas, I began to get strange symptoms.”

      “Hm.” She nodded. “And the women? Why haven’t you bred the busty one?”

      Her frank words were surprising, but the first emotion to fill me was indignation and a touch of anger.

      “Thank you for saving our lives. I don’t know how you knew to do it, but we owe you. I don’t think that gives you the right to—”

      The young woman stood half a foot shorter than me, but she seemed to loom over me as she stepped close and whispered in a tight voice.

      “Listen, boy, I know this all must be hard for you to grasp, but the world’s changed. The Beta-Wilds will sniff out and rape to death any woman without the scent of an Alpha on her, and if she’s in heat… like your pretty lady over there… we’ll have every surviving thing in the Pacific Northwest on us by tomorrow if you don’t take care of this. Or if you won’t, then put her out of her misery, because I’ve seen what they do to women like her, and it ain’t pretty.”

      “Who are you?”

      “I’m Donatella Williams, but people just call me Dee.” I opened my mouth to ask more, but she preempted me. “If you’re going to be of use to me, then I need to know you can do what needs doing. You take care of that”—she pointed to my stepmom who was wiping her sick smeared mouth clean and passing the dirty rag to Madge—“and I’ll tell you why I need your help to break into Alpha Command.”

      “She’s my stepmom,” I said, but Dee only snorted and offered me a wink, her grin returning.

      “If she was your real mom, they wouldn’t be coming after her. A few years living in the same house doesn’t protect her. Look, if you can’t—”

      It was my turn to stop her short. The beast within me could stomach only so much derision before it peaked its head out to warn the woman. Instead of upsetting her as I’d feared, her smile grew full for the first time, and it was like the sun poked through the clouds. Her scent deepened as well, growing far too complex for me to discern what she was feeling or thinking, which felt disconcerting.

      I turned to regard my stepmom and frowned when I saw her wide eyes staring at me and the heavy rise and fall of her chest. Once again, the scent of her filled my head, and I had to push down the urges that clawed at my insides, tempting me to do the deed right here and now.

      “There’s a large farmhouse on the outskirts of town. We’ll pass it on our way to NORAD, that’s as good a place to clean up and take care of any… business that needs doing.”

      Ava and Madge glanced at Dee, a bit surprised at the calm command filling her tone. But I wasn’t. Dee wasn’t fazed by the piled-up corpses as we picked our way back to the vehicles. After five minutes of digging the tires out and pushing a mess of body parts and worse off my bike, we started the engines and followed the confident young woman as she zipped through the wreckage.

      I took up the rear, letting Ava and Madge follow the black-clad ass as it led the way back onto the highway and east. In my head, I was mulling over the clues she’d let drop and found myself less sure than I ever had been about what was going on.

      We didn’t have far to go before Dee turned her small bike off the road and onto a wide paved driveway. The road was lined with old weeping willows, and to either side stretched green vineyards out to the river’s edge. Coming over a small rise, I saw a picturesque white farmhouse sitting in the middle of a grass field. There was a long horse barn along one side, but the only vehicle I could see was a small two-wheel trailer that looked like it fit to Dee’s bike.

      The woman parked next to the trailer and swung off her bike, hooking a thumb inside and not waiting for us to park before running up the steps. I climbed off my bike and motioned for the women to bring their guns with them.

      “You don’t trust her?” Madge asked, her whispered words and scent filled with more excitement than fear.

      “It’s not that I don’t trust her, it’s that we have no idea what to expect. There could be anyone hiding in there or at the next stop, if there is one.” I looked into each of their eyes until they nodded to show they understood how serious I was.

      “What she said earlier…” Ava’s eyes were wide as saucers and red spots bloomed in her cheeks. “CT…”

      “I don’t know,” I said, avoiding her gaze and turning to the steps, “but she’s going to answer more of my questions before… Before anything.”

      I couldn’t see the glance the women shared, but it was almost like I could feel it as I took the steps two at a time. The front door had been kicked open, the frame inside shattered, which gave me pause.

      I’d taken a good look at Donatella when she’d walked up the stairs in the full morning light, and though my focus had been on other places, it had been clear she was far too delicate to have broken the frame like this. Pulling out my pistol, I proceeded with more caution, testing the air experimentally but only scenting the young woman’s complex aroma.
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      “Put the gun away, slim. I ain’t your enemy.”

      Dee poked her head out of a doorway, motioning us through, but I didn’t holster my pistol and kept my head on a swivel as we walked into a beautifully decorated kitchen. Dee walked over to a tea kettle and brought it over to the sink, filling it.

      “Shower’s down the hall. Aunt Gwen keeps her towels under the sink. Help yourself.”

      “We’re not going anywhere until you explain a few things first,” I said, hating that I felt like a boy suddenly, despite standing in front of a woman only a couple years my senior and half a foot shorter.

      “If you’re too shy or nervous to get it on with her, then I will, kid. We don’t have a lot of time. The next wave could be here any minute, and I only got so much ammunition. If you can’t be of use to me, then I’ll find another rube to get me in.”

      “Get you in where? Why should we even trust you?”

      “You can trust me because I’m not telling you pretty little lies about how you’re the chosen one destined to save the world and all.” She spoke calmly as she pulled down a box of tea bags and four cups, calmly lining them up.

      “But”—she gave a short sigh and glanced up, frowning slightly, which made her small nose turn up in the most adorable way—“I suppose I can understand your concerns. Even sympathize. So, ask away, but be fast about it. It’s not that I don’t want to mark her, but I’m… saving myself.”

      “Who caused the apocalypse, what are Beta-Wilds, why the hell does everything feel so wrong and so right at the same time.” The words left me in a rush. Not quite a question, but Dee was nodding as if she understood and took a moment before speaking.

      “It would take too long to tell you everything, but I promise that if you agree to help me in my quest, I will. What you need to know now is that there has been a secret cabal of… special men who have been steering things behind the scenes for almost a century. My grandfather was one of them, the first actually.” Her pale yellow eyes darted over to Madge when the woman made a sound, and I saw the pupils swell and contract with a rapidity that was hypnotic.

      “You look familiar… Are you Madelyn Heatherton, the wife of Daniel?”

      “The widow… you knew Daniel?” She was a little confused to have it be her husband who was recognized, as she’d been about to demure as she did when recognized from her work on screen.

      “Only by reputation,” Dee said. “He was a good man from what my grandfather said. Dealt with the athletics wing through Nike.”

      “That’s right.” I watched Madge’s expression as it dawned on her who the girl was. “Your grandfather was Dean Williams?”

      “He was… or is…” The young woman showed her first sign of distress or unease, pressing her lips in a grimace. “That doesn’t matter now. You already know something about Alphas?”

      “A little,” I admitted, “just what Madge has told me.”

      “The basics are all that matter. You see, the Council who made all the decisions had a strict rule of nonintervention in most affairs. Only trying to add value and benefit to the human condition. To make the world a better place. To do no evil.” She shook her head and grimaced again. “But there were some who wanted to take more direct control. Who viewed Normies as nothing more than chattel to be used for whatever purpose they saw fit.

      “Four nights ago, they stopped being discordant voices upon the Council and took matters into their own hands. Calling themselves the Hegemony, they’ve allied with others around the world. Maybe in China, Russia, or Germany, I don’t know. They were able to do in twenty-four hours what my grandfather spent his entire life trying to stop from happening. They’ve released the Enkyos Serum across the whole world. Triggering the Change in everyone.

      “You’ve seen what it does to people. I don’t know how you survived the first night, ma’am. Or why you haven’t changed since, but either a person dies instantly, and that’s what happens to most women and children when they’re hit with Enkyos, or they’re mutated into, well… you all know what they mutate into.”

      “Okay,” I said, my mind sifting through everything, “so what is it you need me for? What’s at NORAD?”

      “That’s where the Alpha Command is. Four nights ago, when they triggered Armageddon, my father, my brothers, and all of my uncles—” A tiny quaver entered her voice but other than that her features were smooth, but in the complex jumble of her emotions, I scented a deep well of sadness. “They were all assassinated and my sisters kidnapped. I need to rescue them.”

      “Why weren’t you taken?” I asked, knowing I was pushing her but doing it anyway.

      “That doesn’t matter.”

      “It all matters,” I said, my voice even harder than hers, earning me a second look of interest and filling my belly with butterflies. “Where were you?”

      “I was in a secret location, where I’ve been for the past twenty-four years.”

      “Wait… you’ve spent your whole life in a secret location?”

      “Not my whole life,” she said, a touch of defensiveness in her voice. “I was brought there when I was three.”

      I chose not to press the point, but some things made sense now. Like her odd accent, not strong but definitely noticeable. It had hints of the British aristocracy in it as well as a southern drawl; combined with her partially Asiatic beauty, it was… intoxicating.

      “You need me to pose as your Alpha so you can get into this Alpha Command,” I said, and her eyes sharpened further, and she nodded for me to go on. “Then find out where they’re keeping your sisters and I presume break them out?”

      “Save my sisters, then find a way to end their tyranny and save the world.”

      “Didn’t you just say I should trust you because you weren’t telling me I was going to save the world?”

      “I’m not,” the gorgeous, yellow-eyed beauty said. “And you won’t be. I will.”

      There was no humor or pride in her eyes, and oddly I found myself believing she just might be capable of it.

      “And in order for us to do that…”

      “Your stepmom needs to be marked by an Alpha, or else those mutants are going to keep coming and coming and coming.”

      “Ha!” The sharp bark of laughter pulled my head around, and I found Madge blushing furiously and covering her mouth. “Sorry, that’s just… come on… cumming and cumming, that’s funny!”

      “Were you in Earnest Goes to the Retirement Home? Yeah, you were! You were the nurse, with the—” Dee held her hands out in front of her chest, indicating big breasts, and only realized what she was doing a moment later. “Oh sorry, that was rude.”

      “No, it’s not!” Madge said, beaming and her grin growing wider as she came around the island in the kitchen. “Honey, if you tell an actress you recognize her from a yeast infection commercial because of her tits, she’ll be over the moon! Well, most will, in their hearts anyway.”

      The woman shot me a pointed look as she engaged the leather-clad blonde. I’ve never met someone who can turn the charm on like Madelyn Heatherton when she wants to. And Dee was dazzled by her bright smile.

      “Follow me,” I said, plucking at my stepmom’s grime-covered shirt.

      Ava’s eyes went wide, the pale blue almost disappearing as the pupils dilated, and deep spots of red bloomed in her cheeks as she took my hand in both of hers and followed me from the room.

      Neither of us spoke as we walked down the short, sunlit hallway, and even our breaths froze for a long moment as I held open the door. Nothing could draw a sound from the gorgeous woman until she stepped into the bathroom.

      “Oh, my this is so beautiful…” Drawing the door closed behind me, my mind wasn’t in a place to process our surroundings.

      Unable to wait another moment, the beast within tearing at my willpower, I spun the object of my desire in my arms and gazed down into her eyes, filling myself with all of her as I breathed in deep. I saw the words welling up in her, protestations about her age, looks, or the tabooness of our situation, but they faded even as they formed, and a hungry grin stole across my lips as I relaxed my willpower a little more.

      Our twin gasps of pleasure were lost as our lips met again. Only this time there would be no stolen kiss, no hesitation or backtracking. As her soft pink lips played across mine and our tongues slipped along one another’s, my soul leapt, seeking to finally forge the connection that had been tempting me for days now.

      A gorgeous shower paneled in glass and sprouting three different heads at various heights was outfitted with the finest soaps and sponges. While we were covered in two days’ worth of mutant grime everywhere our clothes didn’t cover, and even parts beneath, none of that mattered.

      All that mattered was us finally joining as one. Our kisses grew fiercer and our hands wandered beneath shirts and fumbled at belts. We were giggling like kids when I nearly tripped on my pants. Then her panties and shorts were gone, and I held her against the wall, strong hands easily holding her up.

      Pausing there, savoring the moment, we stared into one another’s eyes, our breaths in sync, and then we were gasping in sharp breaths as she thrust forward, her wetness swallowing almost half my cock in one go. The heat and grip of her were nearly too much, and I swam in bliss for a moment, then taking ahold of myself, I sank fingers into the soft flesh of her ass and thrust in to the hilt, drawing a gasping scream from my mom.

      “Ohh, yes!” Her lips found mine, her cries of pleasure continuing and her fingers trembling as they cupped my cheeks. “Oh Court… oh baby, I love you so much, I… I’m cumming, CT… OH FUCK!”

      Teeth sank into my shoulder, but instead of being painful, they only spurred me on all the harder. Ava’s lips found my neck and broke through my willpower, and it was my turn to grunt and cry out.

      “Ohhhh Goddd damn.” My legs were trembling as the pleasure raced from my toes and fingers, down my spine, and through my cock.

      Ava’s elbows dug into my chest as she arched her back, head pressed against the wall as her pussy walls fluttered around my cock. Then as suddenly as if her strings had been cut, she slumped against me and I set her down slowly. My cock was still hard and throbbing as it slipped from her tightness, and I drew in a deep breath trying to get control of myself as I pushed it aside.

      “Mhmm, where are you going with that thing?” Ava asked, her eyes looking up at me with a lazy seduction I’d never seen in them before as she pushed off the wall and pressed herself against me, biting my bottom lip lightly and sliding her massive, shirt-covered breasts down my chest. “Madge! Get in here. It’s time to shower!”

      “We only had to…”

      My words trailed off as Madelyn swung the door open as if she’d been standing just outside the door.

      “Since the deed is done, as it were,” the gorgeous actress said, reaching up and pulling free her bun, and letting her hair cascade down one shoulder, “Dee said she’s going to scout the area for a couple hours… Give us a chance to rest and relax. Can you think of anything you’d like to do for… relaxation, CT?”

      “I can think of some things,” my stepmom said, shocking me as she pulled Madelyn close and pressed a passionate kiss to the actress’s wide mouth.

      I watched absolutely spellbound as the women kissed. A second later, I saw that the embrace wasn’t for my amusement as their passion increased and Madge gave a low growl of desire. Their scents were a match for one another in desire, and it only increased when both reached out, dragging me with them as they began shedding clothes and stumbling over to the large shower.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 23

          

        

      

    

    
      I stood before the massive shower and felt my throat go dry as I gazed upon the heavenly figures of my stepmom and her best friend. This was my first chance to take Ava in from head to toe, and what I saw put extra steel in my already hard cock.

      Her nipples were large and inverted as I’d noticed before, with pale areolae lighter than the surrounding flesh. They were heavy but still retained their shape, hanging down almost to her navel. Their massive size mesmerized me, pendulous and swinging when she raised an arm beckoning me to join them, and I stayed in place, enjoying the sight for another long second.

      Madge slid a hand up Ava’s smooth belly and cupped one massive breast, drawing an ooooh of pleasure from my mom, before pinching and rolling the large nipple between her fingers, causing it to harden. The gorgeous actress threw me a wink, her long dark lashes fluttering as she slipped behind Ava and turned on the shower’s three faucets.

      Stepping in, I let the women soap up fluffy body scrubs with herbal smelling wash. Then I stood in the center of the steaming spray as both took their time, running their hands across my body, soaping me as I in turn massaged the suds into their naked flesh.

      It only took moments for us to lose ourselves in the lust of the moment as I pulled Madge close and kissed her. Then I felt Ava’s hot hand slip around my cock. Madge nipped my lips as she dropped beside my mother, sharing wicked grins before gazing up at me.

      “This is a dream come true,” I breathed, caressing both of their cheeks, water splashing against my back.

      “This is just the beginning, big boy,” Madge purred, planting a gentle kiss on the head of my cock before sucking me into her mouth as Ava ran a hand down the now striated muscles of my abs.

      “I’ve wanted to give you this for so long, baby… give you everything you deserve. I love you so much, C… Mhmm, does Madelyn’s mouth feel good, baby?”

      “Ngnn,” I moaned in reply. “It feels like I’m… melting.”

      “Good,” Ava purred, standing quickly and pulling me into a passionate kiss. “We are yours, C, forever yours… NNggHH!”

      I slipped my hand from Ava’s large firm ass down between her thighs and ran my fingers around the firm nubbin of her clit. It only took a couple light circles for her to shudder in orgasm, her juices coating my fingers, and then she slipped back down, a hungry grin on her face as she pressed in close to Madge.

      “Oh God,” I moaned.

      “Mhmm, come join me, gorgeous,” Madge purred to my mom, sliding her lips to the side of the fat crown of my cock as Ava pressed her lips to it.

      I nearly came as my stepmom moaned in delirious pleasure, her breath hot and quick as she sucked me into her mouth. Her eyes were closed, and I watched her large inverted nipples harden as she sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, and worked me deeper into her mouth until I felt her tonsils nestle my cock.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathed, my eyes widening and toes curling as Madge suckled at my balls, “Oh God… I’m going to cum.”

      “On our faces,” Madge purred, and Ava moaned in approval, sliding back up off my cock, her eyes flashing open.

      Their hands worked the long, thick shaft of my cock as one, stroking me with their combined saliva as lube. I stared down at my dark-haired stepmom, her eyes shining with joy, mouth wide and cheeks pressed to the gorgeous Madelyn Heatherton, the object of countless male fantasies.

      “Give it to us!” Ava cried out as my cum shot forth.

      Then the wave of pleasure hit me as my balls tightened and thick jets of pearlescent cum shot out across their beautiful faces, curling my toes and leaving me swooning.

      Lightheaded, I had to hold myself up against the wall as Ava and Madge turned toward one another. I watched in awe as they made out, making sure not to waste a drop of my cum. Their hands gripped one another, slipping down wet bodies to caress and pinch asses and paw at breasts.

      My cock was hard again in moments, and I pulled them to their feet. Slipping my hands around Madge’s slender waist, I pulled her ass against me. I bent the gorgeous actress over and pressed my cock into her tightness, and she arched her back, turning to grin at me with lust as she pushed her ass back against me.

      My cock disappeared into her, and we both hissed in pleasure. Madge hissing again when Ava kissed her neck, fingers slipping down to tease her lips and my cock.

      My fingers slipped into the hollow of Madelyn’s hips, and I watched her wide ass roll before me as I fucked her with long, hard strokes. The feeling of her pussy fluttering as her muscles clenched and unclenched around my cock, its warmth and softness a perfect glove, was heaven and it only took a few minutes of hard, passionate fucking for me to flood her depths with my cum.

      Madge slipped to the shower's floor then, her legs too weak to keep her upright, a look of absolute bliss on her face as she bit her bottom lip, gazing up at me.

      Ava wasn’t done yet, as her hoovering mouth swallowing my cock a second later proved. I hissed as the tip burned with sensation, but the woman wouldn’t relent, purring in pleasure as she sucked her friend's juices off me.

      “I want to see you ride me,” I said, my eyes fixated on her massive breasts as they swayed back and forth.

      “Mhmm,” Ava said, nodding quickly as she pulled off my cock.

      There wasn’t much room in the shower, but the walls were angled at the bottom, making it more comfortable than I thought it would be. Madge was pressed close to me as Ava slipped a thigh over my hips and angled my cock back and sank down on it with a great sigh.

      “Ohhh… mhmm.” Eyes closed, she shivered as she settled into place then raised her lids slowly and gazed down at me through her thick, dark lashes, a touch of shyness in her scent as she asked, “Do you like them?”

      Cupping one massive breast she raised it, pinching the nipple as she rocked her hips forward, grinding her clit on my pubis and sliding her tight pussy lips along the thick shaft.

      “They’re gorgeous… You’re gorgeous… I love them.” My hands slipped up her hips to cup both breasts together and then I pulled her down, kissing her and whispering against her lips, “I love you.”

      “You two are so beautiful,” Madge said, her fingers sinking into Ava’s ass cheek as she pulled my stepmom up and down my cock. “Ride that beast, baby, make those giant boobies bounce for our man.”

      “Ngghh!”

      Ava’s thighs slapped down against mine, and I watched in awe as her massive breasts shook and slapped against her belly, their large nipples hard as rocks as I felt her pussy tightening around my cock. She lost her rhythm, grunting and I gripped her ass, driving my cock up into her with hard, fast thrusts that sent her screaming over the edge.

      A wave of pride and pleasure flooded me as her nails dug into my back and she whispered in my ear over and over again.

      “Thank you! Oh God, thank you!”

      Then a hot tongue snaked around my balls and I gasped. Soft breasts pressed around my face, as Ava began to rock again, her moans of pleasure quieter as she worked my entire body with hers. Slippery flesh slid up and down me, as her tight pussy gripped my cock and Madge lapped at my balls.

      Wrapping my lips around one large nipple I gazed up through the light spray to see Ava’s head thrown back, her long slender neck stretched out, and her mouth open in an “O” of pleasure as her second and larger orgasm rushed through her. Her pussy milked me, and I was soon lost in a world of bliss as well as I flooded her womb.

      

      Hours later we lay in a king-size bed on pristine white sheets. We cuddled together, Ava and I. Not speaking, but gently tracing skin with fingertips as we stared into each other’s eyes, amazed and still shocked at where we were. We kept waiting for the dream to end, but dream or nightmare, this was our new reality.

      Ava’s lips quirked up into a little grin when my cock twitched in her fingers, and she bit her lip and wiggled beneath the sheets. Pressing a finger to my lips, urging me not to say anything that would warn the actress sleeping beside her, she ran her hot tongue up the side of my cock slowly, never breaking eye contact the entire time.

      Soon, we’d have to infiltrate a den of Alpha assholes, if Donatella could be trusted. The world was a crazy and chaotic place, and death lay in wait around almost every corner it seemed. But for the moment, all was perfect as I now had one small measure of the perfect life I’d always wanted, and I’d found it in the love of two beautiful women.
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      In dark dreams, I sat hunkered down, silent and watchful. My prey would make its way to me; of this I was certain, I had only to be patient.

      Loud trills of a morning bird drew my attention, tugging at me insistently until I surfaced from the comforting dream to find dawn’s light reaching through the picture windows of the bedroom I found myself in. White linens hung in place of curtains, doing little to block the view. Two figures stirred beside me, and for a second I hesitated as I rose, the beast within me hungering to taste their flesh once more. Last night, I’d indulged my young lusts, though from my body’s reaction, not nearly enough.

      The women would wait. The forest called to me.

      It began just outside the windows, where a gentle green slope dropped into a stand of ancient oaks and short dark bushes. The window swung outward at a touch, and I leaped clear of the house to land with bare feet upon the soft earth.

      When my toes sank in, the scent of rich black earth filled the air, and I sank down onto my haunches, breathing it in deep. Rising, I walked forward with eyes closed, my nose guiding the way.

      A stupid smile worked its way onto my face as I parsed through the scents of earth, rock, grass, brush, and tree branch, but I didn’t care. There was too much pleasure in the experience for me to care about my expression or the fact that I stood naked in the middle of a strange forest.

      The world was a thousand times more complex than I’d ever imagined. My nose scented more than I could ever remember noticing. The feel of cold earth and sharp leaves beneath my feet etched itself upon my soles in more detail than I could see with the naked eye.

      I could feel small patches of lichen and moss that had grown on a boulder when my toes brushed it. Pausing, I dropped to my haunches again and opened my eyes, staring in wonder at the tiny little filaments of life growing from the moss, watching as they slowly tilted toward the morning light from evening resting positions.

      Turning my face up, I caught a beam full-on and sat there for long seconds. Time seemed to slow around me, the sound of blood rushing past my ears slowing to a low rush, and I almost felt like I could feel the beams of light themselves bouncing off my flesh.

      A branch shifting pulled my attention back down, and I found a slender doe peeking her head around a tree, curiously testing a small bunch of grass growing from beneath a bush.

      Drawing in a deep, slow breath, I scented her. The doe’s concentration was wholly absorbed on the tasty meal, but I froze, just in time, as her head darted up, the scent reaching me delayed. Making sure she was safe, the doe dropped back down to munch.

      Heart thudding in my chest, I darted forward on light toes, moving at an angle so her body and the trees between us would cut off the sight of me in her peripheral. I hadn’t made it twenty meters before my arm brushed an oak branch and the deer’s head came back up.

      I don’t know if she saw me somehow, or if it was my scent or something else, but she took off and in two quick bounds was gone, branches breaking as the she disappeared into the woods.

      “You move like a baboon.”

      The voice sent a bucket of cold water down my spine, and I flinched, losing my focus on the world around me as I glanced up to find Dee perched on a thick branch twenty meters in the air.

      She wore camouflaged pants and shirt, helping her blend in with the surrounding foliage, and a long rifle with a scope rested in the crook of one elbow. The young woman’s silvery locks were tied back in a ponytail, and her expression was amused.

      “You have good instincts and more self-control than I would have guessed, but you’re trying to run before you can even walk.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked, trying to ignore my nakedness.

      When Dee stepped off the high branch and plummeted to the ground, I choked on a cry of shock. The drop was enough to shatter a person’s legs, but she landed in an easy crouch, the ground shaking with the force of her impact, and strode over to me easily.

      The young woman’s eyes strayed down my naked physique, but she didn’t register shock or appear impressed, much to my chagrin.

      “You need another week before your body’s done adjusting to your new genetics, only then can you hope to reach your full potential. That’s why you’ve been so hungry for protein and carbs.” Passing me, the girl headed back toward the house, resting the rifle on her shoulder. “While that’s happening, you’re going to need to adjust to your heightened senses. There’s more to being an Alpha than just banging hot chicks and being cool.”

      Her frank speech shocked me, but Dee didn’t seem to follow the same rules of polite society that I’d always known. Her scent intrigued me, but being unable to discern her emotions and feelings through the complex aroma was disconcerting.

      “The rest of the world thinks it ends there, but it doesn’t,” Dee said, her tone soft and thoughtful. “That’s one of the great tragedies of what those fools did. Beyond the incalculable loss of life, they don’t even fully understand what they are. What they’ve unleashed upon the world. If one of them discovers it before I can stop them…”

      “Before we can stop them,” I said, and Dee blinked, looking over at me as if she’d forgotten I was there.

      “You’ll help me get into their facility,” Dee said with a frown that made my heart drop, “but you aren’t trained or prepared for what we’re heading into. It would be best if you and those ladies kept your heads down and let me do my thing. It will be dangerous enough without me having to look out for you three.”

      “Right,” I said, “then what can we expect to find?”

      “I don’t know yet,” Dee said. “I am waiting for word about that now.”

      I gave the woman space, but she didn’t elaborate, clearly unwilling to divulge too much information.

      “We’ll be here the rest of the day at least,” Dee said, pulling open the sliding glass door and stepping inside. “I don’t know how you’re controlling those urges, but you better get it out of your system before we head out. I know how fledgling Alphas and their prides can be, and I don’t plan on putting up with that nonsense all the way to Command. You dig?”

      “I can control myself,” I said, stepping in front of the kitchen’s island to finally hide my naked package. I shouldn’t have felt disappointed that Dee had never given me a second look, but the pain of it was sharp and caused me to get stiff and defensive even though I knew it was illogical.

      “It seems you can,” Dee said, nodding and poking through cabinets until she found the pantry. “You’ve definitely got potential, CT, and if we could afford it, I’d take you somewhere where you could learn what your true capabilities are, but we don’t have time to spare. Not right now, and I need you young, dumb and, pardon the expression, but full of… you know.”

      “I really don’t,” I said shaking my head, and Dee gave a bark of laughter and tossed me a stick of beef jerky from the bin she’d pulled out.

      “There are some things I can show you before we get to Colorado, but only if you promise me one thing.”

      “Anything,” I said without hesitation, causing Dee to raise an eyebrow.

      “A girl could have fun with a promise like that.” She flashed a grin before chomping into a thick stick of jerky and speaking around the mouthful, an oddly unsightly sight from the gorgeous young woman. “What I have to ask is for your protection where we’re going. If they suspect you’re capable of ascending, they’ll place enhanced security around us, and I’ll never slip away. Promise me you won’t try to figure out my scent or read my emotions. Ever.”

      Feeling like I’d been slapped across the face, I blinked rapidly then nodded, chagrined.

      “The actress is waking up,” Dee said, her voice softening slightly, easing the tension. “Go make sure she has a good morning. I’ll go back on lookout.”

      “You weren’t born and raised in America, were you?”

      “I was, just not any America you’ve ever known.” Dee winked one perfect golden eye at me as she walked back outside, stuffing jerky and packets of string cheese into the cargo pockets of her pants.

      Even in the baggy camo, the young woman couldn’t hide her almost inhuman beauty. Her steps were quick and silent, and in seconds, she’d disappeared down the gentle slope and into the forest, like a ghost.
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      “C? You there?”

      Putting the odd young woman out of my mind, I headed back to the bedroom with growing eagerness. I found the older beauty sitting up on one elbow, pure white sheets falling away from her torso as she wiped the sleep from one eye.

      “When I woke, and you weren’t here, I worried.” The woman’s eyes traveled the lines of my body, and I watched her pupils dilate, scent changing, and felt a flush of pleasure at finally getting the response I’d wanted earlier. “CT… you look so gorgeous in the morning light. Mhmm, come here, baby.”

      I didn’t go to her, though, instead, I stood there, drinking in her beauty. Madelyn had been not just the object of my affections as a boy, but also those of a legion of other men. Starring in many movies and for years on a daytime soap, Madge was a world-class actress and beauty who’d only ripened with age.

      Her dark roots showed through, only heightening the contrast of her silken hair as it cascaded over one shoulder. As I stared, the woman released the sheet covering her breasts, letting it slide down to reveal her large areolae and nipples. Biting her bottom lip, she set my blood boiling with the subtle motion of her nails dragging along the underside of one large breast.

      The beast within growled, and I could no longer hold it at bay. Pouncing on the bed, Madge gave a cry of surprise and giggled as I flicked the sheet away from her nakedness. A figure stirred beneath the blankets beside us, but I focused on the woman beneath me, intent on devouring her soft curves before I moved on to my next prey.

      “Yes, baby, just take me!”

      Take her I did. Flipping the busty MILF over and pulling her hips back into mine, I growled against the back of her neck as I dug my cock into her slickness. Like animals in heat, I held the former actress’s upper torso down, her screams and cries of pleasure muffled by the pillows as she gripped them tight.

      One hand reached down beneath Madge, seeking her sex, and she cried out in shock, head flying back and hair whipping past my face as I found her little nubbin of pleasure. Her fists reached out, gripping the sheet as she pushed back against me, her large soft breasts swaying wildly with my powerful thrusts.

      “Huh, huh, oh, huh, God, huh, never, huh, huh, fucked, huh, huh, so, huh, good!”

      The sheets flicked back, and I glanced over, blonde hair flying around my face as the slaps of ass on hips and the wet sounds of our sexes crashing together filled the room. Ava lay on her side, watching us with a wide-eyed fixed gaze. She bit her bottom lip and gripped one breast, fingers sinking into the firm flesh.

      Our eyes met, and she seized with shame and desire, thighs pressing tight around the hand pressed to her sex, but she didn’t look away. Madge’s cries of pleasure grew into shrieks in seconds as her sex shivered around me. Losing focus on my stepmom, my fingers slipped up, cupping one of Madelyn’s perfect breasts as I lost my rhythm, cock exploding within the woman’s depths.

      The beast within purred in contentment as I dug deep, shooting into the woman’s womb. Madge purred in pleasure, mumbling incoherently as she gripped and kissed my arm, twisting beneath me until her lips met mine.

      Sweaty and sated, I lost myself in the kiss for long seconds, our tongues warring until I broke off with a gasp and stared down. Guilty eyes glanced up at me, then back down as Ava moaned softly, her lips wrapped around my manhood as she knelt beside her best friend and me.

      “Lay back, lover,” Madge purred in my ear, slowly kissing her way down my chest and stomach, “and you, move over.”

      “Mnnnn.” Ava frowned, the corners of her lips turning down as she pulled up off my stiff cock. “You can help, darling, but this one’s mine.”

      “Don’t be greedy,” Madge said, winking up at me. “There’s more than enough to go around if he’s this hard already.”

      “I never got soft,” I said, reaching down and running my fingers through the actress’s silky hair as she sucked me deep.

      Instead of registering jealousy, Ava’s eyes sparked with desire, and she leaned forward on her knees, drawing me into a kiss as we watched her friend sucking me. For long seconds, our lips caressed gently, my fingers tracing patterns on her back as Madelyn’s tongue played up and down my cock.

      Ava could only watch for so long before she threw her thigh over mine. As I slid my hands up and gripped her waist, we stared deep into one another’s eyes as she sank down slowly, her velvety softness slowly encasing the length of me. Adding to the intense pleasure of her sex was the feel of a fiery tongue sliding down my shaft to lap at my balls.

      Growling, I thrust up into Ava, bottoming out within her sex as my fingers sank into her hips. We both groaned in pleasure as she ground her sex against me, then my stepmom fell forward, her lips finding mine once again as she ground against my cock and I fucked up into her with short, hard thrusts.

      We lost ourselves in the mad need for one another. My hands were all over her, eyes drinking in her beauty in the morning light, all while her dark hair cascaded around us and her cries of pleasure filled the open bedroom. The first orgasm I felt rip through her body only made her grip and grind against me all the harder, beginning a long string of small orgasms as I gripped her ass, grinding her clit against my pubis.

      The beast within me purred as my orgasm rushed through me, and Ava’s hand found mine, fingers locking together as she screamed her pleasure into the mattress beside my head. My hot seed flooded her womb, triggering her biggest orgasm yet, and then we collapsed on the bed. We held one another in a hot sticky embrace, Madge crawling up to kiss my stepmom then me.

      When the women began kissing again, Madge pressing Ava down beneath her, realization registered in my stepmom’s scent as shock passed through her. A brief hesitation, then she gave in to the pleasure as her hands reached up to caress Madelyn’s sides, then down to give the woman’s wide ass a firm slap.

      Slap!

      Seeing the former actress arch her back and purr like a cat, her pale ass shivering from the blow, put new steel in my cock, and I rose. Gripping both women’s hips, I pulled them to the edge of the bed. Both gave a yelp of surprise but smiled in pleasure when I told them not to stop.

      Slipping Madelyn’s legs to the inside and rolling Ava’s back, I pressed the two woman’s pussies together. A hiss of shock from both shifted to moans of pleasure when my massive cock slipped between their lips.

      With both pressed together and wet from our lovemaking, I was able to fuck back and forth between them. Sliding into one who would give a pleasing little shocked gasp, then out and into the other, before sliding it between their pressed outer lips and grinding against their clits.

      All the while, I watched the friends exploring one another. Their kisses and caresses were broken up now and then by a few hard thrusts as they lost themselves in the pleasure of my thrusts. The other’s lips kissing her neck, or even in Madelyn’s case, drawing one of Ava’s nipples to her lips and suckling to a firm nubbin and sucking hard, even twisting and pulling it.

      I drew out our pleasure as long as I could, enjoying the sight and the feel of them. It could have been hours, for all I knew, before I blew my load between their pressed sexes. Afterward, we all piled into the bath for an hour before wandering out to the kitchen in search of food.

      “CT, put some pants on,” Ava said as she wrapped a robe she’d taken from a closet about herself, and I realized I was about to walk out unclothed again.

      “I think he wants to show off his package to you know who,” Madge said with a wink.

      “She could care less about me,” I said, grabbing my pants and pulling them on.

      “Her loss then,” Madge said.

      Ava frowned when I walked out to the kitchen and gave me that look that without pressing too hard said, “Do you want to talk about it?” But I shook my head. I wasn’t ready to deal with the problem of Donatella. Not after the incredible morning I’d just shared with these two incredible women.

      “What do you want to eat?” Madge asked. “There’s mac and cheese or mac and cheese.”

      “That sounds amazing, actually. Do we have the butter and everything?” my stepmom asked.

      “Powdered, I’m afraid, but there’s enough here to feed an army.” She pushed open the pantry door and showed a shelf full of dozens of the blue boxes.

      “We should go through the entire house and see what we could use,” I said. “I don’t think Dee’s aunt is going be needing this stuff anytime soon.”

      “True,” Ava said.

      As Madelyn cooked a large pot of noodles, Ava and I searched through the rest of the kitchen. We scrounged a few bottles of spices, including a large bin of peppercorns and salt which would always come in handy, as well as a set of pots and pans.

      I felt guilty about taking the cookware, especially when it was clearly so expensive and well maintained, but we could check with Dee before leaving to make sure it wasn’t a problem. Having inspected the truck’s supplies, I knew an iron skillet and a gas grill would only get us so far.

      Pulling out the canister of beef jerky, I munched away while Madge finished cooking the meal. When it came time to eat, I’d consumed the entire canister of jerky and had room for three helpings of pasta and cheese sauce.

      I was contemplating getting a fourth helping when Dee walked in, her rifle missing and a cell phone in her hand that she referenced.

      “We leave tomorrow morning, first light. Make sure you have everything packed and the vehicles fueled.”

      “Should we plot a route?” I asked.

      “I have. I’ve been working on one that should keep us to back roads and minor highways. Away from any major metropolitan areas. Do you each have a cell phone? I’ll share the map so we’re on the same page.”

      “I’ve been thinking we should download a walkie-talkie app if we can access any servers,” I said. “Our cell batteries should last all day, and as long as we’re within range, we can use some of them without cell service.”

      “Good thinking.” Dee nodded.

      “How long is it going to take?” Madge asked.

      “I can’t say, three days, maybe a week or more. Depends how much we have to backtrack or go around. Not every place was hit by the gas, and there are pockets of humanity that survived. The news is scattered and hard to make sense of, but it sounds like there are some horror shows going on in places.”

      The news put a damper on our mood the rest of the afternoon as we packed and prepared to leave in the morning. When the truck and bikes were fueled, Dee took me by the elbow and led me off into the woods.
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      I had to force myself not to stare at the young woman’s delicate features. I’d never seen such flawless beauty, and the shape of her lips, or the curve of her upturned nose, could catch my eye and trap my attention like a spell.

      She came to a stop atop a small knoll with a breathtaking view through two mountains and a stand of tall pine trees. Far in the distance, I could make out the purple shapes of mountains and a small town at their base. The town looked like little more than a dash of red and yellow against the dark and light green of the landscape, so far away I couldn’t make out any details.

      “You haven’t finished the Change, so ascension isn’t possible, but you can still harness the senses.” At my puzzled frown, she lifted her hand and ticked off four fingers. “Sight, hearing, smell, and strength. You also have access to the instinctual faculties, but we’ll leave them for another time.”

      Instantly I had a million questions, but I could tell this was the wrong time to ask them, instead I listened attentively, letting the musical quality of her voice wash over me and trying my hardest not to parse the intoxicating aroma of her scent, to know what she was thinking and feeling.

      “The senses can be enhanced through focus, hunger, and need.” Dee held up the first finger. “Sight when used to the exclusion of all other senses, can be enhanced to degrees most Alphas never realize. It’s the safest and easiest to learn, so we’ll start there. You’re going to focus on a target, in this case, that gas station on the west side of that town.”

      “What gas station?” I asked, squinting but still only seeing a dim blur.

      “Don’t squint, that tightens everything you should be loosening. Just stare at the base of the mountain. You see different colors where the town is?” I nodded, and she went on. “Okay, relax your eyes, and let the image come to you. Don’t think about it. It will make sense in a moment. It’s almost like you’re welcoming in the image, letting sounds dim and the world around you fade away. If you start to tense up, remember that feeling a few hours ago when you were in bed with your pride.”

      I blinked at her, but she nodded her chin back at the distant mountain.

      “Focus. Forget the rest of the world, unless you’re brought back into it, then let warm memories untether you. Yes?”

      “I’ll try,” I said.

      “Do, there is no try.”

      “Okay, Yoda.” I rolled my eyes, but the young woman just frowned at me.

      “My name is Donatella. I’ve told you this. Did you hit your head yesterday?”

      “You’ve never seen Star Wars?” I asked, incredulous.

      “Oh,” she said, blushing prettily, “I didn’t realize it was a pop culture reference. I didn’t get much access where I grew up. Back to your practice, before we lose the light.”

      The snap in her voice pulled my eyes back to the distant mountain. Her words didn’t make sense, but I tried to relax my eyes, letting the distant image come to me. All I got was watery eyes and a mild headache from trying to focus on not focusing too hard while the gorgeous creature’s scent clouded my head.

      Finally, we called it for the night, Dee telling me not to be discouraged that I hadn’t gotten it on the first try.

      “Nothing about this is intuitive until it is, and that won’t make sense until it does.”

      She gave me a wink before grabbing a bowl of mac and cheese and sitting on the couch with her phone. Ava and Madge opened up another bottle of wine, and I tried to ignore Madge's none-too-sly winks and my stepmom’s questioning looks.

      “There’s still a half hour before full dark,” I said, handing each a pistol and one of the boxes of ammo we had the largest supply of. “Let’s get some practice in while we can.”

      “Only if you promise we’re going to bed right after, tiger,” Madelyn said. “I plan to get my fill before we’re muddy and bloody again.”

      There was no way I’d argue with her about that. We didn’t make it back to bed before hands began to wander and clothes fell. I took both in the forest, bent over against a tree while the other kept lookout.

      I think they got off on the fact that we could be snuck up on by a pack of mutants at any moment. I know Madge was especially wild as I slammed into her from behind, her teeth sinking into my arm as she struggled to stifle her cries of pleasure, one hand hauling on my hips as I slammed into her, encouraging me to faster and harder thrusts. All while the other pressed against the tree’s trunk, fingers white with tension as her body shook in bliss.

      That night we slept like the dead, waking not long before sunrise to shower and pack the last of our things. Making sure we had everything, I stepped out as the sun was lightening the treetops above. Dee didn’t bother shutting the door before hopping on her bike and firing it up.

      I pulled on my helmet and took up the rear, firing up the heavy police bike after making sure my weapons were all locked into place. I’d taken one of the extra leather holsters and strapped it behind the headlight so I could grab the pistol inside should I need to.

      Rolling behind the heavy truck, I took in the beautiful scenery of eastern Oregon as we drove through the morning. Dee kept us on a good pace, and we crossed two small bridges without issue and passed through a small town without arousing more than a couple mutants that raced angrily in our wake, easily dropped with a few well-placed pistol shots and left for the carrion eaters if they would have them.

      It would have been nice if we’d had the time to give everyone a proper funeral. Not just because it was the right thing to do, but because I could foresee an issue with disease and plague cropping up, eventually. The smell alone would be horrific for months.

      There wasn’t time to waste on every mutant we encountered, so we killed those we could and avoided the rest. Dee could sense when there was a large pack ahead and would change our course accordingly. One time we were forced to backtrack a dozen miles through twisting mountain roads and onto a larger highway.

      I could see Madge frowning in annoyance when we finally got back on track, but I kept my mouth closed. The odd young woman had shown remarkable skills, and I had my suspicions about what she really was.

      We ate on the road, shoving sticks of cheese and meat into our mouths as we made our way through rolling farmlands. The road was empty and the sky clear, and it was easy to forget the horrors living just behind each turn and feel like we were rolling through paradise itself with the green hills surrounding us.

      The illusion fell away when we spotted a large black column of smoke rising ahead of us twenty minutes later. Dee pulled over to the side of the road, and we stopped beside her as she pulled up the map.

      “We’ll have to backtrack a whole day if we want to go around this.”

      “Why don’t we get closer and see what’s going on?” I asked. “The land’s flat enough that we should be able to have plenty of warning if we have to run.”

      Dee glanced up at the sun, judging how long it was until darkness fell, and nodded.

      “Fill up now, though, just in case we’re running.”

      We filled the tanks and loaded our weapons, and I took a moment to check on Ava and Madge, making sure they were okay. The pair had a whole setup going on in the truck when I glanced in. Ava was driving, and Madge had a paper map folded between them with our trail since Portland mapped out. There was also an old CD player hooked up to a portable speaker with the plug in the cigarette lighter socket.

      “What are you listening to?” I asked with a laugh.

      “The only CDs I could find in that house were a Disney sing-along and Fleetwood Mac, you guess which,” Ava said, drawing a grin from me.

      “Don’t have too much fun in here,” I said with a wink.

      “We ran out of twenty questions two hundred questions ago,” Madge said, sighing as she leaned against the door. “You don’t have to worry about that.”

      “Let’s go,” Dee called, firing up her bike.

      Giving each a nod and making sure their guns were near at hand and safeties on, I swung onto my bike and took off after Dee, letting Ava and Madge take up the rear. It only took a few minutes to crest a low hill and see the scene spread out before us, and I found a grim mask etched on Dee’s face as she scanned it.
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      An overpass reached over the highway, and at its peak was a small pocket of free space with a couple of figures dancing around in the center. One side of the overpass was a towering column of black smoke, while the other was a moving carpet of mutants packed together and spreading out across the plain and road for a hundred meters.

      “There must be a thousand of them,” I said, trying to comprehend what I was witnessing.

      “The trail of corpses leads to the trailer park.” Dee pointed to a mound of green far off on the horizon, but I couldn’t make out any details. “Hell of a ride they’ve had.”

      “We have to go save them,” I said and scented the spike of anxiety from my stepmom when she heard me.

      “Too big of a risk,” Dee said, shaking her head. “I can’t afford to lose you— Hey! Idiot boy!”

      Seeing living people moving around on that overpass made it impossible for me to turn away, and I couldn’t let Dee’s silken voice and logic change my mind. Throwing open my throttle, I sank back into the seat as it leapt beneath me.

      The figures in the distance were too far for me to see clearly, but they spotted me, or heard the roar of my engine approaching, and I saw a pair of arms waving. Ignoring their cries, I pulled over beside a large steel pole with a diamond-shaped sign on it.

      Pulling out my phone, I keyed the app and spoke into it.

      “Ava, drive the truck beneath the overpass, and slow when you’re beneath. I’m going to clear you a path.”

      I held my breath, waiting for the silver-haired beauty to object to my plan, but she said nothing, instead drawing the blade from her back and revving her engine a few times, its high-pitched whine drawing the attention of dozens of the mutants in the back ranks who stopped trying to claw through their comrades and instead rushed toward us, drawing more and more with them every second.

      “Dee, keep them safe, and I’ll keep the pack off your backs.”

      Throwing my weight into the sign pole, I broke it free of the dirt holding it in place and swung back aboard my bike. The pole was heavy and awkward, but I wasn’t going to use it as a weapon. After securing it to the back handlebar with one of the elastic straps on the bike, I grabbed a canister of diesel fuel off the truck. Firing up the bike’s engine, I took off, turning off the highway and cutting across the farmland.

      My bike was heavy, but I kept to the hard-packed dirt trails between squares of crops, aiming for a large orchard stretching to the north. Chancing a quick glance backward, I saw the truck and Dee’s bike making for the overpass as the bulk of the mutants charged after me, drawn by the horrendous banging sound of the sign as it bounced off hard, dry dirt and rock.

      It was a miracle the sign didn’t hang up on anything and tear free as I raced across the dirt. The sound of gnashing and growling grew closer and closer, but I didn’t hazard another glace back as the dirt path required all my attention to keep from dropping the bike.

      Once I hit the orchard, it was faster going, and I gunned the throttle, peaking back to see a large majority of the mutant swarm curling out after me in a wide arc. With the angle, I couldn’t see how Dee and the ladies were doing and could only pray.

      The orchard was a massive square of land that stretched back to the forest. The trees on one side of the orchard were far older and larger than the others, and I started there, flicking off the lid of the gas canister and letting the liquid dump out in my wake.

      Long minutes passed as I zipped through trees and cut around in a large circle, the sign banging loudly behind me the whole time. By the time I’d circled the orchard and was coming back around to the highway, I saw the swarm of mutants on the overpass had thinned out considerably.

      The shambling horrors were spread all throughout the orchard and beyond, back to the road. Those that couldn’t run stumbled across the field of crops.

      Ripping my shirt off, I stuffed one end into the mostly empty fuel canister and dug a lighter out of my pack. All the while I kept my eyes peeled for the truck, heart thudding in my chest. Finally, I saw it burst forth from the other side of the overpass, three figures clinging to the tarp in the bed while Dee’s sword flashed in the evening light as she carved a path through the last of the mutants.

      Breathing a sigh of relief, I lit the rags of my shirt and opened the throttle back, tire washing out and fishtailing as I gunned it.

      Hurling the flaming canister was the easy part, the hard part was smashing a path through the mutants. At first, I thought to barrel through, but a couple dozen of the giant bastards charged me with arms out, and I knew they could overwhelm me.

      Flipping the sign around, I held it beneath my arm like a lance and gripped the steel pole as hard as I could. I figured the pole would push through my hands at the first mutant I struck, but fear and adrenaline had the battle juices rushing through me, and in my panic, I felt the steel crumple beneath my hand like a stick of butter.

      Smashing through the front line, I swung the sign side to side, bashing mutants out of my way before the thing was torn from my grip. Bloody claws tore at me, snatching at my skin, pants, and pack. For one terrifying second, I felt my momentum slow as the heat and stench of their bodies overwhelmed me.

      Screaming through their fear and rage at being trapped, I watched two mutants fall before my front tire, broken teeth gnashing at the rubber as it rolled over their faces. And then I was clear.

      Icy wind caressed me as I zipped over to the highway, cooling the sweat on my brow as I shouted out in joy and relief to be free.

      A loud “whoosh” of an explosion sent a wave of warmth against my back and lit up the evening sky as diesel fuel caught fire. By the time I was on the highway and cruising after the truck, there was a billowing column of thick, black smoke rising into the air as the screams of hundreds of mutants joined in with the crackling flames.

      I caught up with the truck a few minutes later, pulled over at the top of a small hill with a good view of the surrounding lands. Three figures were climbing down off the bed of the truck. They each clutched an injury, but none worse than the lone man who held a stump tied off with a bloody tourniquet against his chest.

      “God bless you all,” one of the women sobbed as she collapsed onto the ground. “I thought we were dead.”

      “You’re okay now,” Ava said, helping the young woman up. “Come on over here, and let us see to those wounds.”

      The three of them had vacant-eyed expressions as they let Madge and my stepmom help them over to sit against the guardrail as they fussed over nasty cuts and gouges torn out of their flesh, evidence of a harrowing journey.

      “I’m CT,” I said, stepping up, “and this is Ava, Madelyn, and Dee.” I pointed to the silver-haired beauty who kept apart, her eyes scanning the horizon and watching the few mutants who’d managed to escape the blazing inferno I’d made of the orchard.

      “Darrel,” the man said, his eyes staring ahead, unseeing.

      “I’m Susan, and this is Jenny,” the slender blonde spoke, looking a touch better off than her two comrades. The other woman looked the worst off of the three, with a large purple bruise on her skull, but the color was fading from the bruise quickly.

      “We need to get them somewhere safer so we can look at these injuries,” Ava said. “Darrel let me see that arm… You’re going to need fresh bandages and antibiotics. Madge, get them from the first aid kit.”

      Susan watched Madelyn hurry over to the truck, and I saw a puzzled frown creep onto her face.

      “Weren’t you Elenore Ingleby from Days of Our Lives?” the woman asked, her tone registering shock that brought the man’s eyes back around, blinking as he focused on the actress hurrying back with the supplies.

      “A lifetime ago.” Madelyn beamed. “Were you a fan?”

      “The biggest,” Susan said, but her eyebrows pinched together in a frown of confusion. “I don’t understand what’s going on. What are Madelyn Heatherton, a crazy samurai girl, and Brad Pitt’s younger twin doing in the middle of bum-fuck Oregon saving a couple of rednecks from a zombie horde?”

      Her voice rose with each successive word until the woman was screaming by the end as Madelyn stood patiently in front of her. The second woman was drawn out of her stupor by the screaming and blinked over at her friend, then shockingly broke out in laughter.

      “Susan, you dumb bitch, these people just saved our lives. Stop your caterwauling.” The woman still chuckled as she wiped a smear of blood that was sheeting down the side of her face. “Darrel, get a handle on your woman before I do.”

      The woman’s words had a powerful effect on the pair, and Susan’s rage faded as if it had never been. It was their scents that intrigued me the most. Jenny was in her mid-thirties, maybe early forties, it was hard to tell with blood matting her hair and ash darkening her features.

      Susan’s and Darrel’s scents were muted, simplistic, and easy to parse. The man was in shock, pain clouding out his ability to struggle clear of it, but Jenny’s every word reached through that fog to cause little spikes in his emotions. While Susan and Darrel both had wedding rings, all of her love and devotion flowed toward Jenny as she watched the younger woman.

      Jenny’s scent was strong and complex, harder to parse and infinitely more complex, but I could discern her curiosity and a kind of fatalistic amusement at the situation.

      “You’re the Alpha. Not Darrel.”
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      The words popped out of my mouth as my brain was catching up to the obvious fact, and I felt Dee’s attention get riveted to us, her interest suddenly sharp. She walked over, her black boots crunching on gravel as she stared daggers at Jenny.

      So are you.

      I didn’t say it out loud, but it was as if Dee heard me because she flinched slightly but carefully didn’t meet my gaze.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jenny said tiredly, lifting her arm as Ava pressed a bandage to her bleeding side and handed her one to press to her head. “All I know is the world went crazy, and then we were jumping off an overpass into your truck. Thanks, by the way, that was pretty brave what you all did.”

      “Tell us everything that happened,” Dee said, her tone oddly gentle. “From when you breathed in the gas and Changed, to when we found you.”

      “Changed.” The woman laughed once, then winced in pain and glanced down at her two friends. Madge was seeing to the man’s missing hand as best she could while Susan stared around at everyone, a bit lost. “That’s a good term for it.” The woman glanced from me to Dee, and I saw a frown of suspicion flit across her face before she spoke in more measured tones.

      “I was at Darrel and Susan’s getting a bag of… things when alarms started going off everywhere. Green gas filled the place and… Well, things got a bit dirty for a few hours there. Turns out Darrel’s a bit of a cuck, enjoys seeing his wife railed in front of him, don’t you Darrel?”

      Jenny flashed the man a cruel smile, but he didn’t respond, too focused on Madge replacing the bloody bandage on his stump.

      “Anyway, we spent a few hours having fun and doing all the… stuff he had. That’s when we heard the first zombies outside.”

      “Not zombies, but Balphas,” I said when she paused to take a breath. The woman shot me a look like I must be brain dead or something, and I wanted to scream a reminder that we’d just risked our lives to save them.

      “Whatever they are, they got Darrel’s arm straight off. Tore the fucker’s head off for hurting my man.” I saw the woman frown at herself, her scent jangling curiously as she struggled through complex emotions. “Anyway, we got clear of the trailer park and holed up in a library for a day. The fuckers were only massing, though, came at us in strength.”

      She pointed back to the billowing column of smoke.

      “Led them on a merry chase across three counties. Thanks again for that. Mighty fine sight, seeing them fuckers burning.”

      “Tell them about the convoy, Jen,” Susan piped up then flinched when the younger woman shot her a glare.

      “I’m getting to it, goddamn, always with the fucking sniping.” The woman’s eyes alighted on my stepmom’s face, and I saw the hard edges of her features soften, and her eyes dropped down to take in Ava’s body with a lascivious stare. “Two days ago, an armored convoy rolled through here, heading south. Couldn’t see what they were carrying, and they never stopped. We tried flagging them down, but the motherfuckers rolled right past without even slowing.”

      “That’s awful,” Madge said.

      “I’ve got another cut right here,” Jenny said, grabbing my stepmom’s wrist and pushing it down toward her inner thighs. “Why don’t you see to easing it, eh sexy?”

      “Let go of me!” Ava said, trying to pull away.

      The woman seemed like a royal bitch, but I hadn’t been expecting such aggressive behavior. Seeing her grab Ava awoke the beast within me. I went from quietly pondering to a roaring inferno of possessive rage in a second as a snarl rose up from the back of my throat.

      Jenny froze, and the complex aroma of her scent stilled as well. As our eyes met, something passed between us, and I saw straight into her slightly feral heart. A low growl rolled out of me, warning, though it was no longer necessary. The woman now knew her place.

      “Good,” Dee said, breaking the tension, “now that you’ve sorted yourselves out, we need to get going. It’s going to be dark soon, and we need to find a place to camp.”

      “Just drop us off a few miles down the road,” Jenny said, standing and testing her side, which was heavily bandaged, with tentative fingers. “There’s a gun shop I know. We’ll get armed and be on our way.”

      “It’s too dangerous to split up,” I said. “We should all stick together—”

      “The woman’s made up her mind, CT, respect it.” Dee’s tone was firm and her gaze even firmer as she watched the other female Alpha warily.

      For her part, Jenny didn’t know what to make of Dee. I could see her taking deep breaths through her nose as she and her pride hobbled over to the truck to climb in the back, but she didn’t have any more success than I had in discerning anything about the young woman.

      I was happy Dee spoke up. Something about Jenny didn’t feel right to me. I knew I wouldn’t be comfortable with her around and neither would Ava, who eyed the woman warily whenever she drew near, her scent spiking with aversion.

      We pulled over a few miles down the road when we spotted the shop advertising guns, ammo, and porno videos. I helped the three down from the back of the truck while Madge and Ava stayed inside, eyeing the three warily.

      “Good luck,” I said to Jenny, and the woman put her hand out.

      “Thank you again for saving our lives. We owe you. And sorry for being such a greedy bitch. I didn’t mean nothing by it.”

      “It’s fine,” I said, although we both knew it wasn’t. “We’re heading to Colorado where there’s supposed to be a safe place at NORAD.”

      “Fuck that,” Jenny said, shaking her head. “Those bastards didn’t stop to help us, so fuck them and their plans.”

      “Good luck to you then,” I said.

      “Head down to Arizona,” Dee called from her bike. “You’ll find refuge there.”

      Jenny eyed the silver-haired woman and nodded, then motioned for her pride to follow her as they headed for the gun shop. I watched the three hobble away, feeling like we hadn’t done nearly enough for the only other living souls we’d seen. Finally, I took off after the truck, feeling a deep sense of frustration.

      Two hours later, our camp was set up, and we were sitting around a small fire in silence eating our food monotonously when Dee spoke up.

      “She was an Alpha,” the young woman said, her pale-yellow eyes finding mine. “Could you feel it in her?”

      “She was like you,” I said, and then wished I could have taken it back when Dee’s face twisted in revulsion.

      “I’m nothing like her,” the woman said with a hard frown. “I might have fallen into it, just as you can. But I’ve held to a higher purpose.”

      “I thought you either were or you weren’t a certain type of Alpha?” Ava asked.

      “It’s complicated,” Dee said, frowning. “The early theories all had to do with genetics, but it's more involved than that. My grandfather proved an Alpha can ascend and… regress… If they lose purpose.”

      “And that purpose is…?” Madge asked.

      “You,” I said, nodding to her and my stepmom, before turning back to Dee. “Right?”

      Those pale-yellow eyes studied me for a long second before she finally nodded.

      “That’s right. It took decades, and dozens of Alpha subjects, for them to discover the importance of an Alpha’s pride. Not only their shared love and connection, but the spirits of all involved.” The young woman’s gaze grew piercing as she spoke next. “Tell me how you knew, slim?”

      “Neither Darrel nor Susan loved the Alpha,” I said, shrugging. “They were slaves to her, and the lack of affection or intimacy tainted the whole group, twisting them all.”

      “Sharp nose,” Dee said nodding. “There’s hope for you yet.”

      “I wish we could do something for them,” Madge said.

      “I don’t.” Ava frowned. “That woman gave me the creeps.”

      “Me too”—Madge nodded—“but how many others have survived?”

      “I suspect more than we first guessed,” Dee said, rising and rinsing off her bowl. “We’ll have to be more careful in the future, but you did good taking out that large horde, CT. Consider the moratorium on bonding with your pride on pause… for now.” She laughed a short, sharp bark, and I wished I could have seen her features in the dark. “Just don’t keep me up all night, or I’ll make you three sleep separately.”

      “Okay, Mom,” I said, drawing a bark of laughter from Ava and Madelyn, and I even heard a little chuckle from Donatella as she slipped into her tent.
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      The three of us sat up for another twenty minutes, staring up at the incredible night sky. There was no light pollution out there, and I’d never seen so many stars in my life. The whole opposite arm of the Milky Way galaxy stretched across from horizon to horizon, and as the fire burned down, the stars’ glow lit the world in a magical silvery light.

      Rising, I reached down and took both Madelyn's and Ava's hands and silently drew them both to their feet. Standing beneath the glittering heavens, we held one another, grateful for one another and this chance to just be together.

      My hands rested at the small of their backs, fingers playing on the fine hairs there, and I felt Ava shiver and her arm tighten around my waist. As she kissed the side of my neck, pleasure radiated out from the touch, then a second set of lips touched the other side, and the beast within growled in desire.

      Stumbling, we fell onto the blankets, clothes kicked off in a pile near the entrance of our tent. Madelyn stifled her giggles of pleasure as my hands slid up her inner thighs to caress her wetness, moaning into my lips as her hand joined Ava’s. The women’s fingers teased the length of my stiffness until insistent hands pulled me behind Ava’s firm ass.

      Pulling Madge close, I gripped her soft ass, our passionate kisses filling the tent with wet sounds as Ava sighed in pleasure. I hissed against Madelyn’s lips when my stepmom pushed back against me, her wet sex swallowing my cock to the hilt in one thrust.

      Ava pulled the blankets up to muffle her cries of pleasure as I gripped her waist, fingers digging into the hollow of her hip as her ass slapped back against my crotch. All the while my fingers found their way into Madge’s tightness, and I watched the sexy older woman’s large breasts shake and bounce as she trembled in pleasure.

      I could have spent all night enjoying the delights of both women, but I knew Donatella lay not ten feet away, hearing every utterance and squish. Fucking Ava to a powerful orgasm, I pulled Madelyn beneath me, my cock still slick with my stepmom’s fluids, and drove into the MILF’s quivering pussy.

      It didn’t take long with the two of them pressed beneath me, Madge’s tightness shivering in orgasm around my cock, for me to explode deep within the woman’s depths. The three of us held one another as we came down from the heights of pleasure, and I drew the blankets over us as the two people I cared most about in the world snuggled beneath my arms.

      It grew warm and sweaty beneath the covers, but I slept like a baby in heaven. I woke once in the middle of the night when Ava went off to make her water; when she returned a few minutes later, I drew her into my arms, turning and spooning her from behind.

      Ava purred quietly in pleasure, her lips pressing to my arm as she slid her ass down so my semi-hard cock nestled between her firm cheeks. My hand rose slowly from her waist to cup one massive breast, finger gliding over the hardening nipple as Ava rocked her hips, my dick hardening against her ass.

      Without a word spoken, I reached down, and she angled her ass up, giving me access, and with a hiss of pleasure, I slide home within her. We lay there for a long second, my cock hard as steel and throbbing within her depths as Ava’s head rested on my shoulder, her fiery breath rushing in and out against my arm.

      Ava flexed the muscles within her sex, and the beast within purred in pleasure as I began to fuck her with slow gentle motions. As I did, my hands roamed her body, caressing her sides and hips and fondling both breasts for long minutes, even pulling hard on both nipples as I’d seen Madge do the morning before. When I did, Ava’s pussy tightened down on my cock and she bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out in pleasure.

      I lost track of the number of orgasms Ava had as we made slow love there under the blankets while Madelyn snored beside us, but by the time I flooded her womb with a massive load of cum, she’d left bite marks in my bicep to keep from crying out.

      After, we lay there holding one another, my cock still buried within her as we drifted off to sleep. I woke just before dawn to find Ava humping back against me with sharp little thrusts as the sound of her fingers teasing her sex filled the tent. She gasped in pleasure when I gripped her hips and shook her way through a powerful orgasm.

      Cool hands pried me onto my back as Madelyn swung her leg over my waist. The former actress looked like a goddess as she shook out her hair, the glow of starlight still filling the tent along with a hint of dawn’s light.

      Hand resting upon my abdomen, arms pressing her large breast together, the woman rode me with deliberate slowness. Her faint little gasps of pleasure caused wisps of her silky hair to swing away from her face in the most adorable way as I watched her ride me. Her sexy display only lasted a few minutes before we couldn’t stand it any longer and she fell onto me, our lips meeting and tongues dancing in a passionate kiss as I drove up into her with fierce need.

      I only faintly registered the sound of logs being dropped on the fire as I flooded the sexy woman’s pussy with a hot load of cum. Panting, we lay there for a few moments gathering ourselves while Ava slipped from the tent with a wink.

      “They done in there?” Dee asked, and I couldn’t tell what emotion laced her tone, if any.

      “I believe so,” Ava said. “We have a French press if you’d rather have real coffee instead of that instant stuff.”

      “What’s a French press?” Dee asked.

      I stole a few last kisses from Madelyn before letting her slip from my arms to pull her clothes on. Pulling on my pants, I dug through my bag and found another clean shirt. I was running low on shirts I saw and made a mental note to stop throwing them away.

      Dee was in better spirits than I’d guessed she would be, but perhaps that was the influence of the fresh coffee, light-years better than what she was used to. After a quick breakfast, we packed up and were back on the road.

      Our second day went far smoother than our first, and we made good time. The going was still many times slower than if we’d taken the freeways, but the safer route was faster in the end.

      In the late afternoon, we saw more signs of battles as mutant corpses stretched across the road and up into a small town. We didn’t bother slowing to check out the scene, wary of getting trapped by another swarm.

      Dee had spotted signs of several large packs of mutants roaming the countryside. They left wide, easy-to-spot trails, but the behavior disturbed me. I wondered what it was they were searching for, then figured it was probably best not to know.

      Our second night of camping was spent in the center of a beautiful park, with gray mountains off to the east and a purple sunset to the west. I roasted hot dogs and buns over an open flame while the women bathed in a nearby pond.

      Dee had pulled out a bar of soap and a bottle of shampoo, offering to wash the women's hair if they washed hers. They’d taken her up on the offer. More, I thought for the chance to get some information out of the girl than for the need to bathe until I sniffed myself and realized how sour I smelled and how greasy my hair was getting.

      By the time they returned, there was a large platter of dogs and toasted buns waiting. I’d consumed two packages while I waited for them to return and accepted the soap and shampoo and waded out into the pond to bathe.

      It was good to see the three of them getting along, but a part of me was wary, even jealous, of Dee. Almost as if she was another wolf, nosing around my pack, looking to peel a few of my females away to form another. The thought was silly, but a deep, primal part of my mind wouldn’t let it go, and their happy laughter grated on my nerves when I returned.

      “CT, Dee just told the most horrific joke in the world!” Madelyn said around snorts of laughter.

      “It’s bad,” Ava said around a laugh, her eyes a touch concerned when she saw my expression.

      Dee rose and stepped over to her tent, taking up her gun cleaning kit and rifle. “Be ready to go at first light. There’s someplace I want to search tomorrow. We might be there for a few hours.”

      “Where?” I asked, a touch of suspicion entering my tone.

      “Have a good night, you two, and you.” The yellow-eyed beauty paused before entering her tent, eyes fixed on me and expression unreadable. “You disobeyed my orders yesterday and endangered us all. Don’t do it again.”

      With that, she swept aside the flap and disappeared into the dark interior and left me standing there filled with frustration and nowhere to vent it. Until my eyes fell on Madge’s pale green and Ava’s pale blue eyes. The women seemed to know what I needed even better than I did.

      We nearly tore the tent down in our haste to crawl within, and I did tear my shirt when I pulled it over my head. Heedless of the fact that I’d just ruined the second to last one I had left, I threw myself into furious lovemaking with the two gorgeous MILFs. All the while visions of a delicately featured face and challenging yellow eyes filled my mind no matter how hard I tried to banish them.
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      The next day I was groggy as we rolled out of bed and drank two quick cups of coffee before we hit the road. The fueling process was a well-oiled process by this point, but we were running under half full in the reserve tanks which made me nervous. When I mentioned this to Dee, she said we’d be able to refuel at the facility she wanted to stop at.

      “They should have a fueling depot with enough to top you off, but you’re going to have to be quick. I can’t say how long we’ll be there, and we might have to leave in a hurry.”

      “Can you tell us what to expect?” I asked. “We can’t be much help if we’re running in blind.”

      “There is a secret government facility. They did research into Alphas and Balphas, I want to have a look into what they discovered and see if I can find out anything about where they might be holding my sisters and mom. There may still be guards, or the place might be empty and we’ll find nothing.”

      I turned to Madge and Ava, but my stepmom was already shaking her head.

      “We aren’t being left behind. I’m not standing around and waiting again. I’m coming.”

      Madelyn didn’t look nearly as sure, but she would not be left alone with the vehicles. Though Dee glared daggers at my back the whole time, I took twenty minutes to make sure everyone’s weapons were clean and loaded before we rolled out. The girl wanted to hurry, but it pays to be cautious sometimes, and hovering in the back of my mind was the genuine fear that any day could be one of our last, and I was determined to not let that happen.

      Finally ready, Dee slung her sword on her back and kicked off her bike, flipping me the finger as she waved us forward. I wanted to be annoyed, but her cheeky grin made it impossible.

      With me once more taking up the rear, we rolled out down the country road, heading deeper and deeper into the forest for two hours. If not for my preternatural sense of direction, I’d have been lost after a dozen turns onto different winding roads. Instead, I could sense us take a meandering path south and west, always climbing higher and higher until Dee turned off on a smoothly paved concrete driveway.

      There was no gate at the bottom of the driveway, but I spied two cameras tucked up in the trees. I didn’t see any other signs of security until we’d gotten past a few turns. Then a giant black steel gate appeared, with a camera-mounted fence marching back into the forest on either side.

      Dee punched a combination into the keypad she found, but the gate didn’t open. In the end, she and I had to pry the gate, breaking the gears that moved it under motion control so it swung open freely.

      Once past the gate, we dropped into a small grass-lined hollow with a large round facility in the center. The building looked like a bunker. It was built out of thick slabs of gray concrete with few windows on its outer walls.

      A small parking lot was empty, but Dee was cautious as she led us in.

      “Stick close,” the woman warned us as she flicked on her flashlight and slipped into the dark interior.

      After meeting Ava’s and Madge’s eyes and getting a nod of readiness from each, I slipped into Dee’s wake.

      The building wasn’t large, but inside we found a warren of small offices and labs. There was no power so we couldn’t get access to their computer systems, but Dee grabbed and scanned every slip of paper she found, growing more and more frustrated the less we found.

      When Madge found a heavily locked door that opened onto a staircase leading underground, we found the true horror show.

      “What is that smell?” Ava asked, half-choking on the fetid aroma.

      I drew in a deep breath and smelled the sickly sweet scent of death combined with days or weeks of old human waste. Dee started down without hesitation, drawing a pistol from her side as she edged down the long straight stairway.

      The women followed, alternating between retching and fighting to hold their breath. The scent didn’t make me sick as it did them, but it did raise the hackles on the back of my neck and arms. Each step felt like we were walking into the den of a rabid animal.

      Dee reached the bottom, her flashlight illuminating a painted white floor, then she turned to the side and almost instantly reeled back with a look of horror on her exquisite face. Madge and Ava both took one look, then turned and emptied their stomachs against a back wall.

      I found a short hallway with a desk and computer at the end, along the hall were a series of labs or jail cells. Only instead of bars, there were giant walls of clear plexiglass that let the observer look in with an unobstructed view of the horror shows within.

      Three rooms held women, or what had once been women. Their bodies were distended and bloated in odd places. Their skin was sickly green and cracked in places that oozed bright red lines of blood that ran down the tables they were strapped to, to drip onto the floor and dry in big black puddles.

      The reason Madge and Ava were still being sick, nearly brought up my breakfast as well. The three creatures’ bellies were horrifically stretched out, the skin hanging down off them in sheets, while their bodies below the waist looked as though some fanged monster had chewed its way out.

      “What the hell is this?” I asked.

      “Experiments,” Dee said, her anger a match for my own.

      “What were they trying to—”

      “NGHHH NNNNN!”

      The farthest woman gave out a bubbling groan of pain that didn’t sound human.

      “They’re alive?” Madge asked.

      “Not for long,” Dee said, but I grabbed her arm before she could reach out and open the sealed plexiglass door.

      “We don’t know what did that to them. I won’t let you expose them to it.” I nodded to the two women with sickly green skin.

      Dee frowned but nodded, turning her frown back on the three poor souls strapped to their tables. Her eyes traced lines of fluids reaching out of them and heading up to disappear into the wall.

      “Let’s find out where those lead,” Dee said.

      No one argued about leaving the horror show, but we stuck together in a tight group, even more wary of what we might find.

      Searching through the rest of the first floor, we didn’t find anything as evil as what we’d found below, but we did discover a long lab situated directly above the holding cells in the basement. Three stations were set up with computer monitors and small desks beside a complex collection of drips and IVs.

      None of it made sense to me, but Dee moved down the line, reading the labels on all the drugs and snatching a few vials from a cabinet.

      “What are you doing?” I asked as she took a hypodermic needle and began filling it from the vial of yellowish liquid.

      “She’s putting them out of their misery,” Madge said, and when the silver-haired young woman nodded, the former actress threw her arms around Dee’s shoulders and hugged her tight.

      The young woman looked shocked by the contact, but Madge released her just as quick and wiped a tear from one eye. We watched in grim silence as she flooded the IV lines with pure liquid opium.

      “That should take care of it,” Dee said with a nod, then she fell to her knees clutching at her head.

      I’d taken a step forward to see what was wrong when a wave of pain and fear swept through my mind. It took a second to realize it was a sound so high-pitched as to be outside the range of normal human hearing. As quickly as it struck us, the sound faded, and I found myself on my knees just like Dee, clutching at my skull.

      “We have to go… now!” Dee said. I could see the fear written plain across her features, and her scent was in a frenzy, though I tried not to focus on it.

      “What… was that?” I asked, tasting blood in my mouth and realizing I’d bitten my tongue.

      “Death throes… Alphas send it out when they die, a farewell or warning… Not sure the instinctual purpose but those… things below just sent one out— NGGGHH!”

      The two of us collapsed onto the lab’s floor, cool tile pressing against my cheek as a second wave of pain and fear swept over me. Even in the fog of agony, I could sense what Donatella had said, that it was the creatures’ death throes, but there was more wrapped up within it.

      “We… need… to go!” I managed to get out through gritted teeth when the pain finally subsided, and Dee and I met one another’s eyes, the same fear written across both of our features.

      “We didn’t feel anything,” Ava said, her scent scared and fearful but smooth and stable, unlike Madge who had hints of panic in her scent. “CT, what’s the matter?”

      I tried to respond, but the third death throe struck then, and the world went black as consciousness faded.
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      The world rushed back in, and I sat up with a gasp, looking around just as Dee did the same thing. We still lay in the long lab, but our bodies had been pulled over to one side and blankets thrown over us.

      The young woman’s eyes were just as wild and lost as mine felt as we popped to our feet. A gunshot rang out, then another and another, and we moved toward the sounds, almost tripping over one another in our haste.

      “What the fuck was that?” I asked as we rushed out into the hallway.

      “They must have given birth,” Dee growled. “Sent a warning on their death.”

      “Those were… mothers?” I asked, the thought making my stomach queasy, but even as I asked, I knew it must be true.

      The sounds of gunshots led us to the second floor where we found Madge and Ava in a large office firing out the windows at a growing horde of mutants.

      “Oh, thank God you’re awake!” Madge said, running over when we burst into the lab. “They showed up minutes after you passed out. We didn’t know what to do!”

      “Locked the doors downstairs,” Ava said, flashing me a relieved smile but keeping her gun trained at the horde below. “We’ve been shooting any that try to climb up, but something has driven them wild. They’re clawing their way in through the steel doors!”

      “They came to the Brood Mothers’ aid,” Dee mused, glancing out the window at the horde of growling, gnashing mutants.

      “What did you call it?” I asked, stepping up beside her and seeing that my stepmom was right. These mutants were more enraged and excited than any we’d seen thus far.

      As one started clambering atop a mutant beside it, crushing the mutant beneath its bulk so it could reach a ledge just below the second floor, Ava blew its head off with her shotgun. The shot caused those near the dead mutant to scream even louder in anger, and a few looked up, glassy, vacant eyes searching the building until they found us, then the mutants let out screams of rage and began trying to claw their way up, earning another couple of blasts from Ava.

      “Something evil… A name I overheard once but my grandfather promised wasn’t possible… Wait here, all of you. I need to find the director’s office.”

      I opened my mouth to object to her going off on her own, but the girl was gone before I could say anything. Madge rested a hand on the side of my face.

      “We were so scared when you wouldn’t wake up… Your skin was so cold and clammy…”

      “I’m okay, now,” I reassured the woman, pulling her into a quick one-armed hug that eased her fears as she pressed her head to my chest, “but we won’t be if more and more continue to arrive.”

      Even as I spoke, another two dozen came charging out of the woods, bits of flesh hanging from their arms and legs, evidence they’d either torn straight through the steel fencing or climbed over it. The press of bodies outside the door was solid, and more mutants were starting to climb atop those near them, bloody hands reaching for us.

      “Wait here,” I said. “I have an idea.”

      “Don’t go!” Madge said, gripping my arm.

      “I’ll be right back,” I assured her. “We need to clear those things out, or else we’ll get trapped in here even worse than we are.”

      “Go,” Ava said with a fierce nod. “Maddy, I need you here. They’re starting to make a pyramid.”

      Turning, I raced back downstairs and began opening and closing doors quickly. I ran through the whole first floor, creating a maze of sorts through the offices and memorizing my path out and up. Reaching the heavy steel door at the entrance, I drew in a deep breath. The sounds of fingers scratching and screaming and groaning mutants on the other side made my skin crawl, but I reached out and with a quick flick of my wrists popped the latch.

      My plan nearly failed the moment it began, because the door didn’t resist me as I thought it would, but instead burst inward so hard, the steel tore free from its hinges and fouled up my legs. Bony fingers dug into the flesh of my calves and ankles, and one even snatched away my shoe before I tore free of the press and raced down the hall and turned in to an office.

      It took a few seconds to make my way to the stairs leading up through the warren I’d made of locked doors. I could hear the mutants racing after me, but most had been fouled up by the twisting passages or gone down into the basement where I hoped most would focus.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” Dee shouted the question from the top of the stairs as I pounded my way up.

      “Getting us a way out!”

      The way behind me was empty but wouldn’t be for long, I knew, and I threw the door closed, locking it, and then started shoving desks and cabinets in the way. We got a heavy filing cabinet dropped against the door just in time as mutants smashed into the other side.

      “Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Dee said, and I couldn’t agree more.

      We found Ava and Madge waiting in the same room, a pile of mutant corpses piled up below them and a half dozen mutants milling around below. Dee didn’t hesitate before launching herself out the window.

      I watched in awe as the woman’s descent described a perfect arc, her sword flashing in the late morning light as she drew it mid-flight. Landing on light feet, she swept out right and left, heads toppling and mutant bodies falling like pins.

      “Come on!” she shouted up at us.

      I grabbed up Ava in one arm and Madelyn in the other, and they were forced to drop their guns in order to cling to my shoulders as I awkwardly stepped to the window’s ledge.

      Expecting my shin to snap when I landed, I was surprised when I didn’t feel even a hint of shock in my feet. Arms flexing, I held the women against me tightly as I raced after Dee, dodging a trail of corpses as she cut her way toward the vehicles.

      More and more mutants were streaming out of the forest every second in packs large and small. Most headed straight for the building, mindless in their rage, but no small number turned toward the fresh meat.

      “In the truck!” I shouted, already seeing it would be hopeless to try and ride the bikes out through the growing swarm. “Drive!”

      Dee growled a curse, but after cutting down three standing in her way, she dove through the truck’s open window and fired it up. The heavy truck was already rolling when I reached it and heaved both women up onto the bed, heedless of their screams.

      I hopped into the bed beside them, and the three of us were nearly bounced out when Dee drove right over a pair of mutants. Clawed hands scrambled at the bed of the truck, and I was forced to sweep them away with the butt end of my shotgun, saving the last rounds to blow any away that got too close to climbing aboard.

      Madge huddled near the cab, hands shaking as she refilled a gun. Where she’d gotten it in the chaos I wasn’t sure. Ava had pulled another shotgun from the box and sat in front of her friend, blowing away any mutants foolish enough to get too near the truck.

      Again and again, the truck rolled over mutants, their weak screams and the splash of fluids as their bloated bodies burst oddly satisfying as we barreled back down the paved driveway. The farther we got, the fewer mutants we saw, and those we did were intent on reaching the facility.

      Dee didn’t pull over until we’d driven to a wide-open field where we couldn’t be snuck up on. When she finally cut the engine, she sagged in relief that we’d made it out of there safely.

      “What the hell was all that back there?” I asked Dee when she stepped out of the cab.

      “I’m not sure,” the young woman said, and I could see that she was still shaken. “But what I learned in the director’s office is even more disturbing. That convoy Jenny saw was transporting women they’ve been ‘collecting’ for years. And there were plans for other… experiments. It just means our mission is even more important now than before.”

      “Did you find evidence of your sisters?” I asked, but the woman shook her head and brushed away the liquid gathering in her eyes.

      “Nothing, but this was a minor facility.”

      “What do we do now?” Ava asked us.

      “We continue on as before,” Dee said, her expression firming. “But there’s too much risk of them uncovering our ruse once we’re in their facilities. I’ll need to think of something.”

      “Sit up front with us, dear,” Ava said, patting the young woman’s shoulder. “CT can ride in back until we find you two replacements for your bikes.”

      I missed the bike as we rolled back down the road, even more so as time stretched on and I had nothing to keep me occupied except my thoughts. My mind’s eye kept returning to the images of those poor women in the labs, and I tried not to picture what had torn free of their wombs.
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      An hour later, I spotted the Great Salt Lake to the south, its glittering surface seeming to extend all the way to the distant horizon. The lake disappeared again behind hills and then leapt into view when we climbed into the mountains.

      To the east, the Rockies rose, their white-capped peaks drawing closer and closer as the afternoon wore on, but we didn’t make the foothills by the time the sun set. Dee found us a prime spot to camp, and we set about putting up tents and building a fire in grim silence, none of us ready to discuss what we’d witnessed and experienced earlier.

      “I need a few minutes alone,” Dee announced once everything had been set up. And taking up her long rifle, she walked into the woods, her expression troubled.

      “Give her time,” Ava said. “She was pretty upset by what we found.”

      “Did you learn anything from her?” I asked.

      “A few things,” Madge said, coming to sit beside me on a fallen log, “but nothing that would concern you.”

      I opened my mouth to object, wanting to know everything about the young woman I could, but Ava rested two fingers on my lips, silencing me.

      “She’ll tell you when she’s ready. But there is something you can help us with… Madelyn?”

      “Come with me, handsome,” the beautiful blonde said, drawing me up to my feet and over to the tent. “We promised the girl we’d get some… resources from you.”

      “But what about supper…”

      “It will be waiting,” Madelyn purred in my ear as she pushed me into the darkened interior. The sleeping bags were still bagged up, and the blankets we normally slept on and under were still folded, but Madge pushed me down atop them, her fingers fumbling at my belt. “Just lie back, baby… Mhmm, I’ve been dreaming of this all afternoon.”

      Before I could ask what was going on, the woman had my cock out and was sucking it into her hot, wet mouth. I gasped in pleasure and could only sit there and try to relax as her blonde head bobbed in my lap. Madelyn’s dexterous tongue slid up and down the side, swirling the head before she sucked me back into the hot vortex of her throat as she hummed, increasing my pleasure.

      I was hard in moments, but it took a couple minutes for me to fully relax. Madge helped by drawing my hand down to caress one of her large breasts. She moaned in pleasure as I rolled one large nipple between my fingers, and I felt my balls tighten.

      Madelyn sensed my closeness too and reached behind her, pulling a small plastic bottle from her pocket. Slipping her hand up my cock, her fingers formed a tight ring before her puffy lips. My breathing grew ragged as my orgasm approached, and I watched the gorgeous woman’s tongue teasing the tip of my cock as she stroked me, her eyes locked on my face as the pleasure washed over me.

      When the first pearlescent rope of cum shot forth, she trapped it in the plastic bottle, holding the round opening right up against the tip of my cock. Four huge spurts filled the bottle nearly a quarter full, then Madge whipped it away and latched her lips onto the tip of my cock, sucking and licking down the last bits as they came out.

      “Mhmmm, you taste so fucking good, C,” she purred as she planted soft little kisses around the head of my dick. “I just want to suck you forever.”

      “Why did you save that?” I asked as I caught my breath and nodded at the bottle.

      “You’ll see,” the former actress said with a wink as she screwed on the top and sat up, straightening her clothes and frowning at the stains on her shirt and pants. “I’ll never get used to wearing the same thing every day. Come on, supper will be ready soon, and we’ve still got a long way to go before the bottle’s filled.”

      Dee hadn’t returned when I emerged, nor had she returned by the time we finished eating and I began to worry. Ava wouldn’t let me worry long, however, because as Madge started cleaning up, she dragged me into the tent with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes, holding the plastic bottle from Madge.

      “Donatella has a theory about how your… stuff might be able to mask her scent from the other Alphas, and whatever security they have at Alpha Command. I told her she should get it from the source herself, but I think it scared her.”

      “She’s not interested in me,” I said, masking the sadness admitting that truth woke in me.

      “She doesn’t know what she wants,” Ava said, unfolding the blankets with me and making up the bed. “She’s a lot more innocent than she seems at first. I think her life’s been pretty tough, from the little bits she told us of it.”

      I raised an eyebrow, waiting for Ava to elaborate, but instead, she slipped her top off and crawled across the blankets toward me, her massive breasts swaying as her nipples brushed the blankets. The sight had me hard in moments, and her lips quirked up into a happy grin when she saw the outline of my manhood pressing against my pants.

      “Who’d have thought one week ago we’d be here,” Ava purred as her fingers plucked at the buttons of my fly.

      “Not me,” I breathed.

      “But you wanted it,” she whispered, her breath hot on my neck as she slid her body up mine, fingers slipping inside my pants to grasp my cock, “and so did I.”

      Our eyes met as my hand cupped her firm ass, and then we were kissing and clutching at one another. I held Ava close, my hand unwilling to part with the smooth flesh of her rear as her hand stroked me with fast little movements.

      Cupping one massive breast, I rolled the nipple between thumb and forefinger, and Ava moaned into our kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth, before she broke the kiss off and inhaled the tip of my cock in her mouth.

      “Oh God,” I moaned, my entire body melting in bliss as Ava sucked me deeper and deeper. “I’m going to…”

      Ava slipped back up my dick, tongue teasing the head and wet fingers gliding up and down as she brought the plastic vial up to the tip and collected another massive load of cum. My heart was still racing when Madelyn slipped into the tent and pushed her top and bottoms off.

      “You didn’t finish without me, did you?” she asked, then grinned when Ava held up the half-empty bottle. “Perfect.”

      Madge pulled my stepmom into a fierce kiss, their naked breasts pressed together, then shot me a sly look, winking at my smile of pleasure. Cupping one of Ava’s massive breasts, she brought the nipple up to her lips and suckled it as my stepmom moaned.

      Rising, I joined the pair, unwilling to just lie back and watch the sexy display without participating. My hands slipped between both women’s legs, teasing and touching their sexes as both of their fingers played along the length of my cock, drawing it to hardness once more.

      I had my own plans, and when I pushed Madge down and straddled her chest, the woman’s eyes widened in delight, and she anticipated my desire, reaching up to press her large tits around the thick shaft of my cock.

      “Goddamn, that’s sexy,” I growled as I watched my cock slide between her tits.

      Ava leaned down and kissed her friend. Their tongues danced together for a second before both tilted their heads and licked the head of my cock when it pushed through Madge’s breasts. The feel of soft flesh wrapped around my dick was incredible, but the feel and sight of their wet tongues nearly sent me over the edge again.

      “Keep licking,” I moaned, “just like that… fuck, I’m going to cum… fuck!”

      Ava whipped the bottle around just in time to steal the big load of cum that shot forth. Then I fell beside the pair as Madge rolled into my arms, purring in contentment.

      “Did you like that?” the sexy MILF asked as she kicked her heels up behind her.

      “That was incredible,” I breathed, nodding and tracing light fingers up her back as I watched Ava cap the bottle and shift to my other side, my eyes tracking her massive breasts as they swayed.

      “Relax, tiger,” Ava purred in my ear. “We aren’t done with you yet.”

      I could only watch in awe as the two women kissed above me, then moved down to take turns suckling my cock hard again. A part of me felt guilty for all the attention, but they seemed to be enjoying themselves almost as much as I was. Taking long seconds to kiss one another, their soft lips teased the head of my cock as they made out around it.

      It could have been an hour or two that I lay there in luxurious torture before the pair finally let me cum, giggling in joy as a fountain of pearlescent seed shot forth, filling the plastic bottle and leaving some extra for both to suck from the tip and share between themselves as I passed out, too spent and exhausted to keep my eyes open another moment, even though the sight above me tantalized.

      That night my dreams were dark things, with formless shadows shifting just out of sight. Whenever I turned to catch what kept creeping up on me, I would find nothing. No matter what dream I found myself in, the shadows found me, hounding my every movement until I turned to confront them, only to have them melt away into nothing.
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      I woke frustrated and out of sorts hours before dawn, and when I went to relieve myself, I found Dee sitting and staring up at the half-full moon. The impossibly perfect lines of her face and form arrested me, and I stood for long seconds simply staring at the young woman, awed by her preternatural beauty.

      Her aloofness awakened all my old insecurities and confirmed them when she threw me a frown of annoyance.

      “Take a seat or take a picture, but if you keep staring, I’m going to get annoyed.”

      “Sorry,” I said, hating myself for apologizing as I took a seat beside her. “You’re very beautiful. It’s hard not to stare sometimes.”

      Dee shot me a look. “Don’t tease me, CT. It’s not the night for it.”

      “I’m not teasing,” I said gently, sensing the young woman’s nerves were on edge. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. It’s as simple as that.”

      “Thank you,” she said, and I could tell she didn’t want the compliment to please her, but it did, “but beauty is fleeting and in the eyes of the beholder. Matthew always said since the Koreans got so good at plastic surgery, the only beauty that matters is within. The rest is all lies.”

      “Who is Matthew?” I asked, feeling a cold pain form in my gut.

      “He was my grandfather’s protégé, a great man,” Dee said, staring off into the distance with a hint of a smile tugging at her lips. “He was the first to propose Hegemony, but when my grandfather opposed it, he sided with us and has been the greatest advocate for peace the world has ever known… Or he was.”

      “Is he… dead?” I asked and almost flinched when she turned on me.

      “He was lost. Two years ago, on a mission to help Sudanese refugees. He was a scientist and doctor… I miss him every day. Matthew always said the true beauty was in a person’s spirit, which could never be measured nor seen, only experienced.”

      “He sounds like a great man,” I said, managing to modulate the pain from my tone.

      “He was.” The sadness in her voice pushed away my own selfish pain, and I reached out and patted her shoulder. She seemed to appreciate the gesture, offering me one of the first smiles I’d ever earned from her. My heart broke as her smile lit up her gorgeous face because there would never be the affection in her eyes directed at me that she felt for this Matthew.

      “Would you tell me of your sisters and mother?” I asked, and to my surprise, the young woman spoke easily and freely as if unburdening herself or sharing the memories could bring them back to her for a time.

      She spoke of a mother who was loving and generous but distant, busy with important work. Of sisters who were wild and carefree, like her, but perhaps a touch less feral. She told me about childhood memories of playing on their farm and holiday meals where the kids were relegated to a small table. All the hallmarks of Americana and odder tidbits as well, such as when she and her sisters had taken down their first stag with a knife alone. The image of a small pack of young girls hunting a full-grown stag would have been disconcerting a week before, but now I took it in stride.

      Donatella gave few details about her childhood, but I learned she was the youngest of five, and that her oldest sister had been a surgeon, the pride of the family, for many years before the bombs dropped.

      “What of you?” she asked me, arms wrapped around her knees, her chin resting on them, those pale-yellow eyes of hers gathering the starlight and almost seeming to glow. “What was it like growing up with such a cool stepmom? Did you go to public school? What was that like?”

      I told her about growing up outside of Portland, of my idyllic childhood and then my dad’s tragic passing and how my stepmom and I had struggled for a couple years. Dee was fascinated by high school and peppered me with questions about my experience, what sports I’d played and if I’d gone to the prom.

      We talked for hours, about nothing and everything. I told her stories from hanging out with my friends and bad dates with girls, about joining the water polo team and our run at the championship. Dee mostly listened as I spoke, and as the hours wore on, I thought I detected a softening in her expression as she watched me, but that could have been a trick of the light.

      When a sound from within my tent alerted us that the women were waking, Dee slipped off into the darkness, saying she wanted to scout the area before we left, but I saw her hand resting on the phone she kept hidden on her person. The girl was full of secrets and mysteries, but I felt a connection with her now that hadn’t been there the day before.

      “Morning, tiger,” Ava said as she stepped out of the tent and yawned. “When did you wake up?”

      Rising, I drew Ava into my arms and hugged her tight. She didn’t say anything but softened against me, her arms gripping me just as tightly as I held her.

      “Everything, okay?” she asked, tilting her head back to look me in the eye.

      “No,” I said, laughing slightly, “but it’s always better when you’re there.”

      “Is it Donatella?” Ava asked softly, her eyes flickering around to make sure we were alone.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said and tried to release her, but Ava held me fast, eyes searching mine until I felt the dam within me burst. “She’s part of it… it’s everything. I want to help her, but I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to you or Madge… And what comes after? What kind of world is this to live in?”

      Ava didn’t offer words of comfort or reassurance because she didn’t have them, but she did hold me, offering a silent reminder that no matter what happened she’d be there right beside me.

      “And there’s a guy.” I didn’t realize how painful it would be to admit, but Ava’s face softened immediately and she nodded. “You knew.”

      “She mentioned a man named Matthew in the truck yesterday.” Her eyes searched mine, but I couldn’t read her expression. “Does it bother you that your feelings for this girl are so strong, so soon?”

      I opened my mouth to object, but Ava was right. I’d never been the type to fall for a woman so easily. True, Donatella was unlike any woman I’d ever met. But that should have been a deterrent. I’d never liked the prettiest girl in school, perhaps as a pathology, but to fall so fast for a woman more beautiful than a model should have been out of character too.

      “You’ve become something extraordinary, Courtney,” Ava whispered, “and you’re still changing, still growing into a great man. Those gifts come with weaknesses and drawbacks, remember Jenny?”

      “I don’t think we have to worry about that,” I said, reassuringly, “but you’ve given me something to think about.”

      “Let’s get packed up,” Dee said when she returned. “We should be in the mountains by noon, and I hope to cross one of Alpha Command’s patrols on the freeway before we have to camp another night.”

      “I’ll help you with your tent,” Ava offered helpfully.

      As we worked, I thought about the promise I’d made to Dee. She hadn’t offered an explanation for why she didn’t want me learning to read her complex scent, and the possibilities plagued me with doubts.

      We were back on the highway before the sun had fully risen. I would have liked to stop and find another bike, but we decided it would be better to push on and arrive as is. As we drove, I sat near the open cab window as Dee coached us on the story she’d prepared.

      She kept most things true, to make it easier to keep our stories straight, and added in that she was my girlfriend who happened to be over watching a movie with my stepmom and me when the gas struck.

      “If anyone asks you, just tell them what we rehearsed,” Dee said for the tenth time. “That you were scared and heard the message on the radio and headed east. All you want is a safe, quiet place so you and your pride can have fun. It’s really important you play up that side of your personality if we’re going to convince them you’re a basic Alpha.”

      “Why can’t he just be himself?” Madge asked.

      “They is a hierarchy amongst the Alphas. There are those who follow, the more Beta, Alphas. And those who can Ascend… If they suspect CT, is one of those,” Dee said, shaking her head firmly, “they’ll place him under heavy observation. And we can’t afford that.”

      “Ascend?” I asked, but it was clear from her expression she didn’t want to explain more, to my frustration.

      “What happens when Court has to prove… you know,” Ava said, raising her eyebrows at the young woman.

      “We’ll pass that bridge when we come to it,” Dee said, pressing her lips together in a frown of distaste. “But I’m hoping they respect at least a modicum of privacy when it comes to members of a pride.”

      After that, we rode in silence for hours, and I spent the time trying to puzzle out what it was about the young woman that captivated me. I knew I couldn’t wish the feelings away, but perhaps if I could identify what triggered it, perhaps something as simple as her scent or the occasional lot of growls she would issue from the back of her throat when frustrated or annoyed.

      The more I thought about it, staring up at the purple, snowcapped peaks of the Rockies, the more I couldn’t stop thinking about her delicate upturned nose or the sculpted shape of her upper lip. And that’s how we rolled up on two tanks guarding the pass, a terrifying array of artillery shifting to line our truck up in its sights as a loud voice spoke out over a bullhorn.

      “Halt in the name of Alpha Command and identify yourself!”

      There was a palpable relief at hearing another human’s voice and seeing the helmeted head pop up out of one of the tanks, but the dark round holes of those massive barrels were slowly turning my bowels to liquid as Ava pulled to a stop.

      “That’s you, slim,” Dee hissed through the cab’s back window. “They won’t see us as more than thralls to you, if we’re successful. Go on!”

      “You’ll be great,” Madelyn said. “Remember those acting lessons I taught you. Break a leg!”

      Standing up, I raised my hands, showing that I wasn’t armed, and shouted to be heard over the sounds of the engines.

      “I’m CT. We’ve come all the way from Portland because of a radio broadcast I heard. Are you the same Alpha Command? Is there really a safe place?”

      “Greetings, Alpha!” shouted the man over the megaphone. “You’ve made it to Olympus!”
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      We pulled the truck up as they moved one of the tanks back, its tracks rattling across the freeway and tearing up the concrete. The man set down his bullhorn and climbed out of the tank. I didn’t fail to notice he was armed with two pistols and dressed in combat fatigues that had been cut up into shorts and a sleeveless shirt.

      His hair was long and blonde, and he had the sun-bronzed skin and easy manner of a surfer. The impression was even stronger when he drew close, and I caught the distinct aroma of chlorine and suntan lotion coming from him.

      “Welcome, dude! You’ve arrived at Alpha Command! I’m Kelso.” The man spoke in a cheerful voice and gave a beaming smile as I hopped down off the bed of the truck. “We’ve radioed to command. They’ll send a shuttle for you. Should be here in a couple hours. Come on, take a load off, man. You’ve made it to safety!”

      “I can’t tell you how much of a relief that is,” I said, sagging into the man’s arms and only having to play up the emotions somewhat.

      I took the chance to take a good deep whiff of the man’s aroma, getting a surface-level reading of him.

      “You’re the second one who's come in from the west, and I can’t imagine what you must have been through,” Kelso said, shaking his head. “He only had to get here from Reno and already had the most horrific stories.” Peeking over my shoulder into the cab of the truck, he brightened. “You managed to get yourself a nice little pride started, good for you.”

      He said it in such an offhanded, dismissive way that I nearly snapped at him before I managed to get my anger in check.

      “A pride?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

      “That’s right, you don’t know shit, do you? That other dude didn’t know anything either. That’s what the dudes upstairs call our harems. Pretty silly name but they have a whole primal, feral thing going, you know what I mean? I don’t give a fuck what they call ’em, so long as we get to fuck ’em. Know what I mean?”

      He laughed, jostling my shoulder, and I gave an answering chuckle, but a cold pit was forming in the center of my stomach, and it only grew the more he spoke.

      “That silver-haired girl’s crazy hot. She legal? You think I could get a chance at her? I got a place set up just off the road. I’ll be quick.”

      “Uhhh, no, sorry, I don’t think—”

      “I get it, man. You haven’t learned to share yet. Don’t worry. You’ll be drowning in so much puss soon you won’t miss ’em. I remember what it was like that first week they Changed me, fuck man, wild times. Hey, you want to do some lines, man? Pure Columbian shit, straight from the CIA’s vaults. Shit’s intense.”

      The man’s eyes were wild, I saw, the pupils too wide and unfocused to be normal. He also spoke in a rapid-fire way, the words tumbling out one over another without pausing to really hear what I said. It was like dealing with a dangerous wild animal, while it was on drugs.

      “Ummm, no thank you—”

      A head popped up from the second tank, drawing a frown of annoyance to Kelso’s face.

      “Sarah, get the fuck back inside. Did I say you could nose about?” Kelso barked at a bedraggled, hollow-eyed woman who was climbing out of the second tank. She wore an odd uniform, almost like what a schoolgirl would wear but with the midriff bare and the skirt so short her panties poked out when she bent her legs.

      “Protocol is to search all new arrivals, sir,” the woman said, her voice fearful and tentative.

      Despite her hollow eyes and greasy hair, the woman was quite beautiful, although the outfit she wore looked like it had been designed by a horny twelve-year-old boy.

      “CT here’s cool, aren’t you, C?”

      “Yeah,” I said, letting a touch of unsureness enter my voice. “I’m cool. We just have some fuel, food, a few guns—”

      “You see? Stop being such a buzzkill, fuck. Always following their dumb rules. Get back to editing that video,” Kelso said to the woman. “I want to watch it tonight after dinner.”

      “Yes, sir,” the young woman said with a sigh of resignation as she sank down into the tank.

      “She used to be a bigwig at some paper in DC. Knows lots about video editing and computers and shit.” He winked, elbowing me in the side. “Have her making some VR porn for later. Gonna be wild when we get back to the harem, err, pride. Always forget that.” He reached into the breast pocket on his sleeveless camo jacket and pulled out a comically large plastic baggy with a thin straw stuck straight down into it. Without missing a beat, the man pushed the straw into one nostril and pressed the other, taking a massive snoot of the drugs before whipping his head back and gasping with eyes wide open. It was seeing his hand caress the handgrips of his pistols, eyes distant and unseeing as the high rushed through him, that made me most uneasy.

      “Hey,” I said, painting a lascivious grin on my face, “speaking of which. I’ve been dying to get someplace where I can have some fun with those three, without those damn monsters trying to kill us. You got any place we can… kill some time… If you know what I mean?”

      “Hell yeah, man,” Kelso said, nodding exuberantly. “You’re my kinda dude! You see that large boulder pile? I got a spot set up on the other side, trail’s right there. It’s no palace, but I’ve bent Sarah over there a few times. Nice to stroke one out while gazing out at the pretty vista.”

      “Sweet, bro,” I said, painting a vacant and eager grin on my face. “Hey, you ever shoot off that tank cannon? Would be sweet as fuck to see that!”

      “Naw,” Kelso said with a frown. “There’s barely any ammunition for the things. Chief doesn’t load them anymore. Sucks.”

      “I bet,” I said, motioning for the women to climb out and grab their bags. “I’m gonna go fuck these chicks. Honk when the cavalry arrives.”

      “Will do, bro.” The man didn’t even seem to notice Ava and Madge, but he gave a wide lascivious grin to Dee and wolf whistled. “Damn, bro, you’re lucky you get to tap that ass! Damn!”

      The man’s every utterance caused the beast within me to growl in anger, but I kept it stifled and my own lascivious grin painted on my face as I bit my bottom lip and watched Dee walking down the path. Letting the pleasure of her figure excite me was easy, but ignoring the daggers she kept glaring at me was harder.

      I followed the three down the short, newly forged trail while Kelso snorted more drugs and called for the woman to come join him in his tank.

      “I needed to get away from him for a minute,” I said when I joined the three at a knoll of long grasses that had been beaten flat.

      “I don’t like this,” Ava said, frowning. “Something seemed very off about that man.”

      “He’s zooted out of his mind,” Madge said.

      “You did excellent, CT. Things are far less disciplined than I would have guessed they’d be. That’s worrisome.”

      “I’ll say,” I said. “If they’re all like that, it’s going to be easier convincing them than I thought.”

      “Don’t count on it,” Dee said, then she glanced up at the sky and frowned. “We shouldn’t break character, even when we don’t think we’re being watched. CT, you and the ladies need to convince them without a doubt that you’re an Alpha who wants nothing more than to rut and have fun.”

      “What are you going to do?” Madelyn asked, frowning nervously.

      “The same,” she said, then shocking me to my core, Donatella reached out and slipped her fingers behind Ava’s neck and pulled my stepmom into a kiss. Gentle and hesitant at first, I saw the shock fade from Ava’s features as she reached up and put her arms around the young woman’s tiny waist.

      “When in Rome…” Madelyn purred, her expression amused as she watched Ava tumble back onto the grasses with the young woman.

      The view was incredible, and not just of the Rockies spreading out below us. I found my eyes drawn again and again back to Donatella as she and my stepmom made out passionately. They kept it rated PG, although I thought I saw their hands disappear at one point, but it was hard to focus when the beast within me awoke and I found myself preoccupied with Madge.

      I could hear the sounds of grunting and animalistic fucking echoing around the inside of the tank. My brain registered the sounds with revulsion, but the beast within only struggled all the harder for control.

      I was all too aware of being out in the open and illuminated in bright sunlight, but instead of being self-conscious, I felt alive and free.

      As Madge pressed her body to mine, my head filled with her scent. The woman was totally and completely mine, her every cell and fiber burned for my touch and approval. Nipping her bottom lip lightly, I stared into her eyes as my fingers slipped beside her cheeks and into her hair.

      Madelyn’s eyes flared wide when I gripped the side of her head, and without a hint of pressure, she fell to her knees before me, fingers scrambling to pluck free my cock. Before us stretched a glorious vista of blue sky, gray mountains, and patchwork greenery reaching far to the horizon.

      Standing there with the gorgeous actress’s thick lips pressed to the underside of my cock as she gripped the base, I gazed out at the wide world and felt powerful. A glint on the far horizon drew my gaze, but it was too far to see.

      Sudden, hot pleasure across the entirety of my cock drew my gaze down, and I saw Madelyn’s lips pressed against my crotch as she shoved my cock down her throat. I gasped, and the woman groaned in pleasure, holding herself there, throat working on the head as my dick throbbed.

      I felt someone watching and glanced over to meet pale yellow eyes, staring with a fixed but unreadable expression. We held the stare as the wave of pleasure washed over me, and at the same moment, I saw Dee hunch around Ava, the other woman’s lips on her neck shattering our moment. Then I flooded Madge’s throat as the beast within purred in contentment.

      The beautiful actress wasn’t finished with me. Slipping my cock out of her mouth, she licked her lips and planted soft kisses around the head as she stroked me softly.

      Another glint on the horizon pulled my attention, and in my refractory period, I found a peace and stillness that had eluded me the day before. Sounds faded, as did scents and even the feeling of Madelyn’s soft tongue gliding along my shaft.

      What had been miles away in the sky leapt forward in my vision like it was only a few dozen feet away. It was a drone, or a small aerial vehicle of some kind, sleek and modern looking. I could see the cockpit area filled with a large array of cameras and sensors but no pilot. As I relaxed my eyes, the image shot back away from me, and the world rushed back in.

      “Hsk!” Dee’s hiss drew my attention down to see her shaking her head hard. “Don’t stare at it! Congratulations on learning to see, now get back to being a feral Alpha and fucking, or you’ll blow our cover.”

      It was all too easy to do as she said. Madelyn didn’t know what was going on, although Ava watched me with interest, and the former actress didn’t care. All she heard was “get back to fucking” and took the words to heart.

      An hour later, the MILF was still riding me when the rattle of heavy tires and a loud honk alerted me that another truck had arrived. Ten minutes later, we emerged a sweaty and red-faced group.

      “Told ya, Gary, he couldn’t even wait an hour!”

      “Hello, friend!” shouted a younger man from the cab of a large troop-transport truck. “Grab your gear and hop in the back. Sorry the ride’s not better, but all the good ones are down on the track.”

      There was a young woman in the passenger seat wearing the same schoolgirl-like uniform as the other, but in different colors. The girl’s lipstick was smeared, and her cheeks were flushed, hinting at what she’d been up to on the drive here.

      “Damn, bro!” Gary said when he spotted Dee. “You found that out in the wilds? Maybe we have been missing out up at the facility.”

      The two men jawed for a couple minutes, mostly talking about the women they’d been sleeping with but also something about the latest race on the track, while we grabbed the last of our gear and guns and threw them in the covered back of the heavy truck. Once we were inside, Gary took off with a wave for Kelso, who’d already forgotten us as he began barking commands, ordering the young woman out of the tank and bending her over the barrel as he grunted like a wild animal behind her.

      That was the sight that greeted us out the rear as we rattled our way through the peaks of the Rockies, every second taking us deeper and deeper into the heart of those who had thrown the world into so much chaos. My nerves should have gotten more frayed and stretched with every second, but instead, I found myself anticipating the challenge.

      Dee hadn’t met my eyes since that moment out on the bluff, but I’d caught a troubled look on her face whenever she’d glanced my way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 35

          

        

      

    

    
      When the truck came to a stop, there was little to see until we climbed out. Then my breath was taken by the stunning sight.

      The sun was setting behind us, casting the world in eerie shadows and painting the sky in pinks and golds. We were parked in a small lot of newly paved concrete, surrounded by towering spruces and pine trees.

      At the far end of the parking lot stood a palatial house. The inside was lit up, and through the many large windows I saw dozens of beautiful young men lounging around. Clouds of smoke filled some rooms, and in others, the flickering lights of TVs or video games lit up the walls.

      It wasn’t the house that captured my attention, but the tall man standing outside it beside the driver. As I approached, I caught a brief snippet of what the driver whispered in the man’s ear.

      “Like Kelso and that lot, found him rutting with his pride in the bushes. Couldn’t even wait an hour.”

      “Perfect,” the man said, and something in that quiet whisper caused the hairs to rise on the back of my arms and neck.

      There were deeper bass notes laced beneath the word. Something I’d never heard before, and it both intrigued and terrified me. His eyes too, the palest green I’d ever seen, caused the beast within me to stir uneasily, and I had to force my lips down to keep them from lifting in a snarl while at the same time being hypnotized by the man’s preternaturally handsome features.

      “Another godling has arrived upon Olympus,” the man intoned in his deep baritone voice, his eyes hard as awls as they bore into mine. “Be welcomed to these hallowed lands, my friend! I am Director Timothy, and this paradise behind me will be where you learn to become a man and help us fix this benighted world.”

      The man had a power and charisma that was hard to ignore, and instead of resisting I threw myself into the feelings, sinking deeper into my role, like prey hiding behind a shadowed fern.

      “Thank you, sir,” I said, hesitantly, “but I don’t know what’s going on. Is this Alpha Command? We heard about it on the radio, me and my—”

      “Come, I will show you Olympus.” He flicked a wrist at Ava and Madge, Dee having crouched down somewhat behind the larger women in a feeble attempt to hide herself. “You can leave your women here. They will not be molested, not while within the bounds of our paradise. That’s rule number one, you must understand. We must maintain discipline, and though the convention of marriage would never work for the gods, we can’t have chaos.” He held up a finger, his smile so charming I found myself forgetting for a second where I was.

      “No god may handle another’s property without permission. The first offense you lose a hand, the second offense you lose your head.” His eyes were grim, pressing upon me the seriousness of his words, but a deeper part of my mind noticed how he moved close, never in a threatening manner. His every action was designed to relax and comfort me.

      “You’ll find the rule isn’t onerous to follow. I have provided every opportunity for gods such as yourself to grow and explore their many talents.” He threw his arm around my shoulder, my head filling with his complex and impossible to parse scent, and I had to force myself to relax.

      The man showed no interest in the women. In fact, I don’t think he glanced at them once, and as we approached his mansion, I was reminded of the dozens of beautiful young men filling it. It wasn’t to the house he walked me but to a path beside it that led onto a small, covered courtyard that looked out over a breathtaking view.

      Three snowcapped peaks ringed a hollow. Their green slopes reached down to a space large enough to house a city, but instead it contained hundreds of giant mansions surrounded by parklike gardens.

      One side of the odd town was dominated by a slate-gray building that looked like it had been dropped out of a postmodern sci-fi movie—complete with tall narrow windows that looked like dark portals into nothing and twin statues bracketing the entrance in the shape of colossal men, naked and engorged with both hands raised up toward the heavens as if in prayer.

      In another third was a bright green golf course. In another were several oddly shaped towers, a complex network of ropes and nets stretching between them. It looked like the most dangerous obstacle course in the world, and I could see small figures moving through it. It looked like they were fighting, and I could hear the occasional faint pop of gunfire.

      More fascinating than the strange obstacle course was the twisting racetrack stretching around a vast majority of the outer edge of the basin. There were miles upon miles of track, and on the far edge, I could see two tiny shapes zipping up the slope of one of the mountains and racing away down the other side before disappearing.

      “Behold,” Timothy said, “paradise!”

      “It’s amazing,” I said, and I didn’t have to fake the awe on my face.

      “It’s all for you, CT.” His words were a caress, his arm still around my shoulders but not in a threatening way, just comforting, relaxing. “Are you a gambling man, CT?”

      “Careful.”

      The word floated up from the back of my mind in the voice of Ava. I held myself back from relaxing fully, the beast within wary of the trap I sensed.

      “Yes,” I lied, then shrugged in an aw-shucks kind of way. “I used to lose all my money at school whenever the NCAA tournament came around. Those over unders kill me every time.”

      There had been a hardness to the man’s eyes that relaxed as I lied my ass off.

      “I thought so, and good for you. You’ll find those aren’t vices in Olympus. You know what the old world was like. Men like you and me couldn’t be ourselves. We weren’t appreciated for the great things we’ve given the world. They ruined the world with their lies and illusions, convincing people they needed stuff in order to be happy when they’re born happy and free, then beaten down by society into drones and sheep.

      “We’ve escaped that sad fate here, CT. Here men are free to be who they were meant to be. Men like you. Powerful and handsome men, who should have everything they want! And no one will ever take it away from you, so long as I live, you have my word.”

      The man was so compelling, the scent of him so overwhelming, that I found myself nodding, even as alarm bells rang in my mind.

      “Perfect! Down there”—he swept a hand across the odd town—“you can have whatever house you’d like. We’re all free in Olympus to live and be how we want. Gary, there, will take you down. Ask him any questions you have, and don’t hesitate to come to me with any problems. And when you’re ready to add to your pride, the auctions will be waiting!”

      Flashing me a playful wink, the man turned back to his mansion, the loose material of his camouflage pants swishing side to side.

      “Director Timothy’s a great man,” Gary said, stepping up beside me and gazing after the man with pride or desire, I couldn’t be sure which. “You do good in Olympus, and he’ll make sure you get squared away. Best foods, best drugs, kinkiest women, shit man, we got everything here.”

      “Sounds amazing,” I said, grinning to match the man’s and letting him steer me back to the truck where the three women waited nervously.

      “Here, man, let’s make sure you four start off your lives in paradise right,” Gary said, reaching into his pocket and fishing out a clear plastic baggie. Grinning and waggling his eyebrows, he dropped four green, mushroom-shaped pills into my hand. I glanced down at them and frowned at him, and he motioned for me to hand them out.

      “That’s going to put your women in the right mood. Don’t worry, we got an endless supply if you want more.” I’d hesitated, hoping he would climb into the truck, and I could toss the drugs aside, but the man was watching me with those too-bright eyes of his, and I sensed a frown forming.

      “Thanks, man, good looking out.”

      “Make sure they swallow it,” the man said with a frown at Ava, Madge, and Dee, a hard edge to his tone. “Sometimes women are liars.”

      Madge and Ava swallowed hard under the man’s stare and took the pills from me, swallowing them and opening their mouths so I could peek in. Both did swallow the drugs, and thank God, because the weird little man peeked over my shoulder and grunted, ignoring my challenging stare when he got so close.

      The beast within me wanted to tear the little man’s head off, but that wouldn’t do, and I changed my frown into a grin as I took the pill under his watchful stare. He brightened after that, saying he knew a great place we could stay for the night, and if I didn’t like it tomorrow, I was free to move wherever I wanted.
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      When I joined the three in the back of the truck, Dee held her finger over her lips, cautioning me to silence as we rattled along in the darkness. As the minutes passed, my heart began to race and my skin grew flushed and warm. I watched Dee shifting in her seat as well and caught her staring oddly at her hand before she shook herself.

      “CT,” Madge said, a couple minutes into the ride, “I’m starting to feel something… I think they gave us Molly.”

      “Me too,” Ava said, her eyes blinking rapidly. “I’m really anxious, and there’s a hot flush to my skin.”

      “Everything’s going to be okay,” I reassured them. “No matter what happens, just breathe deep and don’t fight it.”

      “This is… a wonderful feeling,” Dee said, her pupils swollen and a slightly wild smile stretching across her face as she ran her hands down her sides and along the leather of her pants. “My pants are soooo smooth and soft. Feel this, Ava.”

      My stepmom, looking a little out of it, shifted over beside the young woman, their eyes far too bright as they stared at one another.

      “You’re so handsome, C,” Madge said, her words tumbling out one after another as she shifted beside me. The soft shine of her hair trapped my eyes, and I reached up, running soft fingers through it. “And every day your muscles grow, your confidence grows… You have no idea what it does to your mom and me to see you becoming… You’re becoming the perfect man. And Ava and I want to watch you and Dee make love so bad, we talk about it whenever you aren’t around.”

      “I’ve thought about it,” Dee said, shocking me, “but I made a promise to Matthew. I couldn’t, no matter how much CT plagues my dreams.”

      A swell of compassion for the gorgeous young woman filled me, and I found myself wanting to admit everything to her, the words tumbling free of my lips.

      “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, but also smart, good, and capable. You’re too much for me. You should save yourself for the greatest man alive, because that’s the only one worthy of you.”

      “Don’t listen to CT,” Ava said. Her jaw worked back and forth, and she ground her teeth. “His self-esteem hasn’t been fully restored since his father’s passing. Before that, he was the most charming and popular guy in his school and probably the whole town.”

      “Tell me more,” Dee said, her pale-yellow eyes locked on me as she reached into her jacket and pulled out a plastic bottle filled with pearlescent liquid.

      I wanted to keep watching and listening, but Madge’s hands were all over me, and then she planted a gentle kiss on my neck and my mind went blank as pleasure swept through me, enhanced by the drug. When my eyes opened again, Dee’s head was back, eyelids fluttering, a thin trail of liquid dribbling down the corner of her lips.

      Ava was about to kiss the bit of liquid off the gorgeous teen, both of their arms around one another, but the drugs were only getting stronger and stronger. I struggled to see and think clearly, my thoughts skipping from one thing to the next.

      My hackles rose and the beast within growled as I scented dozens of new people surrounding us as the truck came to a slow stop. Madge’s fingers were busy stroking the skin of my chest, her eyes gazing up at me in mindless devotion, and we both flinched when a bright light shone in the back of the truck, blinding us.

      “There’s our man! Grab him!”

      Shadowy limbs moved in front of the blinding light, then snatched at me. Like a rat in a corner, I fought them off, kicking, punching, and trying to tear my way free, but the hands were like steel vises. When I heard Ava shout in alarm, then Dee a second later, the beast was unleashed in me, and with a mighty heave, I broke free and laid about me with fists, connecting with two solid surfaces before heavy bodies piled on top of me.

      “He’s a fighter, boys! Whoo-hoo!”

      Laughter reached through the pounding in my ears, and the fear faded somewhat. And then a black hood fell over my head and I started struggling again.

      “Don’t worry, friend,” a smooth voice said. “They aren’t going to hurt you or your women. Just let them have their little games, and soon enough it will be all over.”

      The words caused me to stop struggling, if not relax, as they hauled me to my feet and started dragging me forward. All the while my thoughts were scattered and hard to wrangle into coherence.

      I stumbled forward and could hear male voices laughing and giggling, but fewer than I’d first guessed when they’d tackled me. One or two of the men were considerably stronger than the others, able to muscle me around without issue. One of those was the fellow who’d spoken to me in the smooth voice. I could hear his laughter as the giggles of women approached.

      My head was spinning as a wave of euphoria and drug-induced sensations swept over me, and right behind it came a crazy collection of scents. I smelled dozens of different women, but each with the same oddly stable scent of desire and excitement. Desire was never stable like that, nor excitement, often coming in sharp little bursts of scent, then fading, but these women all were feeling it and at almost manic levels.

      My addled mind was trying to make sense of this, while at the same time listening for Ava, Madge, and Dee to make sure they were fine, and my feet tripped and stumbled along in the darkness. When the hood was ripped off my head, music, lights, and cheers rolled over me in such a wave I was certain I’d be sick any moment.

      “Surprise!”

      The excited shout was voiced by dozens, and my disorientation grew as my eyes began to focus on the lasers and strobing lights. Then I looked down as bodies pressed in all around me, cheering and clapping. A sea of eyes all focused on me, pupils wide as saucers everywhere I looked.

      A shiver of deep pleasure ran through me when I realized every face gazing up at me in awe and adoration was that of a beautiful woman. All of them were dressed in the schoolgirl uniforms but of such a wide variation and hue as to not seem like uniforms at all.

      Their tight bodies all moved and swayed to the pulsing electronic beats. They were everywhere I looked until I turned around and found a tall, wide-shouldered fellow with an affable grin standing behind me in a doorway.

      “Enjoy your welcome party, my friend! As the gods intended! Eh?”

      “Where are—” I swallowed hard, the drugs rolling through me in a powerful wave that made my knees weak. “Where are Ava, Madelyn, and Dee?”

      The man patted me on the arm, turning me and pointing to where the three sat on a short bench. The women were staring around themselves with wild eyes, like I must have been, but they couldn’t stop licking their lips, and I could see their fingers laced together, all three of them, twisting and gripping each other’s hands.

      I couldn’t make out their scents, but I surged forward to speak with them, only for the smiling man to easily stop me with an arm across my chest. His power dwarfed my own, and the beast within took note.

      “Monique and her girls are coming to take care of your women. Don’t fear, they’ll never be far, fledgling Alpha. This night is for your welcome unto Olympus.”

      “Hoorah!” one man shouted loudly from outside, a fist pumping the air behind the wide-shouldered man.

      “Go, my friend, take your place amongst the gods. Your only task tonight is to claim a bride from the women on offer.” He swept an arm across the bevy of women stretching back into smoky darkness. “Bind yourself to us! Breed our sisters and become our brother!”

      “Hurray!” came a ragged shout from outside.

      Before I could say or question anything, I was pushed forward into the room by the friendly man and the music swelled, lasers strobing in sync with the music, and I was swallowed by another wave of euphoria and found myself being pulled into a dancing crowd.
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      I resisted for a second, long enough to glance over at the three. Ava and Madge were lost to the world, gazing around vacantly, eyes glassy and mouths open in slack-jawed grins, but Dee had a measure of focus, just a bit, like me. The girl’s pale-yellow eyes met mine, and I saw her mouth something. The sound didn’t make it to my ears before the music and press of sexy, half-naked nubile bodies crowded in, but the image of her perfectly sculpted lips played over and over in my mind until the words made sense.

      “Trust your nose… They’re all spies…”

      “Hey, sexy, save me a dance later?” purred a slender olive-skinned woman who was nearly as tall as me and had the looks of a model.

      “Me, too baby,” husked an ebony-skinned beauty beside her, her hips gyrating to the music as she ran light fingers down my chest and abs. “If you want a dance, your dick sucked, a tight butt to fuck, you come find Monique, and I’ll rock your world, sexy.”

      “Come dance with us, CT!” said a high-pitched voice as several sets of hands pulled me into the center of the dancing crowd. Spinning around, I found a group of five young Asian women. They each wore the same style and color uniform, hot pink and black, with the shirts unbuttoned and the tails ties into little bows between their small, firm breasts.

      The girls were giggling to one another, their dark eyes dancing with pleasure as they crowded in close. The rest of the crowd pressed in as well, hot, sweaty, and grinning wildly at me as they swayed and shook to the beat.

      I felt a second of claustrophobic panic, then a complex, stable scent reached me and I spun around until I spotted Dee, Madge, and Ava on the dance floor. The women were wide-eyed and still had those vacant, mindless smiles across their faces, except for Dee, who looked more composed.

      The three of them were dancing with a couple of women whose movements weren’t as languid as the rest. The pair were pressing close to the three, peppering them with questions that Ava and Madge tried their hardest to answer, words tumbling out of their mouths.

      A wave of alarm swept through me, just as two tiny Asian girls pumped their butts back into me. Only before I could push my way through the crowd of sweaty women, Dee saw the look on my face and shook her head once sharply and mouthed silent words again that I picked up right away.

      “I’ll keep them safe. They’re watching, so start fucking them, Alpha…”

      Her pale yellow eyes bore into mine, and as an example, she reached out and grabbed a random woman and pulled her into a passionate kiss, her tongue darting into the nameless blonde’s mouth. Madge saw this and laughed in joy, forgetting her interrogator and turning to my stepmom, who was staring at a ladder pattern up on the high ceiling with her mouth hanging open.

      “Maybe we’re doing something wrong?” one of the young women near me said to her friend, and I scented the panic and terror that reached up through her oddly stable scent.

      The scent sprang up in those around her, and I sensed a growing panic as their fears combined with the drugs pumping through their systems. I also spotted another woman who didn’t sway with the beat, but stood off to one side with a sharp-eyed gaze as she scanned the crowd.

      Before my eyes could meet the woman’s, I grinned down at the two asses pressed against my thighs and let myself sink down into the moment. I felt my lips curling up in a grin of pleasure as I let my gaze travel up the sweep of their tiny waists and slender necks to see them both biting their bottom lips as they stared back at me.

      “One week ago, I’d have tripped if one of you had so much as looked at me,” I said, voice barely audible to myself over the pulsing beat.

      “You think we’re cute?” one asked with a mischievous little grin.

      “I think you’re both adorable.” I grinned at their friends pressing in close and reached out both arms to draw two into my sides. “I think you all are adorable… this is so overwhelming!”

      “This is all for you,” purred a blonde woman with breasts so large, firm, and round they must have been fake. “We’ve been waiting for you, Alpha, waiting for you to breed us all!”

      “Yes! Breed us!”

      “Pick me to join your pride, Alpha,” husked the tallest of the Asian girls, her breasts thrust against my side where I held her. “I will make you so happy, give you many strong sons!”

      “No, pick me,” purred the blonde as she pushed aside the Asian girls gyrating their butts against my crotch and running fingers over the lump forming there. “I can suck the chrome off a ball bearing… let me prove it.”

      “I promise you can later.” I laughed, pawing at the tall Asian teen and her friend who giggled at my other side. “But let’s dance first, I feel so free!”

      The blonde smiled wide, reaching out and pulling in another woman with jet black hair and the slender willowy form of a model, which was most of the crowd. It didn’t take long for the drugs to sweep me under with another wave of euphoria, and by then I was lost in a sea of hot sweaty bodies pressed together.

      Though I tried to keep control of myself, the music and feel of so much smooth, hot flesh around me made it almost impossible to focus. Pulling the tall Asian girl before me, I let her lips find my neck, and her hands slip my shirt over my head as my own hands explored her slender body.

      Though touch was such a powerful sensation at the moment, I pushed the awareness of the girl’s impossibly smooth and firm skin out of my thoughts and closed my eyes. Lips trailing lightly along her neck, I drew in the girl’s scent, drinking it as deeply as I could.

      The too-stable emotions didn’t feel natural, and something tantalized me beneath the girl’s aroma. When her gasps turned sharp, and my touch found her treasured bits, I sensed a softening to her scent, and in that moment her true nature shone through. A shy and eager young woman, hungry to be submissive but a touch lost.

      I released the girl and let her stagger away, her chest heaving and knees weak as the bliss of her shocking orgasm melded into the euphoria of her high. Then I was pulling the blonde before me, my hands exploring her as they just had the young Asian woman. Only it was her scent I focused on, seeking that moment when it grew soft and finding it once again in her release, as I read her true self.

      “Fuck… I’m cumming!”

      Women all around cheered, pressing in closer and whisking away the busty blonde once I released her and replacing her with another of the Asian girls, this one with hands that never stopped exploring. My fingers and lips teased the girl’s soft skin, and she gripped my wrist, forcing my fingers beneath her skirt as she humped against me. Once again, I scented her true self in the moment her orgasm crashed down on her.

      I couldn’t say how long we danced, but I spent at least a few moments with each, touching, caressing, and trying to get a read on them as best as I could by scent. I had no idea what I was looking for, and the drugs kept my mind from thinking too clearly, but one of the last women to dance up close to me was a tall, breathtakingly beautiful Indian woman with almond-shaped eyes and the longest lashes I’d ever seen.

      The woman moved like a dream, her slender form swaying and moving to the music better than the rest, and as she pressed close, I saw her pupils weren’t wide and black like the rest of the women. In fact, her eyes looked a bit shocked as they stared up at me, and I saw her swallow hard and felt her stiffen when my hand touched her side.

      “You’re… a very handsome young man.” Her words were stiff and shy, and I noticed she must be the same age as Ava, perhaps a few years older, but with her smooth dark skin and the flashing lights, it was hard to tell her age at a glance.

      “And you’re gorgeous,” I said, unable to tear my eyes away from the woman’s high cheekbones and wide mouth.

      “Thank you… Alpha,” she said, and I caught her scent full-on in the press of bodies, even with a half foot between us still, and nearly stumbled.

      The tall woman wasn’t like the rest. She scented of desire and happiness just like they did, but her emotions weren’t smooth and stable. They had the same jangling, spiking aroma I’d come to accept as normal before tonight. The woman’s eyes widened when she saw my reaction, and she pressed herself up against me close.

      Though she tried to relax, I could feel a core of her still stiff, and a niggling scent of fear crept up into her scent.

      Growling loudly in desire, I wrapped both arms around the woman’s slender waist and pulled her in tight, earning a ‘whoo!’ from the women dancing around us. The woman in my arms stiffened again but almost immediately melted against me, and I felt her lips on my neck, soft tentative kisses as her hips ground against the lump in my pants almost against her will.

      “You’re different,” I whispered in her ear and instantly scented her fear, but my rapid words caused the fear to subside and she relaxed against me again. “We’ve come to rescue some women. If you want out, I’ll help you, but I need to know everything.”

      “How can I trust you?” the woman breathed into my ear, her words just audible over the music.

      “Don’t take my word, take theirs.” Pressing my cheek against the tall woman’s, I tried to ignore the large firm swell of her bosom, the deep spark of intelligence in her eyes, and the fluttering butterflies in my stomach as I pointed where the three women hung on one another.

      Dee, Madge, and Ava hadn’t gone far. No longer being interrogated, the three were dancing with a constantly revolving group of women. Madge had thrown herself into the experience, and her arms were painted in bright green florescent paints, and she had dozens of beaded necklaces on, given to her by younger women.

      Meeting Dee’s eyes, I pushed the tall Indian woman over to them, but she resisted, turning back against me and gazing up with those big, soft brown eyes. Her gaze flickered to the sweaty, red-faced girls around her, and the desire in her scent spiked, along with shame, as her cheeks heated slightly.
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      The rest of the world faded as I stepped close to the woman, the beast within stirring as an ancient primal rhythm awoke between the tall older woman and me.

      “Oh shit, ladies! Shandra’s going to get it!”

      “I can taste his desire! It’s just like they told us!” shouted another girl from the crowd.

      My breathing deepened as the woman’s soft brown eyes gazed into mine, and I saw her swallow hard again, thick bottom lip trembling.

      “Breed her! Breed her! Breed her! Breed her!”

      The quiet chant grew around the crowd, and I noticed Ava and Dee draw close out of the corner of my eye.

      “My lord,” the woman breathed, her accent thickening as she trembled in my arms, “I have no one and nothing anymore… If you would have me, I’m yours.”

      Glancing to the side, I met Ava’s eyes then Dee’s, seeing determination in both. I still felt reassured when they nodded insistently. Turning back, I reached up and ran gentle fingers down the woman’s smooth cheek.

      The music shifted, whoever the DJ was queuing a slower beat with deeper bass pulses. I wanted to take my time with this gorgeous woman, whose name I didn’t even know, but I could feel eyes upon my back, weighing and judging.

      The beast within awakened, a deep-throated growl issuing from the back of my throat, and it was as if it passed through the crowd in a wave. The tall woman before me was the most affected, and I registered her scent awaken into lust and desire, the shame and fear fading.

      Snatching the woman to me, I kissed her passionately, the butterflies in my belly turning into a swarm of angry bees as they buzzed around inside. I felt strong hands pulling at me, long fingers sliding down the muscles of my back to grip my ass, and I hissed a quick whisper in her ear.

      “They’re watching, so I must play the part.”

      When I pulled back, the woman’s eyes were wide, but her lips trembled into an eager grin as she nodded. The shame within her faded entirely, and I scented a deeply held desire flourish to the surface.

      “Kneel.”

      The order left my lips and dropped into the women’s midst and half a dozen dropped to their knees alongside my Indian beauty, falling under the spell of my voice. The buttons on my fly were mostly undone, and I reached in and pulled forth my quickly stiffening member.

      Gasps of surprise and pleasure greeted it, but all I cared about was the wide, soft brown eyes that gazed at the tip as if she were hypnotized. The beast within me growled in pleasure, and I watched a clear bead of pre-cum ooze out of the tip, filling the surrounding air with an overpowering musk.

      Those who’d knelt at my command fainted when my pheromones filled the air, and many others swooned, sagging against their friends. My almond-eyed beauty’s face took on a desperate cast, like Ava’s and Madelyn’s had before her, and she surged forward, thick, wide lips wrapping around the head of my cock even as she flinched in shame, her scent a riot of conflicting emotions.

      “You have chosen well, Alpha,” one woman near the edge of the crowd said. Her cheeks were flushed and hair a tousled mess, but I recognized her as the one who’d been interrogating the women. “Shandra Gupta has been a convert for many years. She will serve you well. Come, ladies, cheer your sister on!”

      “Suck him, Shandra!”

      “Go deeper!”

      Shandra’s throat tensed, and I could sense her annoyance with the surrounding women, even if I couldn’t quite scent it, but she never stopped her ministrations. She threw herself into the work with a passion that bubbled from within. With the drugs still racing through my veins, and how worked up I’d gotten dancing and touching all these gorgeous women, I didn’t last long, and with a grunt of pleasure, flooded the woman’s throat as my cock throbbed.

      “Mhhnhmm!”

      Shandra’s pink tongue lapped at the sides and head of my cock as she sucked down every drop of cum. Her surprised and elated expression at the taste registered for only a second as waves of pleasure swept through her.

      The beast within me needed to claim its prize, and I gave a deep growl from the back of my throat as Shandra threw herself around and hands reached out, pulling up her skirt and down the tiny triangle of her panties.

      “Tell me what you want,” I growled, my voice barely registering even to my own ears.

      Lacing beneath each world were deeper intonations, layered there by primal urges in sync with the lust and desire flowing through my body. For just an instant, I glimpsed a deeper and wider power within me than I’d ever suspected existed, then the immediacy of the situation and the haze of drug-induced thoughts pulled me back.

      “Fuck me!” Shandra cried out over her shoulder, her ass pushing back into my crotch as she tried to find my cock with her wetness. “Breed me, you sexy young man, and take me from this place!”

      “Fuck me too!”

      “Breed me, baby, breed me!”

      My order struck all those pressed in around us, and they cried out their desires, voices crowding one another’s out as the tip of my cock found Shandra’s tight entrance. As I slipped into a pussy far tighter than either Madge’s or Ava’s, I gasped in surprise and pleasure. This brought a swelling of pleasure and pride in Shandra’s scent, and I saw her relax, back arching as she took me to the hilt, her ass nestling against my pubis for one frozen second.

      Then the beast took the reins, and I was pounding down into the woman with a mindless intensity as she screamed in wordless pleasure. My balls churned, and I felt the orgasm rushing in faster than intended as a dozen women pressed in close, their sweat-slick faces shining with joy.

      “Ohhh God… huh… right… huh… there… never… huh… felt… like… Cumming, oh God I’m cumming!”

      The feel of Shandra’s tightness clamping down around me was too much, and with a grunt, I shot my seed deep into her waiting womb, the beast within purring in contentment as the bond was forged. Shandra’s screams dwindled as she collapsed beneath me, but before I could draw the beautiful woman into my arms, the lights flashed on and the music died.

      “Welcome to godhood!”

      The shout came through a bullhorn in the doorway as the same wide-shouldered, smooth-voiced man stood there, and I realized we were in the living room of one of the palatial mansions. In the darkness and strobing lights, it had been hard to tell.

      The man came in with three others, all cheering and laughing, and behind them another couple dozen women carrying bottles of Cristal and expensive vodka. The women were all dressed in the uniforms but were grouped together by colors. Five wore blue, while three wore green uniforms, and the last batch, the largest by far, were all dressed in white.

      “You’re one of us now, brother! Shantelle and Divine will see to your pride, now that one of them is a daughter of Olympus.”

      Two ebony beauties clip-clopped forward on heels, carrying bags of clothing and makeup kits. I wouldn’t let them carry me off to the party until I made sure the women were safe, but they were only getting fitted for uniforms, I was told.

      Letting the gregarious man sweep me up into his party, I ignored the fear clawing at the back of my mind that at any moment we’d be discovered. Soon the alcohol was flowing as the men plied me with drinks and the night became a blur.
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      I woke with my cheek pressed into a cold puddle of my own spit. Lifting my head up, I was grateful to realize I didn’t feel hungover, but I frowned at the destruction wrought throughout the giant living room.

      The place was destroyed.

      Holes punched in walls, floorboards broken, and alcohol spilled everywhere. Madelyn and Ava were passed out on the couch beside me. Both were wearing tiny schoolgirl uniforms colored a dark purple. The skirts and tight little tops looked odd but not unattractive on their busty, mature bodies.

      Rising, I checked on both and found them breathing easily. From the scent of champagne wafting off each of their breaths, I figured they would be passed out for a while longer. Judging by the dim light coming from outside the mansion, it was still early morning.

      I heard music coming from somewhere, loud thumping guitar riffs. It took a few seconds to recognize it was coming from beneath my feet, then another few seconds to find a set of stairs leading down.

      There I found a plush basement set up for entertaining, complete with a large bar in one corner and a strobing chandelier that was dim now. Sitting on a pair of small stools in the center of the room were Dee and Shandra, their heads close together as they whispered to one another.

      My heart seized when I spotted the pair of them talking. I couldn’t make out what they said over the pumping music, and a small part of me felt shame for what I’d done under the effects of the drugs the night before. When Shandra turned and saw me, the genuine smile that broke out upon her face quieted the shame to a mummer of opprobrium.

      Dee waved me over, her eyes cautioning me to speak in whispers as they stood.

      “I’ve been informing Dr. Gupta about our mission. Are Ava and Madelyn still well? We’ll need to get them medicine, or they’ll be useless all day.”

      “Dr. Gupta,” I said, but when the woman blushed and held out her hand, I folded her into a hug.

      “Oh God, I’ve been so scared for so long.” She broke off into quiet sobs, her tears wetting my shoulder, and I was surprised to see Donatella reach out and stroke the woman’s back softly.

      Dee was wearing the dark purple schoolgirl’s outfit too, and when she saw my eyes widen at the short skirt, she frowned and tried to tug the material down and I glanced away. Finally, Shandra quieted, and I released her but kept a grip on her hand.

      “Tell us what happened,” I asked, leaving it opened ended.

      Dee frowned again and opened her mouth to speak, but this time I surreptitiously motioned her to silence and nodded for Shandra to go on. She began haltingly, but her story came out easier the more she spoke, and I could feel her relaxing against me. It was almost as if as she spoke the words carried away a small part of the pain and isolation that had weighed her down.

      “I was a researcher at Calgary University when I was first recruited for a fertility study. One night, armed men kidnapped me and several of the women in the study. They had other girls from the school, and a few of the professors, all beautiful women. That was years ago… I can’t say how long passed where they held us. We were fed drugs that I didn’t swallow and forced to endure ‘reeducation classes’ all about how the Alphas will come soon and how they needed our help in order to rule…”

      “Where are they holding the women?” Dee asked.

      “There are large dormitories. This strange town of mansions isn’t the whole facility here, although it’s all most of the Alphas experience. There is a large airfield where the dormitories are, housing thousands and thousands of women. We’re bused in each day to clean and… whatever else needs doing.”

      “I’m so sorry you had to go through that,” I said, my heart breaking for the woman.

      “I avoided the worst of it,” Shandra said, and I was happy to hear her voice a touch stronger than it had been earlier. “For the most part, they want willing women, eager for the breeding. I’ve paid for my lack of amorous desires in extra work details and punishments.”

      “All of that’s over now,” I said, “and you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

      “Don’t throw me away,” Shandra said to me, her hand gripping mine tightly. “Please, sir, I didn’t know what the others meant about finally finding my place, but I know it now. I will be good for you, sir, I promise.”

      “You don’t have to worry about that,” I assured her, feeling a touch uncomfortable at the fixed stare Dee was giving me.

      “Tell me more about this place,” Dee said to Shandra, once our moment had passed. “Is Timothy the only one in charge? Where do they keep their records or do they have administrative offices here? What is the airfield used for?”

      “There is another man in charge, but he rarely visits. They flew in with a squadron of Airforce fighter jets a couple days ago, then flew out a few hours later. I don’t know his name, but they refer to him as the executive officer. I saw him once, but only from afar. He’s a tall man with golden hair and bright green eyes. I’m sorry, that’s all I know. There is a large building near the hangars that the Alphas all take their prides to for embryonic testing.”

      “Where is this airfield? We didn’t see one coming in,” I said.

      “It’s through a tunnel, on the other northern side of the mountain. But there are guards all over the place. Women who’ve taken the indoctrination deeper in their hearts than any others. You won’t be able to sneak past them if that’s what you’re thinking. And now that I’m… bonded”—her brown eyes flickered to me and a brief, disbelieving grin flashed across her face— “I won’t be able to return to the dormitories.”

      “Are there others like you?” I asked. “Any more who’ve avoided taking the drugs and fought through the conditioning?”

      “I don’t know,” Shandra said, shaking her head. “There may be, but I couldn’t trust anyone. There were always tests… They were always trying to find those who resisted… Some women I knew who were trying simply disappeared, never to be seen again.”

      Tears gathered in the beautiful doctor’s eyes, and I drew her into my arms, shocked to find her shaking like a leaf. When Dee opened her mouth to ask another question, I threw her a look, warning the girl to hold off for now, and she settled back down in thoughtful silence. After a few seconds, Dr. Gupta gathered herself, and smiling gratefully up at me, she blushed, a beautiful sight on her dark skin, and I felt her snuggle in closer, her scent a mixture of sadness and shock at what she’d found.

      “I know you have more questions, so please ask.”

      The complex and compelling aroma of Dee’s scent shifted ever so slightly, and I thought I detected a clue in its movement. As tantalizing as the scent was, I’d resolved to keep my promise. Dee didn’t hesitate in peppering the brown-skinned doctor with questions, but I noted she did keep them focused on logistics and steered the woman away from topics that would trigger unpleasant memories.

      

      There wasn’t much more to say about the area, since Shandra had seen little outside of the dormitories and the mansions where they’d brought her for parties or to clean for and serve various Alphas. I questioned her about the men. There were no female Alphas, she was certain of that, but Shandra knew little other than that they were a wild and rambunctious bunch.

      Dee pressed for more details about the drugs they’d been given and the conditioning she’d undergone. But I could feel time running down. We were certainly under surveillance of some kind, and it would look odd, us sitting here for too long in the dark, speaking under cover of the music.

      “We should keep a low profile, for now, try to blend in. I’ll see if I can find a way through this tunnel without anyone noticing we’re gone. We have to convince them we’re not a threat.”

      “The best way to do that is for you to join in on their… activities. Make friends, try to learn what you can, and I’ll do the same from the women.”

      “Are you two not… together?” Dr. Gupta asked, glancing from the gorgeous young woman to me.

      “Donatella’s interested in someone else,” I said, priding myself on keeping my tone light and effortless.

      “Oh,” Shandra said with a little frown of disappointment, and I realized as the desire vanished from her scent that she’d been excited to fool around with the impossibly beautiful Donatella.

      Dee blushed, which was odd, but once again I noticed that hitch in her scent and it wasn’t embarrassment, I saw flitting across her features but anger. The young woman was up and away before I could say anything else, and Shandra gripped my hand hard.

      I could scent the woman’s confusion and fear, mixed and warring with a complex swirl of emotions. Staying, I gazed into the older woman’s soft brown eyes and was surprised when she broke out into laughter.

      “I’m sorry, but this is all just so crazy. I feel like a leaf on the wind, blown this way and that.”

      “I should go check on Dee,” I said, but Shandra kept a firm grip on my hand.

      “The girl will be fine,” Dr. Gupta said, her eyes trapping mine, “but I need to know what kind of man I’ve slept with.” One hand reached up and cupped her stomach, and she glanced down, her scent filling with a soft and fragile love. “What I might be aligned to for many years to come.”

      She was right. Dee would be fine, although perhaps not our relationship if I’d angered her in some way. My relationship with this woman was more important and meaningful in that moment. My head and heart knew it, and so we sat for long hours while pulsing techno music played around us.
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      I found her to be as I’d guessed from her scent the night before, a wise, kind, and driven woman who wasn’t afraid to seize opportunities. There was a hidden side to her sexuality that came out later in our conversation. The woman had been a virgin until late in life and known little of the pleasures of the flesh. Because of her age, she guessed, none of the Alphas had tried to bed her, preferring the nubile beauties on offer to them wherever they turned.

      Perhaps it was the hangover from the drugs, or finally having someone to confide in after so long alone, but Shandra poured her heart out to me in that dark room. She spoke about her childhood in India and then coming to America as a young girl and the struggles of assimilation. How she’d never felt comfortable with herself, her body, or her place in the world, and when she’d been kidnapped, the feelings of disconnection from those around her had only grown.

      “I made friends in those first few weeks and months, but eventually they were all taken in by Alphas and I was alone again.” I could see in her scent how much the rejection of the Alphas had hurt.

      “You’re part of us now,” I reassured her. “As long as you want to be, you’re part of our family.”

      “Thank you,” Shandra said with a hitch in her voice. “I want to believe you. I can tell you’re a sweet and honest young man… But I’ve seen the beauties they’ll soon throw at you.” She barked a quiet, bitter little laugh. “The novelty of an old lady like me—”

      My angry growl silenced her with a click of teeth, and I scented a thread of acidic fear as my eyes bore down into hers.

      “Do you imagine I’m a mindless rutting fool like the rest of them? You think I didn’t parse through the scents and personalities of every woman there last night until I found the one woman brave enough, strong enough, and smart enough to throw off their yoke of control?”

      The woman’s gaze softened slightly, but I still scented that threat of fear in her. And remembering things my stepmom had said over the years, clues into the psyche of an aging woman, I had an insight into at least some of her insecurities, and they had nothing to do with her personality or brains, because in those she was confident.

      When she opened her mouth to demure, I placed my finger across her thick red lips and saw goose bumps break out across the backs of her arms as she drew in a sharp breath. Slipping off my seat, I knelt before her and ran gentle fingers down her smooth cheeks and took in her exotic beauty, letting her see my regard reflected in my features. There was a second where she refused to believe, but then a fragile hopeful smile found its way onto her lips and I leaned forward to steal it from her lips.

      The older woman moaned into our kiss and once more tried to pull back the moment her body gave in. Instead of forcing her to relax, I let my hands trail down her sides, caressing and touching her body. It took a few seconds, but Shandra relaxed into my touch, and I soon had her down on the thick carpet with me, my fingers straying to her smooth skin and teasing the edge of her skirt and short blouse.

      I took my time, forgetting the world and losing myself in the woman’s scent and the feel of her. Using clues within the minute signals of her body, I found how she liked to be touched. It was a bit rougher than Ava or Madge liked, and she even shivered in a mini orgasm when my fingers latched around her neck and I ground my stiffness against her panty-clad pussy.

      Shandra required time and patience before she could fully relax with me, a symptom of insecurity and issues built up from many years of celibacy, but I came to relish the chance to explore her body to the fullest.

      To my amusement, the schoolgirl uniform had a few hidden buttons that made it fall right off, which I hadn’t noticed the night before. Popping them free, I lay Shandra on her slender back and kissed my way down her body.

      Shandra was long and lean, with high firm breasts capped in small dark nipples that hardened at the faintest touch. She tried to dissuade me as my lips trailed down her smooth belly, but her fingers laced in my hair, and her gasps of pleasure and cries of “Yes!” filled the room as I tasted her. Employing my meager skills, I teased the hard little nubbin of flesh with my tongue and lips as my finger slipped in and rubbed the firm patch of her G-spot. In moments, her thighs were clamping down around my head and the blood pounded in my ears as Shandra came upon my tongue.

      Before she could recover, I was up and between her legs and sliding within her wetness with deliberate slowness. We made love there on the carpet for a long time. Rolling around and kissing, at one point Shandra pressed me back and rode me with seductive gyrations of her hips. As she did, she came over and over on me, my cock touching places in her she’d never been touched, but she refused to stop until she claimed her prize as I exploded within her womb.

      Ten minutes later as she knelt between my legs, I could take no more of her hot mouth and bent the beautiful Indian doctor over and took her like a beast, reminiscent of the night before, and loved the uninhibited joy on Shandra’s face as she cried out in pleasure beneath me, her firm breasts swaying with every thrust.

      I came inside her again, and we collapsed on the carpet in sweaty, cum-smeared bliss. Clapping from the side of the room surprised us both, and we picked our heads up to look over. Dr. Gupta covered her breasts with one arm, trying to hide behind me in her embarrassment, but she relaxed when she saw it was Ava and Madelyn.

      “One of the men from last night is outside waiting for you, CT,” Madge said. “Says to ‘get your ass outside so he can show you around.’”

      “Kind of an asshole,” Ava said with a grin as she came over and reached down, but instead of helping me up she drew Shandra to her feet. “Go and play with your new friends,” she said with a wink to me. “It will give Madge and me a chance to catch up with Shandra, here.”

      “Yeah,” Madelyn said, plucking at the skirt of her uniform, “and maybe we can find something less sexist and ugly to wear. These things were designed for twiggy little girls. Not a woman with hips.”

      A loud engine revved outside, and a familiar smooth voice shouted my name.

      “You’ll be, okay?” I asked Shandra, and she nodded, smiling and blushing as she stood naked and cum-smeared beside my stepmom, her eyes not quite able to meet the other woman’s yet.

      Pausing to give Ava a deep kiss, I did the same with Madge, then left the women alone. I almost headed straight outside as I was, but remembered at the last second to snatch a pair of shorts and pull them on before heading outside.

      “Bro! I took you a new car. What do you think?”

      Charlie, whose name I’d learned the night before, was a few inches taller than me and wide as an ox across the shoulders. His golden hair was swept back, and he wore only a pair of shorts like me. His handsome face was open and grinning as he swept a hand across a topless black McLaren.

      “Damn, man, that thing’s gorgeous!”

      “Let’s go take it for a test spin.” Charlie grinned, tossing me the keys.

      “If I can remember how to drive a stick.” I laughed as I slipped behind the wheel. “This is awesome, man, thank you.”

      “It’s no big thing. There are a fleet of cars down at the dealership. We can take whatever we want. This shit is the best!”

      “Fuck yeah,” I said, flicking the keys and grinning as the deep throbbing sound awoke from the engine. Grinning, I dropped the clutch in and hit the gas pedal, feeling the steering wheel nearly ripped from my grip as the car took off.

      “You’re lucky you made it here, man,” Charlie called out over the rushing wind as I zipped down a wide curving road. “Head that way. We’ll go to the track first. Shit’s legit. You’ll love it. Yeah, man, those poor fuckers that didn’t make it, I feel bad for them.”

      “Where did you come from?” I asked.

      “Me? Oh, they found me in high school years ago. I went through the Change after college and have been part of the program ever since. You should have seen it before. Bunch of uptight pricks, always going on about cures and desalination, shit like that. Matthew and his boys knew what’s up, though.”

      The name caused the hairs to rise on the back of my neck, and I nearly drove into a curb before cutting the wheel back to the center of the road. Charlie only laughed at the near miss, not even bothering to put on his seatbelt.

      “Matthew?” I asked.

      “Yeah, man, he’s the dude that made all this possible. Matt’s a great man, the greatest. Why, if it weren’t for him, we’d still be doing the bidding of lesser men, and the world wouldn’t be the paradise it is now.”

      He flashed me such a wide grin, free of any hint of shame or remorse, that my guts turned cold, but I painted a wide smile on my face as well.

      “What about the rest of the world?” I asked.

      “Matthew’s got a plan for those fuckers. China, Russia, India, the EU, none of those idiots were prepared… Well, maybe China was.” He frowned for a second, then went right on bragging. “But the rest were caught with their pants down. None were prepared like us. And we got an advantage on them.” Flashing me a wink, he held up one finger and pushed the steel frame of the windshield out, leaving a finger-sized dent.

      “How the hell did you do that?” I asked, remembering the man’s shocking strength from the night before.

      “You can too, when you need to. But Matthew taught us how to harness it, those of us who are ascendant.” Pointing to where a bunch of checkered flags hung on light posts, he said, “Follow the flags, and we’ll be on the track. Let’s see if you can get over 200 mph on this bad boy. Do that, and I’ll teach you how I did that.” He indicated the dented steel and flashed a grin when I punched the gas pedal.

      The car handled much better at higher speeds but felt like it was going to tear out of my grip any second. A wide on-ramp led from the street straight onto the track, and I could go even faster on the banked turns.

      “Embrace the wolf within,” Charlie shouted over the screaming wind, “feel it reach up and take control but don’t relinquish… Instead, absorb the beast within… It is your power… Your true self.”

      I sought the beast within as I drove, but it was difficult with my concentration so focused on the road and the touchy vehicle. But I sensed what he was driving at. Drawing in more and more of that inner beast, I slowly drew it up, feeling a flush of euphoria as the world seemed to slow down around me, blood pounding in my ears.

      Like the trick with my eyesight Dee had taught me, all of my senses were suddenly awake. Charlie’s scent was suddenly so easy to parse. His friendly nature masked a cold inner core that monitored everything around him, a predator on the hunt for rivals.
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      Releasing the beast within, the car washed out on a turn as I lost control for a brief moment, and Charlie let out a hearty laugh. In the brief instant before I could no longer read the true complexities of his scent, the wariness in his scent faded, and I breathed a silent breath of relief.

      I had no idea why, but the man had been readying himself to kill me.

      I spent the rest of the day with Charlie as he showed me around the odd town. He encouraged me to train and practice my Alpha powers at the various “amusements” around town. He was jovial and charming, but I never let myself relax around him after that first terrifying incident, nor did I draw upon the beast within, no matter how often he encouraged me to. It was a test I realized, just like everything in this place seemed to be, and one that if I passed would probably see me dead a moment later.

      We met other Alphas by themselves or in pairs, often with one or two women or girls in tow. There were few inhibitions amongst many of the Alphas, and I even saw a pair sharing their women as they rutted in the bathroom of a restaurant. The thought turned my stomach, but Charlie merely laughed and said I’d grow used to sights such as that.

      As stressed and uncomfortable as I was all day, there were highlights. The best being when we went to the firing range, and I got to shoot off a rocket launcher. Watching a fireball explode against the mountainside and a small mushroom cloud rise up was one of the coolest things I’d ever done or seen, and I didn’t have to fake my joy as I high-fived Charlie and the sharp-faced woman who ran the range.

      There were women everywhere. Thousands of them. Cleaning the houses in French maid outfits and cooking in the restaurants in white chef’s coats that fell to mid-thigh like skirts. There was a resort atmosphere to the place, and everywhere we went, we were met with smiles, but I couldn’t ignore the too-stable scents of the women. Or how fixed and forced some of the grins felt.

      Around midday, we stopped to eat and get massages. Thankfully, I was in my own room, and when the young Asian woman offered to provide a “happy ending” with a stiff smile stretching across her lips, I demurred.

      I had to wait around for an hour as Charlie enjoyed his “happy ending” with several of the masseuses. Finally, the man walked out, stretching and scratching at his belly and winking at me.

      “Nothing like a nice siesta in the middle of the day, eh? You try out Mikiko? She’s got the tightest ass I’ve ever felt. You should use the ass with the ones you really like. They’ve got them all pumped full of so much fertility drugs, they’ll get preggers and they’ll disappear. Their bodies are never the same after that, trust me.”

      “I think Madelyn has been bred,” I said, seeing an opportunity. “Not sure, though, never found a piss test.”

      “We’ve got the best docs,” Charlie said with a wink. “Special place we all take our prides to get them checked out. Plastic surgeons too, if you want to get some touch-ups done to your ladies. They’re Korean, so it’s the best surgeons. I’ll take you tomorrow. You ever play football? We have a pickup game on the weekends. You’ll love it.”

      I listened to the man talk about his glories from previous games and the BBQ spread that was laid out for the players, but tuned out when he started describing the cheerleaders. I had what I wanted, a way into the place where they hopefully housed the records. An hour later, I begged off, saying I needed to check on my pride. He had me drop him off at a house party in full swing at one of the mansions and promised to swing by in the morning to take me to the facility.

      When I returned to the mansion, a crew was still there, picking up and cleaning from the previous night’s craziness. The women were all dressed in tiny French maid outfits, and from the slow and bad job they were doing cleaning, it was obvious they were more used to undertaking other chores. When a pair of young women bent over before me as I tried to mount the curving staircase leading to the bedrooms, they seemed to expect that I’d plow their bald little pussies right then and there.

      The beast within me wanted nothing to do with either of them, and a low growl sent them scrambling back down the steps, apologizing for being in my way. Putting the pair out of my mind, I found Ava, Madelyn, and Shandra on one of the bedroom balconies. The three were sitting around a glass table, sipping champagne and chatting amiably.

      When I stepped out, Ava popped to her feet and folded me in a warm hug.

      “We were so worried when you were gone all day,” my stepmom said, pulling back and looking deep into my eyes. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m okay,” I reassured her and glanced over. “Where’s Dee?”

      “She’s been out of it all day. Laid down in one of the bedrooms a few hours ago to take a nap,” Madelyn said, waving her champagne flute. I could see from her movements that she was tipsy.

      “Have you been having a good day, Shandra?” I asked the woman, pouring myself a glass and slipping into the one empty seat and drawing Ava down into my lap.

      “It’s been the best… hic…” the woman said, blushing when she hiccupped. “Excuse me. It turns out your stepmom and I both modeled for the same agency for a year. I did Bollywood shoots for them, not the prestigious car modeling like you, Ava.”

      “Be grateful,” Ava said, leaning against me as she reached out for her glass and pressing those massive breasts of hers against my chest. “It wasn’t a lot of fun standing around and getting breathed on by creepy old guys and neckbeard gearheads.”

      “That’s true.” Shandra grinned. “I only had to deal with handsy photographers.”

      “We all had to deal with them, darling,” Madelyn said, “but no longer. Now we’ve only got to keep one handsome young man happy. Speaking of which, why don’t we show the boy what you taught us, Shandra?”

      “Shandra learned all sorts of things from the other girls when they would talk about the wild orgies they have,” Ava purred, one nail tracing circles and lines on my bare chest as her eyes watched the crotch of my shorts grow. Then she pressed her lips to my ear and whispered softly, “Dee said they’re still watching and expect you to be like the others after today, rude, selfish, and… needy. Let those desires I know you’re always holding back shine through, take what you want from us, Court… we’re begging you.”

      I looked around and met Madelyn’s eyes and saw the love and absolute devotion I’d come to recognize in her shining forth. But Dr. Gupta’s gaze held the same naked emotions, though hints of embarrassment and shyness poked through.

      “I think that’s a good idea,” I said, letting Ava slip from my lap as I stood and tossed back the glass of champagne. Fishing out my heavy cock, I let it flop free. “Come show me what you’ve been learning, ladies. Tonight, we’re all going to get to know one another… intimately.”

      Ava and Madelyn grinned at one another, and I scented the pleasure flourishing within them as I took charge. Shandra gazed up at me, and I saw the hesitation and shyness fade, as it had in the morning, as my desire reassured her. Letting my eyes trace the woman’s lovely figure, I watched her firm breasts shake as she shuffled forward.

      Madelyn pressed in on my left side and Shandra on my right, while my stepmom moved in close. With the mountains as a backdrop and a setting sun in the distance, I watched the beautiful MILFs slide their tongues up and down the underside of my cock, cheeks pressed together as they moved as one.

      The three MILFs spent as much time kissing and caressing one another as they did licking and sucking my cock. Watching Ava and Shandra make out, the Indian woman shy and awkward at first, but losing herself quickly in the passionate embrace, was nearly as hot as watching Madge take me down to the root, her puffy lips pressing against my crotch.

      When Shandra parted my stepmom’s tiny white top and gasped in awe at her massive breasts, I saw Ava blush in pleasure before turning to take over for Madge. The actress and doctor nursed on Ava’s massive breasts as I slowly fucked her soft mouth.

      Then the three of them were once again back to work, working my cock over together, Madelyn’s fingers a tight ring as she stroked me, all three tongues lapping at the purple head of my cock. I felt like a king as I stood there, in full view of anyone who wished to chance a glance up to the balcony, pearlescent cum splashing across their cheeks and lips as they lapped it up.

      Staggering back, the three women fell onto one another without me there to support them, and their skirts were soon flung aside. The three of them making out had me hard again, and I didn’t let the three leave until I’d planted a healthy load of seed within each of their wombs.
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      It was well past dark by the time I left the three passed out on the bed, their hair and skin slick with sweat and juices. Wandering through the house, I found Dee in one of the downstairs rooms sitting on the ground beside the bed, her head hanging in her hands. She didn’t look up when I sat on the bed beside her, but I saw her shoulders tense.

      “I heard already, okay? You don’t have to throw it in my face.”

      “Do you want to talk about it?” I asked, sensing the fragility within her and trying hard not to pick through her complex scent.

      “What’s there to talk about? It’s obviously a lie. One of Matthew’s enemies is posing as him. I don’t know what they’re planning, but we’re going to stop them once we find my mom and sisters.”

      When she picked her head up angrily, the red rimming her eyes from tears was plain and she had a haggard, drawn look I’d never seen on her before.

      “There’s a lot we still don’t know,” I said. “Let’s just focus on one thing at a time.”

      “Easy for you to say,” Dee said with a sneer. “You’re loving it here. How many girls you fuck today? Eh? They’re brainwashed, you know, little better than slaves. How many, huh?”

      “None,” I said, keeping my voice calm even as she grew heated. “I hate what’s been done to them as much as you. There is no free will or free choice here. It’s the perversion of a teenage boy’s dream, with nothing resembling the beauty and balance of nature. They’re training Alphas to be weapons. Teaching them similar techniques to what you showed me.” Her anger faded at that, and I saw concern enter her expression. “They’re breeding and training an army and pointing it at the rest of the world. Charlie mentioned something about China, Russia, and a few other countries. About sending them gifts. We have to be smart about how we do this. No reacting just because we’re angry or upset over something.”

      “Sure, if you want to stay weak and un-ascendant the rest of your life,” Dee grumbled the words under her breath but when she noticed me listening grew silent, her eyes still hard on me.

      “I didn’t sleep with any of them,” I said, then frowned and added, “You should be able to tell.”

      “I don’t spend my time sniffing your junk, slim. Speaking of which, that promise you made before, you can forget it now.”

      “Why now?” I asked. “What’s changed?”

      “Nothing,” Dee said, but I sensed something about her and now that the prohibition was no longer in place, drew in a slow deep breath and focused all my attention on the young woman’s pheromones. Once again, they were far too complex to parse easily, but I thought I detected an almost overwhelming pool of sadness threatening to pull her under.

      Knowing it might get me killed, I reached over and picked up one of the large down pillows on the bed. Dee watched me with a curious frown that melted into outrage when I smacked her across the face with it. The girl’s jaw dropped, and I saw red anger warring with indignation battle across her face, and I threw myself backward, rolling across the bed just as her hand came smacking down.

      “Hey!” Donatella yelled, and when I popped up, a solid lump struck me across the chest from the pillow she’d thrown.

      When the breath escaped my lungs and I staggered back to crash into the dresser, the gorgeous young woman burst out into peels of golden laughter, and I saw the stress and worries of the past few hours lift from her shoulders as she picked up another pillow.

      “All you’ve done is give me a second weapon.” I grinned, hefting both pillows and swinging them in double loops.

      “Ha!” Donatella laughed, and one of her wrists flicked and one of my pillows deflated, down flying everywhere. A small dagger stuck out of the wall behind me, piercing two feathers. “Take that weapon and then we can have some real fun.”

      I chose not to take her up on the offer, instead getting my ass kicked in a ten-minute-long pillow fight that left both of us bruised, exhausted, and laughing by the time we stumbled out of the destroyed room.

      “Let’s get a drink,” Dee said, pulling me down to the mansion’s bar. “We both need one.”

      Dee found a bottle of scotch in the bar’s cabinets and the controls to the music. After pouring us both a large drink, she flicked on the music, drowning out our words.

      The alcohol burned when it went down, but it tasted of fire and smoke, and I found I liked it immediately. I told her about what I’d learned that day from Charlie, and she was excited about the fertility clinic.

      “They’ll have computers there hooked up to a network. That’s good. We should be able to find something out. Are you nervous?” she asked with a sly grin tugging at the corner of her lips.

      It was still difficult looking directly at the gorgeous young woman without finding myself staring at her face or the graceful way she moved.

      “About what?” I asked.

      “About finding out Ava and Madge are pregnant. Shandra may be as well at this point. Alphas are notorious for knocking women up when they bond them. The percentages are astronomical.”

      “I hadn’t really thought about it,” I said, feeling a wash of emotions sweep through me as the idea rattled around in my head, but surprisingly fear wasn’t part of it.

      “You’re excited,” Donatella said, her tone amused. “I don’t think I’ve met any men who smelled that happy and excited about it. I thought you would have been annoyed at the inconvenience.”

      “Did you really?” I asked.

      “No,” Dee said, frowning and turning to stare down into her drink. “I don’t know why I said that.”

      She tossed back her scotch, finishing the whole glass in one go, and poured another four-fingers of amber liquid while she scowled.

      “It’s because you’re hurt. You’re lashing out at someone close to you.” The young woman’s shoulders flinched as if she’d been hit, but I went on. “Either to push me away or make sure someone else hurts as much as you do.”

      “When did you get so wise,” the silver-haired woman said, her tone bitter as she drank off the whole glass of scotch and poured another. “A couple days ago, you were a scared kid. Now you think you’re Dean Williams reborn or something?”

      Her words had a slight slur to them, but she drank down the third glass even faster than the first two.

      “I’m the same scared kid,” I said, ignoring her snort of laughter, “but I’ve determined that our purpose here is more important than my life, so I’ve committed. Completely. Why haven’t you?”

      The baleful, red-rimmed eyes that swung to me were filled with a manic energy as Dee lurched off the barstool and staggered over to me. Her look grew smokey, and she almost fell upon me when she stumbled, catching herself just before trying to press her body against me.

      Stopping the young woman with two hands on her shoulders, I frowned at her. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m committing,” she said, her tone a touch rough with anger as she blinked up at me. “Stop being a nerd and let this happen.”

      I pushed Dee back when she tried to push forward, her impossibly perfect lips pursed. A large part of my brain wondered why I was turning away from what I’d desired for so long.

      “You don’t want… hic… me?” Dee demanded, pulling back from me and whipping her hair back over one shoulder and standing with a hand on her hip. My throat went dry and my tongue clove to the roof of my mouth as I gazed up at her gorgeous Alpha-girl body and met her challenging stare.

      “I want you more than my next breath, but not like this… Not when you’re heartbroken and angry.” Dee’s face registered anger, and I could see it was about to flare even hotter, but I continued to speak. “When we make love, and we will, it will be because you want me, for me.”

      The words hit her like a slap in the face. I saw the anger and hurt drain from her face as she sank back onto the barstool. Reaching over, I filled her glass and my own from the bottle. Taking it up, I held it in a toast to Dee who picked hers up slowly.

      “To saving your mom and sisters,” I said, staring deep into those gorgeous yellow eyes, and finally I saw a hint of smile work its way onto the corners of her lips as she nodded.

      I drank the whole glass down along with her and gasped at the burning in my throat. For one second I feared the poisonous liquid might come back up, but I managed to not make a fool of myself. Movement near the doorway drew our attention, and I found Ava standing there in a terry-cloth robe, holding another in her arms.

      “I came to see if you wanted to shower with us,” my stepmom said, her eyes flicking from Dee to me, “but I can see you two are busy.”

      “No,” I said, setting down the glass and stepping away from the bar, “we’re done here.”

      I could feel Donatella’s eyes on my back as I strode over and gathered Ava into my arms. I gazed into my oldest friend’s eyes and saw the same swelling of love within her that leaped up within me, and I pulled her into a passionate kiss.

      When we walked down the hall, Ava glanced back over our shoulders, and I saw a mischievous grin flash across her lips.

      “Donatella looked like she was going to be sick. What did you say to her?”

      “I’ll tell you later,” I said, turning and slipping my hand within her robe and running my cool fingers across her warm sides, loving the feel of naked flesh beneath the robe. “Right now, I’ve got other plans.”

      “But we’re going to… mhmmm shower… ohh!”

      “They’ll wait,” I whispered into Ava’s ear as I pressed her into a small side bedroom and drew off her robe. “Right now, I want you… and only you.”

      “Yes, sir,” Ava purred, stepping back from me and letting the robe slip free of her shoulders, revealing her nakedness in all its glory. “How do you want me?”
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      In answer, I stepped forward and drew Ava back to me, gently laying her down on the bed and taking my time as I caressed and teased her. Pushing the rest of the world from my awareness, I focused on my stepmom’s incredible body, touching and pleasuring her with every bit of skill I had.

      Pushing that skill to its limits, I opened my senses to her body. Taking in the myriad clues she gave me, I devoted myself to Ava’s pleasure. That night I took each of my women like that, peeling them off from the others and spending a couple hours connecting with them on a deeper level before joining the other two.

      I was exhausted by the time morning came around, but I’d never felt happier or more connected with anyone as I lay in bed with all three. Dee had hovered around all evening, like a shadow. I could sense her presence nearby but not her thoughts or mood, and when I peeled myself out of the pile of limbs, Shandra and Madge shifting into the warm spot I left with little murmurs of disapproval, I found her sitting just outside the bedroom, snoring softly as she rested her head on the hilt of her curved blade.

      Pulling a light blanket off the foot of the bed, I draped it over her shoulders and went to find water to quench my thirst. I was cracking the top on a bottle in the kitchen when a black Porsche pulled up to the front of my place and a familiar face hopped out.

      Kelso, the Alpha who’d stopped us when we first got to Alpha Command, was dressed in his usual fatigues, but he had an interesting setup, including twin rifles slung over his back with odd baskets attached to them.

      “Hey, you awake!”

      The man pounded on the front door and yelled as I was hurrying over. He flashed a bright smile when I pulled open the door.

      “You’re up! Dude, we’re having a battle today down at the paintball fields. I could use a good man on my team, you free?”

      “I have to go to the fertility clinic this morning,” I said. “Want to come in?”

      “Naw, no time. No worries. I’ll see if you’re free this evening. This first one’s just a trial run for some squads. I guess a bigwig from DC is coming out today, taking a few of us to the big leagues.”

      “Big leagues?” I asked.

      “War, man! Eventually we’re going to have to take down those foreign pieces of shit and make the whole world our paradise, right?”

      “Right,” I said, and the man slapped me on the shoulder before turning to go.

      “I’ll come by later. Hey, if that silver-haired fox is preggers, I call dibs if it’s a girl!”

      “We need to get the fuck out of here,” the quiet whisper from behind me alerted me that Dee had slipped up behind me, and I nodded without turning to acknowledge her presence as I waved goodbye to Kelso.

      “Wake Ava, Madelyn, and Shandra,” I said. “I want to get to the clinic as early as possible.”

      For a wonder, Dee didn’t argue or quibble, and I drew in a deep breath as I felt her slip away. The deeper I drew in the scent, the more the beast within stirred. That hidden part of me was terrifying and thrilling at the same time.

      Like standing on the edge of a roof, overwhelmed with the unreasonable desire to jump.

      If I gave in to my desire and let the beast take over, it could subsume my will and self within an uncontrollable primal power. I’d felt the edges of the power residing within me, and just the barest hint was enough to terrify.

      Shaking myself free of the reverie, I stalked upstairs and dressed. I almost armed myself, but other than the paintball guns on Kelso, I hadn’t seen any other Alphas going around armed and figured it would be frowned upon to arrive at a medical facility that way.

      When I got downstairs, Dee had wrangled all three out of bed. They’d taken time to do their hair and makeup, and were also dressed in fresh uniforms of purple and black. I tried not to ogle the three MILFs in their tiny skirts and tight, white, tied-off shirts, but they looked so good it was impossible.

      “I know it’s just my male brain, but those outfits are starting to grow on me,” I said.

      “I’m still putting on jeans the moment I get a chance,” Ava said, but her lips curled up into a pleased grin as she smoothed the short skirt down her thighs. “But maybe we can wear them on special occasions.”

      “And cheerleading uniforms?” Dr. Gupta asked, faint hope entering her voice. “I always wanted to be an American cheerleader, with their cute little white socks.”

      “I like the way you think, darling. But why stop there? Court’s been obsessed with these cosplayers for years. Can you imagine, Dee as a sexy Poke-ball, or whatever they call those things?”

      The women kept up their good-natured ribbing as we headed outside. Charlie had promised a transport would arrive at seven a.m. sharp, and I could spot a black Suburban with tinted windows heading up the wide road toward us.

      “We should talk about what to expect at the fertility clinic,” Dee whispered quickly as we waited. “Talk of breeding makes the Beta Alphas go crazy, so you’ll need to plan for that.”

      “She’s right,” Dr. Gupta said. “A lot of the most eager girls volunteer as ‘nurses.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “They’re offered the same benefits and rewards if they’re impregnated, like all the rest.”

      “I don’t like it,” I said.

      “Tough,” Dee said. “We’re all going to have to make sacrifices if we’re going to slip past doctors and scientists without detection. I’ll try to create a diversion so I can slip away and see what I can find in their systems. You have to keep their attention focused on what you’re doing, so they don’t come looking for me.”

      “Court will do what needs to be done,” Ava said, her pale blue eyes holding mine until I nodded in reluctant agreement. Then she turned to Donatella, her eyes even harder as she added, “And if his honor and effort are wasted… You will answer for it.”

      I didn’t understand what passed between the two women, but once again Dee’s scent shifted so quickly, I almost didn’t detect it. Instead of getting angry, Dee held my stepmom’s gaze for long seconds as the Suburban pulled up, before finally nodding and, oddly, her cheeks grew bright red. Then Ava pulled the younger woman into a quick hug.

      “Bro! Your pride looks excited. I’m glad I tagged along. Hop in.”

      The passenger window rolled down, and I saw Charlie sitting there with a platinum blonde bimbo on his lap. A gorgeous but severe-looking brunette with her hair in a tight ponytail was driving, but she didn’t bother looking over when the window rolled down, just hit a button, so the rear doors opened.

      The teen didn’t pay attention to what was going on around her as she filed her nails and popped bubble gum. It wasn’t until we piled into the back rows of seats that I noticed the girl had her skirt flipped up and was gently riding Charlie’s cock.

      “Don’t mind me. Heather’s trying to get one last load in before she gets tested. So, how was your night?” He turned his head and the girl flopped forward, squawking as he peered back. As he did, I spotted his manhood slip partway out of her and was shocked at its slenderness. “Dude, you really got a thing for MILFs, don’t you? It’s like a PTA meeting back there.” Then his eyes spotted Dee in the back, and I saw the man’s whole demeanor change. “Who are you?”

      “Charlie, you’re hurting me,” the bimbo squeaked, her face pressed into the windshield as Charlie tried turning all the way around.

      “You don’t smell of this Beta, woman. Why aren’t you bonded? Who are you?” The jovialness was gone from Charlie’s voice, replaced with a hardness I’d never heard in a human, and the coldness in his eyes was that of a snake, seeing everything around it as prey beneath itself. A shiver ran down my spine when I saw the mask disappear and the face of evil laid naked before me.

      “I—”

      I heard the lack of certainty in Dee’s voice and was about to speak up, but it was Madelyn who broke the tense silence. The former actress’s peeling laughter had a mocking quality to it that caused Charlie’s face to go flat, and I saw the coldness shifting into anger, but Madelyn broke off her laughter just as abruptly as it had begun.

      A light pinch at my side from the older woman’s fingers put a frown on my face, and I let the anger bleed through as she spoke.

      “You presume to question us in our master’s presence? Isn’t that breaking the first rule in your boys’ paradise?”

      The driver slowed down the car, and I spotted a bead of sweat rolling down her forehead and her knuckles going white as she gripped the steering wheel.

      “You’ve got a lot of nerve for an old cunt—”

      A growl of anger ripped from the back of my throat, and the car shifted on its shocks as I lurched forward. But before I could do anything rash, Madge was there, a calm hand on my chest as she turned to the golden-haired alpha seated before her.

      “Just because Dee didn’t drink her mouthful of CT’s delicious cum this morning, doesn’t mean she isn’t his…” Dee was sitting on the woman’s other side on the back bench, and she reached over and spread the younger woman’s perfect, slender legs and ran a hand up her inner thighs, lifting the skirt to reveal pure white panties, and turned to stare into Dee’s pale-yellow eyes. “He’s been saving this virgin for a special occasion… But she’s his eager little mouth whore. We can show the dumb brute and his plastic little bimbo what an older woman’s knowledgeable mouth can do, paired with these innocent lips… eh?”

      Madelyn was gazing deep into Dee’s eyes, and I expected the younger woman to blow up at any moment, instead the hardened warrior I knew disappeared and she nodded shyly, those lambent eyes flickering to me and an eager little grin finding its way onto her lips.

      “Come back here, baby,” Dee purred as one hand trailed slender fingers up her smooth belly. “Please?”
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      I nearly came in my pants when she added the “please” in an adorable, girlish voice. Then, with Ava’s hands pushing me back, I crawled between the two women into the back seat. Charlie’s frown was clear, and the blonde let out pained whimpers as her face pressed into the windshield still.

      Madelyn was deep in character as she flirted with Dee, and the younger woman was following her lead. Now that I could feel the gorgeous silver-haired woman pressed against my side, I sensed her nervousness in the slight tremble of her knees and fingers when they reached out to grip mine.

      Dee played the nervousness off as shy innocence, and with her delicate features it came off flawlessly. Dr. Gupta and my stepmom watched with wide, excited eyes as Madge flicked open the fly of my jeans and fished out my already stiffening manhood.

      The bimbo gasped when she saw its length and girth flop into view, and I saw Charlie frown in annoyance. Madelyn didn’t waste any time, drawing my cock between her thick lips and swirling her tongue around the head. My heart thudded in my chest as Dee licked her lips and bent down slowly, her eyes locked on Madge as the older woman’s thick lips slipped off the head of my cock.

      Her fingers locked around the base as she held it out to the younger woman with a raised eyebrow. The beast within was wary and still, Donatella’s scent filling my head but making no more sense than it ever had. As I watched the girl’s gorgeous face draw close to my cock, my heart leapt into my throat and a storm of butterflies awoke in my belly.

      A clear bead of pre-cum began pooling on the tip, and the moment it did, Dee darted forward to lick it off, her small pink tongue trailing fire across the sensitive flesh and causing me to gasp in pleasure. Dee moaned in mindless desire, and her hot lips slipped over the head of my cock, sucking me deep in one go.

      Charlie frowned as he watched the gorgeous young woman's lips puff around the head of my cock. But I barely registered the man, or anyone else, as Dee’s impossibly soft tongue caressed the head of my cock. Those yellow eyes locked on mine, and I saw a smile crinkle the corners of them, causing me to relax into the surreal experience.

      Madge joined the young woman, their tongues sliding up and down the shaft as one before I saw their lips meet around the head in a soft kiss. Tongues flicked the head as their lips teased one another, then Dee was moaning softly as she took me back into her mouth.

      My fingers slipped into the young woman’s silky hair, and Madge’s joined them. The MILF grinned and pressed her large breasts against my side as she kissed my neck and watched Donatella’s silver head bobbing up and down in my lap.

      Dee’s skills had been non-existent when she first took me into her mouth, but I’d ignored the slight brush of teeth to sensitive flesh. In just a minute, the girl found the places where I was most sensitive and found a smooth, steady rhythm.

      It was her whimper of pleasure, as the beast within growled in need, that set my cock throbbing and balls tightening. The young woman pulled my hand to her chest, where I squeezed a perfect firm breast and felt her large nipples standing out firm against the palm of my hand through her white blouse. When I did, Dee sucked me all the harder, and I saw her thighs pressing together around her other hand and that did it for me.

      “Swallow it all,” I growled, and Dee whimpered in answer as her throat worked around the head of my cock.

      “Yesss!” Madelyn purred her hot breath on my neck as she held down Dee’s head and watched the girl’s body shake.

      “Ngghnnnn!”

      The beast within me roared as the connection with the gorgeous Alpha was forged. My cock throbbed and throbbed as Donatella’s tiny mouth licked and swallowed for all she was worth. The whimpers of pleasure and the shaking of her hips would have been enough proof she’d had a massive orgasm, even if the Suburban hadn’t filled with the scent of her virgin sex.

      The beast within threw itself at my will, filling my mind with an almost overwhelming desire to rip the gorgeous young woman’s skirt up and take her right then and there. For a long second, I hung on the precipice of control as Dee shook in pleasure, her lips slipping from the head of my cock as she fell back against the seat.

      Those yellow eyes met mine, and I saw shock and shame warring across her features. Her eyes widened when she saw the beast within me rising and instead of pushing me away I felt her fingers pulling on me and a faint growl escaped the back of her throat, but I took control of myself with the last dregs of my willpower and forced my hands down to button my pants.

      “Hmmm,” Charlie grunted, a plastic smile stretching across his lips before he turned back to pull the little bimbo back down onto his lap. “You’ve got more control than the others. Good for you, bro. Maybe I’ll get me a little virgin, too. Ngh!”

      The little bimbo cried out, and I couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or something else as Charlie slammed into her. I thought the rest of the car ride would pass in uncomfortable silence, but Charlie truly had no shame and would point things out to me once we entered the tunnel through the mountain.

      “That passage leads to the mutant testing fields. The lab coats have about a million of the fuckers.”

      “What are they doing with them?” I asked, peering down the adjoining passage and seeing nothing but darkness as it led to another part of the mountain’s surface.

      “Who knows?” he said with a frown that said he could care less. “Tighten up, baby, I’m about to nut.”

      “Yes… ugh… cum!” the bimbo squeaked out, and I saw Ava and Dr. Gupta turn away, their cheeks reddening and frowns of annoyance marring their faces. But they kept their objections to themselves, and Charlie didn’t seem to give the older women a second glance.

      “There,” Charlie said, pushing the girl off his lap into the footwell before his seat and putting his soft cock away. “Now let’s see if my seed takes root within the hour. Ha! I like doing my own experiments.” He threw me a wink in the back seat, his eyes sliding over Dee once again, and I saw a sneer flash across his features before the charming grin returned. “Are you going to be at the paintball competition later today?”

      “Yeah, Kelso invited me to join his squad,” I said.

      “Perfect,” Charlie said in that smooth voice of his. “I’ll look for you.”

      A chill fell over the cabin as we neared the end of the tunnel. There were two layers of security to pass through, women in black and gray fatigues who scanned each face in the car with hard eyes before letting us through. Finally, we emerged onto a large airfield with hangars marching down one side and an air tower on the other.

      There were several planes sitting in a row, as well as a fleet of Black Hawk helicopters, but the most eye-catching sight was the new building that had been thrown up on the south end. It was a gleaming structure of glass and steel with a large red cross set above the entrance.

      Four women in pristine uniforms stepped out when we parked. Their bright red lips all stretched wide, revealing white smiles that sparkled. Their hair was all pulled back into business-like buns, while their red heels shone as if they’d been polished moments before.

      “Greetings, Charlie Wilson,” one of the nurses said as she opened the passenger door.

      A second nurse opened the back door, holding out a hand for Dr. Gupta to step out as the woman looked back and greeted me with a wide smile.

      “Greetings, Courtney Tanvers. If you and your pride would come this way, we have a space set up for you to relax while your women are undergoing the procedure.”

      “Courtney? Your name’s Courtney? What a faggy name,” Charlie said as he draped his arms around his pair of nurses' shoulders and let them lead him and the blonde into the facility.

      Off in the distance, I noticed the glint of something on the horizon, and just before I let the nurse steer me into the building, I caught sight of a plane flying in. I don’t know why, but something about that plane sent a shiver down my spine and caused the hairs on the back of my neck to rise.

      “Right this way, sir,” a pretty, green-eyed nurse said as she pressed her massive, too-round cleavage into my arm. “We have a fine selection for you to choose from, this being your first visit to the clinic. Let our girls take care of your women while we retire to the waiting room.”

      “Dee doesn’t need to be tested,” I said, pulling the silver-haired woman to my side.

      The green-eyed nurse shot a frown at the gorgeous young woman but didn’t object to her accompanying me. The inside of the building was just as new and clean as the outside, and I shared a final look with Madge, Ava, and Dr. Gupta before they were led deeper into the facility.

      The younger of the two nurses steered us into an oddly furnished room. There were low, wide couches scattered throughout the room, and in the center stood a footstool with a padded surface and silk ties hanging from its four feet.

      Along one wall stood ten women dressed in the same short-skirted and tight-topped nurses’ outfits as the four who’d met us outside. The women shifted nervously, hands brushing back hair and straightening clothing as they stood straight and tall as if waiting for my inspection.

      “Forgive us, sir,” the older nurse said, stepping forward and addressing me with a professorial tone. “You weren’t here for the Alphas’ orientation training so you might not understand. The purpose of this entire Pogrom is to breed more Alphas. As such, these women have all volunteered for that purpose. We understand that not all will be bred, but it’s understood that you will do your best, Alpha. For the future of each of these women will be greatly enhanced if you’re successful.”

      “Charlie didn’t mention anything about this,” I said.

      “Alpha Charlie and the others barely paid attention during orientation,” the younger nurse said with a frown on her delicate lips. “The results are still the same. The more you run free, as the wolf nature intended you to be, the better it is for the program, sir.”

      “Excellent,” I said, shooting a look at Dee who’d moved so none but me could see her lips moving.

      “Do as they expect. But don’t bind any of them.”

      At first, I didn’t know what she meant then remembered the connection formed with her and the others once they’d swallowed my seed, and then finalized and deepened once bred. I tore my eyes away from those gorgeous yellow eyes and let them travel down the line of women in nurses’ uniforms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 45

          

        

      

    

    
      Drawing all their attention to me, I pulled off my shirt and threw it aside, not having to look to know the striated muscles that had been filling out now looked as though they’d been chiseled. Those too-smooth scents shifted from expectation to raw hunger as their pupils dilated, eyes widening as they stared at my form.

      Behind me, the nurse shifted, turning to go, but I let out a low growl from the back of my throat, letting instinct guide my desires. Harnessing the beast within, I flooded the air with my pheromones as my muscles pulsed.

      A small desk and computer console sat in the corner, the chair a strange postmodern construction. I held the woman’s attention on me, and saw Dee slip into the chair out of the corner of my eye. But I’d sunk too deep within the beast and my own desires by that point, to care about anything else.

      Primal urges pushed at me, but the willpower I refused to give up was in control. That control coupled with an instinctual understanding of what motivated and guided the women before me was a potent force. Bending it into my senses, I felt the smoothness of the women’s scents shift and warp as I reached deeper.

      One of them was in pain, hurting from the pressure against her will and mind that sat there for so long. Stepping forward, my eyes locked on her light brown ones, and I reached out, resting my hand against her smooth ebony brow.

      Standing not one foot from her, a rush of emotion swept up and into my eyes. The woman gasped, muscles locking up and pupils constricting to pin-sized dots before she toppled back onto one of the couches, unconscious.

      “Oh no, Shanice!”

      My snarl snapped the woman’s jaw shut, and she stood back up straight, along with the rest. Their scents now jangled between fear, hope, desire, and shock at what they’d seen, but none in this room, including the nurses, wanted to be anywhere else, from their toes, down to their deepest cores.

      “Bend over,” I growled. “All of you.”

      The women glanced around, nervous, but moved without hesitation as they turned around and bent over, asses out. Four had the foresight to flip their skirts up over their asses, revealing panties in a variety of colors.

      Turning to the nurses, my top lip lifted in a slight snarl, and both women flashed eager grins as they hurried to join the ten bent over. I could feel my temperature increasing, and an edge of hunger dug in as I burnt through my reserves of energy rapidly.

      Walking down the line of women, I let my hand caress one firm rear after another, my fingers slipping down to graze across damp panties. I enjoyed the shivers of pleasure that passed through each woman as I touched them and used it to draw in their scents even more deeply.

      I stopped at a particularly cute little brunette. Her face, reflected in the wall’s smooth surface, looked familiar until I placed her. I blinked in surprise when I realized she was a famous porn star. I’d watched a particular video of her and an older MILF actress dozens of times.

      The young woman saw me recognize her and flashed an eager grin as she wiggled her tiny little ass against my hand. Reaching down, I hauled my slowly stiffening manhood free and heard a collective sigh of pleasure escape from all the women bent over. Pulling the young actress’s panties down, I couldn’t help but stare at her tight, bald lips as they dripped juices down her thighs.

      “Please, Alpha, please breed me.” Her blue eyes beseeched me, and her adorable little upturned nose scrunched as she bit her bottom lip in desire.

      I growled in answer, and the girl shivered again. But just as I pressed the head of my cock to her slickness, a wave of revulsion swept through me, followed rapidly by fear and anger. The hairs on the back of my arms were standing on end as alarm bells rang in my mind.

      “CT! Help!”

      The voice was faint, maybe only in my mind, but a faint thread of Madelyn’s fear mingled with that of Ava and Dr. Gupta reached my nose, and I spun and followed the scent.

      “Alpha?” the adorable porn star asked, but the girl’s words barely registered.

      Dee pulled her hands from the console just as she was accessing a datasheet, and I was dimly aware of those pale-yellow eyes glaring at me and a hiss of warning. Neither could slow me down as the blood pounded in my ears and the scent of my pride’s fear spiked.

      I kicked the door open, the outer handle banging off the wall and sounding like a firecracker going off. A grim-faced woman in black fatigues was standing outside the waiting room, eyes hidden behind reflective lenses.

      “Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to step back into the waiting room. You’re not authorized to be—”

      “Where are they?”

      My demand was more of a roar as I looked up the short hallway. Several heads had poked out of offices at the loud noise, and I saw the women’s faces pale in fright when they heard me roar and most pulled back inside, doors slamming behind them.

      The grim-faced woman raised her rifle, training the barrel on me, but my arm was faster than her trigger finger. Before she could move her finger into the trigger guard, I reached out and snatched the barrel and gave it a hard yank to the side, steel screaming as it bent in my hand.

      “Guards! Guar—ngk!”

      The woman’s head bounced off the far wall when Dee’s fist connected with her jaw, but almost immediately red lights flashed and a siren’s wail started up.

      “What the fuck?” the gorgeous young Alpha shouted at me.

      “Women… Danger.”

      That was all I managed to growl out as I stomped down the hall, following the scent of Ava’s fear. There was a click from the door at the end of the hall, and I saw several white-coated women scramble back from it as I drew near. Two firm kicks buckled the steel door inward as I bellowed.

      “Madelyn! Shandra!”

      A faint cry reached my ears, and I tossed aside the desks and chairs standing in my way, computers sparking as their cords were torn from the walls, and threw my shoulder into the steel door at the far end.

      When I burst through the other side, my head filled with my pride’s fear and alarm.

      I found myself in a large exam room with five beds along one wall and half a dozen white-coated women standing around the room. An older woman, holding a clear data pad, was clearly the one in charge and she frowned at my entrance.

      “This is most unseemly, young man. Please remove yourself from these secure rooms immediately.”

      “Court! Help us!”

      A nurse was standing near Madelyn with a hypodermic needle in her hand. The needle was long, and inside the reservoir was a green liquid that glowed with a fell light. When my eyes settled on the syringe, the nurse flinched and the beast within growled dangerously when it scented their fear and shame.

      “What’s in the needle?” Dee demanded of the doctor as she strode in behind me.

      THUD!

      “What the fuck is going on in here?”

      It wasn’t Charlie’s smooth voice that boomed out, but one with far more natural command. The fear and alarm I felt staring at that glowing green liquid the nurse had been about to inject into Madelyn’s womb ratcheted up to incapacitating levels when I heard the deep intonations lacing that voice.

      “Matthew,” Dee breathed, and I saw her features harden as she reached up for the sword hilt that wasn’t there.

      “We’re getting out of here,” I growled, and when the silver-haired beauty opened her mouth to object that we hadn’t learned what we came here for, I let the beast within lace my words with power. “Now.”

      The word hit Donatella like a slap, but instead of resisting or letting it spark her anger, she nodded.
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      “Sir, what is the meaning of this? Sir!”

      I had no desire to hurt any of the women here, but I wasn’t about to let them continue with whatever it was they were doing. Heart pounding and feeling like time was slipping away, I pushed the older doctor aside and began tearing off the straps holding Ava’s wrists and ankles to the bed.

      “They were going to inject us with… Whatever the fuck that is,” Ava said with a shiver of fear as she glared at the nurse holding the syringe. “Oh, God, Court, we’re pregnant. I’m pregnant!”

      The news shocked me, and I paused with only her wrists free and my stepmom threw her arms around my shoulders, hugging me tight as the other two gazed over at me with shining smiles. I could feel the grin growing on my lips, then the bark of rifle fire woke me from the blissful moment.

      “No time for that,” Dee said as she peered down the hall and pulled back the action on the M4 she’d gained from the guard now slumped against the wall with a purple bruise forming on her jaw. “This is bad, CT. That tunnel’s going to be a death trap.”

      “I’ll think of something,” I growled, pointing the nurses back into a corner as Ava and I released the others.

      “Better do it fast. They’re gathering down the hall. What the fuck is that—”

      BOOM!

      The beast within grew still as a scent unlike anything I’d ever smelled before hit my nostrils. I saw Dee’s eyes go wide and a single name passed her lips. Then the gorgeous young woman’s eyes met mine, and I saw rage and fear flood her expression.

      “Get them free. I’ll slow him down.”

      Before I could shout for her to stop, she was gone, darting down the hall.

      “C, what’s going on?” Madelyn asked in a frightened tone.

      “We’re getting out of here, now.”

      I grabbed the woman’s hand, her fingers locking on mine, and waved the others on. The doctor and nurses were huddled fearfully in one corner, and I walked over and snatched the data pad out of the doctor’s hands and handed it to Madelyn. Then I marched after Dee, following the sounds of booming laughter.

      “Donatella? Little Dee? I thought you died with that foolish father of yours.”

      “You had him killed? Matthew, how could you do this?”

      The raw pain in Dee’s voice made my heart ache as we hurried through the short hallway and came out into the lobby to find Dee confronting a large, black-haired man with too white teeth, surrounded by four flat-eyed men who looked like they broke boulders for fun with their faces.

      The black-haired man’s scent vibrated in my sinuses, and I found it impossible to meet his eyes. My own eyes barely rose above his knees. The man didn’t bother to notice me or the three women who pushed up behind me, but the four men did.

      “How could I not?” Matthew asked with a sneer. “Dean was a fool to not seize power when he could have. It set our people back centuries and forced the Cabal to initiate Order Omega. The chattel will serve better once we adjust the Catalyst to turn them into beta-cucks. Have you come to take your proper place at my feet? Or are you going to be… difficult?”

      “I’ll never serve you, you bastard! Where are my mother and sisters?”

      “Kneel for me”—he smirked, patting his crotch—“and I’ll tell you once I’ve put a load in all three holes and you can’t betray me, like the stupid little cunt you are.”

      “Fuck you!”

      “I tire of this,” Matthew said with a bored drawl as he motioned to the surrounding men. “Kill the pretty boy and the old women. I’ll deal with the little Alpha girl.”

      Time slowed to a crawl as the four thick-necked men surged forward. Dee launched herself at Matthew, the silver-haired woman screeching in anger as her hands curled into fists. The black-haired Alpha’s sneer only deepened, but it was cold calculation I read in his scent.

      Dee’s anger overwhelmed her, crowding out the fear for me and the pride that had filled her scent a moment before. I didn’t pause to wonder why the Alpha girl’s complex aroma was suddenly so easy to parse.

      Blood pounded in my ears, and the world shrank down to a narrow band of focus as I drove folded knuckles into the neck of the nearest man and followed through when the soft flesh of his throat tore out, hooking my fingers behind the windpipe of the next man and ripping them forward.

      In the space of a heartbeat, two bodies toppled to the ground, and the other two turned to engage me. I heard the thud of fists on flesh and then a painful whimper as the wind escaped Dee’s throat.

      Red flooded my vision and a howl of rage rose from my throat as I sank a fist into the first man’s chest, ribs snapping like tinder as I tore my bloody hand free and threw the second man aside.

      “Guards!”

      Matthew was falling back, eyes wide and lips pulled back in a snarl of fear as the bodies of his companions broke against the wall beside him. I saw rage and a hint of fear rimming his eyes as he fell back into another room, a half dozen armed security guards swarming between us.

      “Kill them! Kill them all!”

      The man’s bellow filled with deep vibrations of command, sending the guards hurling at me, throwing their lives away as the man made his escape deeper into the facility.

      “Courtney, we have to go! Now!”

      Dee’s voice barely reached through the red rage filling me, and I threw aside the last of the guards’ broken bodies and turned to find Madelyn, Ava, and Dr. Gupta pulling guns from the bodies, sirens blaring and red lights flashing.

      “We need to go,” I repeated, my thoughts sluggish and slow, my stomach feeling like it had been hollowed out as hunger clawed at my insides.

      “You had to ascend now, didn’t you?” Dee grumbled as she glanced up at me, and I caught her scent shift from annoyed to fascinated as her eyes took in my shoulders.

      “I can still hear the plane’s engine,” I said, finding it oddly difficult to formulate words.

      “You’re going to pay for me having to leave my sword behind.” Dee grimaced as she grabbed up an M4 and checked the magazine. “Everyone stick close to CT—”

      A loud crash from the front of the building alerted me that they were trying to barricade the doors. Sudden bands of tension wrapped around my chest as it felt like the trap was closing in. The beast melted into me once more as a howl of rage rose from my throat.

      “Goddammit, don’t trap—”

      Matthew’s shout faded as the blood pounded in my ears, matching time with my feet on the steel floor and the heartbeats of my pride as they flowed in my wake.

      Small popping sounds greeted me as I flew through the hallway’s door into the lobby, tearing through a desk that had been flipped in front of the doors as I did. Wind kissed my cheek and a small fist hit me in the side and another in the thigh, but they were nothing compared to the strength filling me.

      Women in black uniforms fell back, their faces white and the air reeking of their fear. A large figure swung a red fire axe at me, but I caught the haft against the palm of my hand. The slap of it was so loud several of the female guards flinched.

      “Courtney, you stupid bastard, what are you doing?” Charlie released the axe and lifted his big fists, his ever-smiling face showing disbelief.

      “Stop them!” Matthew’s shout over the intercom caused Charlie’s frown of disbelief to shift into a feral grin when his eyes flickered back to Donatella.

      “You should have broken the cunt in. Now her virginity’s mine.”

      Charlie’s perfect lips stretched into an evil smile, and the hand that had strayed behind his back swept forward. Steel gleamed as it swept for my face.

      The man was strong enough to tear my head off without flexing, but strength doesn’t feed the wolf, speed does.

      Tilting my head to the side, I let the knife whistle past my ear and sank my own thumb into Charlie’s right eye as the momentum of his strike carried him into my reaching hand. The knife clattered to the ground and a bloodcurdling scream of pain awoke from Charlie’s throat as well as the rancid aroma of his total fear.

      Fingers curling around his skull, the vicious puss oozed around my thumb as I sought to reach in and tear into his brain. Charlie’s knees gave out, and I scented his bladder vacate, but two screams brought my head around to find another group of female guards falling on Shandra and Madge.

      Dee moved to intercept, but I could already see how we were getting bogged down and about to get swamped as the pounding of footsteps drew near and doors slammed open throughout the building.

      Growling in frustration, I released Charlie and let loose another howl of rage. It did the trick, causing the female guards to falter and stumble back, allowing Dr. Gupta to tear herself free and Ava to break Madge free of the two that had grabbed her. With Dee rushing them forward, I kicked open the locked front doors and saw the airplane four hundred yards away, taxiing toward a hangar.

      Nothing stood between the plane and me except the Suburban sitting outside the building, the driver standing beside it with a half-smoked cigarette dangling from one hand and a shocked expression on her face as she stared at me. A faint thought registered that my cock was still hanging free like a trunk down my leg.

      “Get in,” I shouted at my pride, but surprisingly the driver flicked her cigarette and started climbing in.

      Growling in frustration, I charged the car. But the woman didn’t drive off like she could have, instead unlocking the doors so the women could pile into the back. Leaping, I slid across the hood and climbed in through the passenger side door just as the woman hit the gas pedal and our tires started spinning out behind us.

      “What the hell are you doing, woman?” I growled, ducking as guns popped behind us and glass broke.

      Madge and Dr. Gupta screamed as they cowered down between the seats, but Dee kicked out the cracked window and climbed free with her rifle to fire back.

      “Take me with you! You’re leaving right? Please, sir, I can’t stay here any longer!”

      The woman’s sunglasses were askew, but the pleading in her eyes was sincere. Her scent was still too smooth, but I could read deep and see that she fought against the conditioning, much as the ebony-skinned woman from earlier had.

      “Okay,” I said, and my vision went weird as I sat back in the seat and released the beast within, letting the primal strength fade, “just get us to the plane… I’m feeling so tired and hungry.”

      “No!” Dee shouted, glancing in. “Ava, keep him up! Otherwise, he’ll pass out after ascending that high, and we’ll never get him on board!”

      Growling a curse, the Alpha girl turned and fired behind us, her silky hair whipping around her face in the breeze. I’d never noticed how the slight folds of her eyes crinkled near her nose when she concentrated. Closing my eyes, I let the image fill my head, so I might hold on to it in dreams.

      “C!”

      Ava’s voice roused me from an exhaustion threatening to drag me under. All I wanted to do was keep my eyes closed and sink into the cool comfort of sleep. To escape the hole gnawing its way through my guts as hunger ate me from the inside out.

      With monumental will, I lifted my eyelids and realized we were coming to a stop outside the plane. It felt like hours had passed in the time it had taken to drive the short distance across the airfield. The driver, whose name I’d never learned, flung open her door and ran around the car as Dee pointed her rifle at the cockpit and shouted.

      My feet felt like lead weights as they hit the ground, and Ava pulled my arm over her shoulders, the driver slipping beneath the other. Both women sagged under my weight, far more than they should have with a normal man held between them, and I stumbled on weak legs over to the plane.

      Blue sky passed overhead, and I was dropped unceremoniously onto a flattened chair. The world vibrated as a jet engine roared to life, and I saw my beautiful stepmother standing in the plane’s open doorway, wind whipping her dark hair about her as she braced herself against the frame. The last image I saw before the world faded into darkness was the rifle flashing in her hands as the world raced past faster and faster, then exhaustion pulled me under.
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      The first thing to register when consciousness came back was a hunger burning in my guts. Peeling my eyelids open, I blinked in harsh sunlight, and my body convulsed when the smell of cooking meat reached my nostrils.

      “Whoa there, big guy.” Donatella’s voice was warm and calming, and her hand on my shoulder pressing me back down was cool and reassuring. “I got food coming in a minute for you. Just relax. How are you feeling? You might experience some disjointed senses for a few hours as your body adjusts.”

      “Yeah,” I said, my head pounding as the young woman’s complex but intriguing aroma mixed in with that of the grilling pork. Only where it had been irreducibly complex before, I found I could parse the bulk of her emotions, if not the deep ones like I could with Ava, Madge, and Dr. Gupta. “My head is killing me.”

      A cool, damp cloth was laid on my forehead, covering my eyes and blocking out the harsh sunlight.

      “Where are we?” I asked, trying to sit up but feeling Dee’s hand press me back down. “Where are Ava and the others?”

      “They’re fine, relax. Your body’s in shock still. Ava and Madge are in the hangars looking for whatever supplies we can take, while the doctor is seeing to your little driver friend. You’ll need to bond that one fast and break through her conditioning if you can. Dr. Gupta has already caught her trying to send signals back to Alpha Command.”

      “What about your mom and sisters?” I asked, fearing the worst.

      “I know where they are, now. Thanks to your quick thinking grabbing that data pad, I could hack into their databases and read messages sent between Matthew and other Alphas from the Council.” Her voice was bitterly angry as she spoke, but her hand resting on mine gripped it tightly as if seeking reassurance. “My mom was sold to Shenzhen, China, to be auctioned off to a Chinese Alpha, and my oldest sister is in Russia. The rest are scattered around the globe, being delivered to men or auctions. He thinks they can be used to bind all of the Alpha tribes together.”

      “So, we’re going to China?” I asked, and Donatella’s breath caught, and her fingers gripped mine tight.

      “I’ve already asked too much of you and the others,” Dee said, and I could hear the raw emotion in her voice. “I’ll figure something out.”

      Sitting up and ignoring the spinning in my head, and the hand on my chest, I pulled down the damp cloth and stared into the young woman’s hauntingly beautiful yellow eyes. We were laying on the tarmac of a small municipal airport, surrounded by blue sky and greenery. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the fragile hope in her eyes.

      “I don’t pretend to know everything that’s going on, but this is bigger than either of us now. If Matthew consolidates control, the entire world will turn into a playground for those idiots back in ‘Olympus.’ The man brought about Armageddon. There has to be a price for that, and if we can break his control over the other tribes, it might be our best opportunity to do something.” I swallowed hard to push down the sickness rising up and ignored the swimming in my vision as I held her gaze. “We’re going to save your mother and sister, Donatella.”

      “I can’t ask this of you. It’s too much,” Dee said, and I could see the struggle within her.

      “Don’t mistake me,” I said, turning to the gas stove that had three spits of meat roasting above its blue flames. “I don’t want to do this only for your sake and theirs.” My stomach growling, I reached over for the meat, but Dee gave a start and pulled them off the fire, helping push the hot juicy bits onto a paper plate with me. “I can’t get those women from back there out of my head… And Shandra said there are thousands more. Who knows how many more there are in other facilities? My mission is to save them.”

      Donatella sat on her heels and watched me shove chunks of steaming meat into my mouth and chew around gasps as I ate the hot meat too fast. The deep pit in my stomach eased after the first few bites, and the trembling in my fingers and pounding in my head eased, and I was able to slow down and enjoy the rest.

      In the distance, I could see movement inside a small hangar as Ava and Madelyn placed items on a small pallet. But my focus wasn’t on what was happening with my stepmom and her friend, or even the beautiful doctor on the other side of the plane we’d flown here on, sitting with the gorgeous dark-haired driver who looked a little wild-eyed as she licked her lips and looked for all the world like an addict without her drugs.

      Instead, I drew in a deep breath, drinking in the scent of the Alpha beside me. The girl was still a mystery. She held secrets and was loath to part with them, but I still trusted her and from what I read in her scent, she trusted me as well. More than trust, I caught hints of desire swirling in the mix, but they were pushed back down under a sea of contemplation.

      “You’re a fascinating man, Courtney Tanvers. I will accept your help and gratefully.”

      “And the other thing?” I asked, and there could be doubt about what I meant.

      Donatella’s posture shifted, and I saw her turn inward as she bit her bottom lip.

      “You don’t have to answer right now,” I said, “but you know my feelings. You know what I want, and I think you want it too. But there’s one thing I won’t take no for an answer on and that’s your knowledge of ascension. And everything else you know about Alphas,” I said, leveraging myself to my feet slowly and feeling my limbs creak, then looking down and holding Dee’s gaze with a steely one of my own. “No more secrets.”

      Dee opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out, and finally she nodded in acceptance. Turning, I left her sitting there, her scent a riot of conflicting emotions as she sat next to the small pallet they’d made up for me. I found Ava and Madelyn, and soon we had the supplies packed into the plane. Dr. Gupta slipped into the back of the plane with Brianna, the driver, where a small office and bedroom were set up. The doctor made me promise to spend at least a few hours with them on our long flight across the Pacific, she and Dee having spoken of some ideas on how to reverse the poor woman’s conditioning.

      While Ava and Madelyn went over the sadly small collection of supplies they’d rounded up, I scanned it and made a decision. Heading up to the cockpit, I found Dee in the pilot’s chair, checking the dials as she started the plane up.

      “We’re going to need to resupply on weapons and ammo before we cross the Pacific. Know anyplace on the way?”

      “There are a few bases in Washington state we could try,” the silver-haired young woman said with a frown. “But it might be too dangerous to land.”

      “That’s a risk I’m willing to take,” I said. “Make it happen.”

      Dee’s eyes widened when I gave her the order, not because of my temerity, but because of how easily I gave it and how quickly her hands flew to comply.

      “You’re taking charge, then?” Dee asked, and though her voice sounded tense, her scent was relaxed and even content.

      “I already did,” I said, and after a second she nodded, a smile finding its way onto her fine features and those yellow eyes crinkling around the corners.

      I left the young Alpha to handle the flying. Donatella wasn’t as worldly and perfect as I’d first believed, but the brilliant, confident, and capable woman I’d come to know was even more enchanting for her minor flaws. I’d made my desires known and could do nothing but wait. My focus now had to be on the mission I’d set for myself, because it would require everything from me to make it happen.

      Trying not to think about the daunting task before us, I found Ava and Madelyn seated on plush swivel chairs, sipping champagne from long flutes. When Ava saw my expression, disappointment flitted across her features, but in its wake was burning desire as she and Madelyn shared a grin.

      “I think it’s time you had a rest, CT, and let us thank our big hero for all he’s done.”

      “Yes,” purred Madelyn, slipping off her seat and crawling toward me with a fire in her eyes, “let’s make the girl jealous over what she’s missing.”

      “I don’t care about that now,” I said as the plane’s engines started up and we began taxiing around to the runway. “All I care about is that you two are here and safe with me.”

      I drew the pair into the circle of my arms and felt the beast within purr as I drew in their loving scents. Falling back onto the makeshift bed, I put a certain silver-haired young woman out of my thoughts as my hands slipped down to cup their round asses and the three of us shared a kiss.

      As Ava and Madge kissed fiery lines down my neck, their fingers fumbling together to free my manhood, I sank back into the beast, letting it take over and letting a deep growl from the back of my throat. My strong fingers sank into the MILFs’ butts, and I felt them shudder as the intonations of my growl reached their cores, faces flushing and bodies quaking.

      Like prey worshipping their predator protector, the women bent to their task, the plane’s cabin filling with the scent of their overflowing womanhoods. As my consciousness sank deep into the feral psyche of my inner self, I felt it flexing and growing. Only in freedom could the beast grow more powerful, and only with my pride could I feel safe to unleash it.

      “NGHHK!”

      “Ugghh, Courtney… wuuu… hhhnnn!”

      The air filled with the scent of my true self, revealed in its full flower as Ava and Madelyn pressed their cheeks together and licked the fat bead of pre-cum clear together. I’d never willed the powerful narcotic out of myself before, but I felt the beast doing it now and saw how to recreate it.

      Mindless pleasure and orgasmic bliss filled the beautiful women’s faces as their thick lips ran up and down my cock and I felt our connection deepen. Dr. Gupta and Brianna watched from the open cabin door, the driver’s face flushed but tense with strain, and I scented the war within her.

      Forgetting the pair, I focused back on the two worshipping my cock, and the beast let out a low growl. Instantly the women were on their backs, legs spread and wombs open as I climbed between them. This day, in the wake of battle, I felt a powerful need to engage in the act of bringing life into this world.

      As the plane’s engine roared, the doctor and her patient watched on with wide eyes and heavy breaths as I filled first Ava’s womb and then Madelyn’s with overflowing amounts of seed. I left both in catatonic states of pleasure before stumbling away to a captain’s chair to stare out the window. Exhausted, sated, and for the first time in my life having genuine purpose, I began to strategize.
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      For three hours, I sat in that seat, staring at a world gone mad as it passed by outside the plane’s window. My mind worked furiously every second, burning so much energy my stomach growled and ached with hunger, but I ignored it.

      I didn’t plan what we would do next, nor did I waste time trying to strategize an entire campaign to free Donatella’s family members who had been sold or given to Alpha leaders around the world. Instead, I sought to put myself in the shoes of my enemy.

      I’d met the man, fought him. Stared into his eyes and drawn in his scent. I wouldn’t fool myself into thinking I knew him completely, but I had the edges and shape of who and what he was in my mind and that was enough to begin working through what I would do in his shoes.

      The man’s eyes had passed over the most beautiful woman in the world and given nary a hitch. His scent hadn’t shifted when he’d taken in Dee’s beauty. Instead, it had soured with distaste, not for sexual reasons, but because his real love was under threat.

      The man craved power.

      Control.

      He wished it over all things and in all ways. I knew that desire, for it lay deep within me as well. Ever since my father’s death, when our lives had become so chaotic and unsettled, the desire for control had been born in me, like a self-defense mechanism. If it hadn’t been for Ava’s wisdom and friendship through those early years, I might have fallen into a similar trap as Matthew. Feeling so out of control that I sought to control everything.

      There was a chance my assumptions were wrong, and I couldn’t afford to make a mistake with the lives of Ava, Madelyn, Donatella, and now Brianna tied to the decision I made. Accessing the data pad I’d taken from the nurse didn’t give much information other than internal communications between Matthew and his upper command.

      It was obvious the man didn’t share everything with them, but a few of the tidbits I gleaned from their conversations reinforced what I had strategized the man would do. Achieving Armageddon had only been half of his plan, though the fractured groups of Alphas around the world assumed it stopped there.

      He needed to bind them all to a common cause, and to do that, he needed a good lie. As with every gathering of mankind, from the dawn of time to the formation of nations, commonly held beliefs and lies were the backbone of society. When the first men gathered in a tribe, it was because they all agreed the sun rose because it was the eye of a terrible god, and their belief was so strong they were willing to kill any that didn’t fall in line.

      I saw seeds of such a lie in Matthew's messages to those beneath him, as well as the few messages Donatella had found to other Alpha groups around the world. Dee’s mother and sisters had been offered as gifts, ones that would confer miracles to those who bonded them.

      There were videos, and GIFs of Matthew and another man doing incredible feats, miracles. One showed Matthew lifting a school bus over his head and throwing it a hundred meters. Another showed him leaping clear over a small building and cracking the pavement on the other side.

      These “miracles” I saw as the seed of a new faith, one tied ever back to Matthew and his twisted vision of what the world should be, a rigid hierarchy with him at the peak.

      A murmur drew my attention to the two women reflected in the window as Madelyn reached over and drew my stepmom closer to her, pressing her face into Ava’s thick, dark locks as she settled back into restful slumber. Turning my head, I felt my heart leap and a small cloud of butterflies swirled in my stomach when I took in their lovely forms and the naked flesh poking through the small blanket covering them.

      My feelings for Donatella were powerful but complicated, and I wasn’t ready to sort through them, but for these two… I felt such a powerful well of love and need to protect them that it was painful. An ache radiated through my guts that made me sharpen my focus and thoughts, reminding me there could be no room for error now.

      The plane angled downward, beginning a descent, and the microphone keyed on, Dee’s voice speaking over the comm.

      “I’m taking us down in Anchorage. We need fuel, and I need to know our first destination.”

      The comm clicked off, and I saw Ava and Madge stirring, waking from their slumber. Their heads turned as one, eyes fluttering open as they searched for me beside them. Both sat up and smiled when they saw me sitting in the corner of the cabin near the window.

      “Are you coming back to bed?” Ava asked, yawning.

      “I need to check on Dr. Gupta,” I said. “I’ve been distracted until now.”

      “Get to it,” Madge said, pulling Ava down with her under the blanket and snuggling up, her words muffled. “Shout if you need us, but we’re gonna sleep while you guys refuel.”

      My stepmom caught my eye as I rose from the chair and I saw her concern, but she offered me a reassuring smile before letting her friend drag her down. Seeing that concern reminded me of the danger I was leading them into.

      Why not run away?

      The thought slipped in as if whispered by a devil sitting on my shoulder, but it gave me pause. I stood there with my hand on the door handle for long seconds. The roar of the plane’s engines drowned out everything but my own thoughts.

      Why not take my pride and go? I didn’t doubt that we could find a quiet piece of the world and live without molestation. I had three women who were bound to me by bonds too tight to break, and soon I might have four. What more could a man ask for? In truth, it was more than I could have ever hoped for.

      I could live like a king.

      Throwing away my honor and pride was all it would take, but what use were they? I sought the answer to that question but found no clue from the beast within. Such weighty matters were beyond my inner, primal mind, but even it shied away from a life lived in selfish pleasure.

      I’d seen a woman who let herself fall into that, seen what it had done to those bound to her. Darrel and Susan had been dragged along in Jenny’s wake like flotsam, unable to leave her side for fear of what the world would unleash upon them without her protection.

      I couldn’t give such a fate to Ava. Nor to Madelyn. Nor to the good doctor.

      It’s time to set aside childish things, I thought to myself as I turned the cabin door handle. I must become the man they see me as. For if I remain a boy, careening from event to event, dragged along like a toddler on a leash, I will fail. And I will lose the only things in this fucked-up world that are worth giving a damn about.

      Opening the door, I wiped the expression from my face, knowing Dr. Gupta needed to see me strong and in control.

      The room was larger and more opulent than I’d first guessed. Furnished like an office, there was a large oak desk bolted near the back with a large chair behind it. Brianna was tied to the chair with bungee cords, the elastic bands cutting into the flesh of her arms and legs. Dr. Gupta lay on a long leather couch, her coat over her as a blanket, and sat up when I stepped in, blinking away her exhaustion.

      “Sir? Is there something wrong?”

      The doctor glanced out the windows, noticing we were angled downward, and sat up to check on Brianna, who was rousing herself awake and flexing blue fingers.

      “Dee is taking us down in Anchorage to refuel and plan our next moves,” I said, heading over to the strapped-down woman and unfastening the bungee cords tying her arms and legs in place.

      “Sir, I wouldn’t do that,” Shandra warned, raising a hand.

      The second Brianna’s hand was free, it shot out for my neck, as fast as the woman’s body could move, seeking my jugular. Had I not been ready and waiting for the attack, she might have done serious damage with those long pink nails.

      I’d scented the woman’s emotions as she roused and knew the shame, guilt, and uncontrollable hunger to return to her pack that burned within her. I’d never smelled the odor, unique by its vinegary bite to the back of the sinuses and the sadness it created in me. It was impossible for anything that knew the value and closeness of a pack not to recognize the rage of this trapped animal.

      How they’d created her I didn’t know, but she couldn’t stay like this, or else death would be her only end if we didn’t let her go free to try to find her way back to Olympus. In that case, death would most likely be the result, leaving me with no option but to break this conditioning. The prospect troubled me but enervated the beast within, and I found it easy to sink deep within myself.

      When her hand snapped out, the beast and I were already one, and I watched her move as though she were underwater, hand reaching up for me with disorienting slowness. Shifting to the side, I didn’t reach up to catch her hand. Instead, I snapped free the last of her restraints and sprang backward, just evading a kick and a second slash as she launched herself after me.

      In a dance that must have looked comical to anyone watching, I evaded the girl’s attacks, moving ever sideways around the room. At first, she attacked from perverted instinct, then as the blows passed through empty air, from frustration and growing anger. Finally, she let loose a howl of rage that must have woken Ava and Madge as it cut over the roaring engine.

      Brianna’s scream of rage and frustration fell into curses and threats as I avoided her ever-slowing attacks.

      “Asshole! Thief! Rapist!... Huh huh… Just die already, you fucker!... Ha ha ha… Piece of shit!”

      It took longer than I’d guessed, but eventually the woman wore herself out and collapsed against the cabin’s wall, staring out at the world passing by and sobbing out an aching moan. I’d been prepared to defend Dr. Gupta if the woman turned on her, but her singular focus on me never wavered until she no longer had the strength to lift her arms or hold herself upright.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 49

          

        

      

    

    
      I could have spoken, words weren’t beyond me, but they were difficult.

      Instinct guided me. Blood coursed through my veins so fast and fresh I could feel it flowing through my heart and out. The unnatural smells of the airplane's cabin were so alive in my nostrils, I could smell the machinery that had forged the parts and the dregs of countless cleaning supplies that had nearly stripped the residue away over the years.

      It felt like limitless potential filled me, but all of it remained still, frozen and locked in place, as Brianna’s scent filled my head. The chaotic swirl of her emotions had become more and more ordered and clear as exhaustion ate away at her. Now she was a raw bundle, an open wound of feelings laid bare, and she missed someone.

      “Who is it that you miss?” Dr. Gupta asked, insightful as ever.

      “Oh, God…” Brianna sobbed so hard she slid halfway down the cabin wall, but still I didn’t move. “They have her and if I’m not there… You don’t understand…” She pushed herself up on shaky arms, eyes red with emotion, her lips snarled in anger, and I saw the fire in this woman. A strength that few possessed, pushing her to move even though her body could not.

      “I don’t understand?”

      The voice was mine, but the deeper tones were something I’d never heard. The effect on the women was as palpable as it was different. Shandra swooned, biting her bottom lip and wrapping one arm around her abdomen as the fingers of her other hand clutched her thigh.

      Brianna hissed, her lips writhing in a feral snarl, and I saw the muscles of her torso convulse, cramping as she tried to move her tired body. The young woman’s dark blue eyes were still red and raw with emotion, but her face was tense with anger as I stalked close. Reaching down, I grabbed one of the bungee cords and wrapped it around her weak wrists, earning another hiss of anger before stepping back and glaring down at her with all the pity I’d reserve for a cornered rat.

      “Your sister is a slave.”

      Each word hit the woman like a blow, her eyes widening as the anger drained from her. Reaching behind my back, I drew forth a short knife, turning to the heavy oak desk a couple feet away but keeping my eyes locked on hers.

      “We land. You choose. Go to your masters. Or stay. Fight their control.”

      The wood gave a sharp snap as the blade plunged deep, and like a finger on a plucked chord, the sound stilled Brianna’s scent.

      “You must choose… It can’t be done for you.”

      Turning, I motioned Dr. Gupta out of the office, and she backed away, looking unsure. As I drew the door shut behind me, I caught Brianna’s dreadful gaze as she stared at the gleaming edge of the blade. Enough to cut her bonds, enough to cut her wrists. Or a weapon to cut her way back to her masters.

      “Is this wise?” Dr. Gupta asked.

      My stomach was a cavernous well of hunger, but it was the lassitude in my limbs and the dragging exhaustion that caused me to turn to a short couch. Shandra slipped under my arm, and we staggered over before plopping down with a heavy thud.

      “It isn’t wisdom,” I said with a sigh, hooking an arm around her shoulder when she burrowed under my arm. “It’s reality. The strength to do the right thing is in her. They didn’t destroy that. I saw it when she fought me. She’s exhausted enough now that she’ll have a good long while to contemplate what she’s going to do.”

      “And that exhaustion stripped away some of the conditioning,” the doctor said, her fingers twisting at the button of my shirt as she looked off thoughtfully. “This won’t be an application that will work at scale. Have you given any thought to what you’ll do once we free all those poor women?”

      “I was hoping you could help me with that,” I said, yawning and glancing out as the plane entered thick clouds. The horizon disappeared as we descended. “Exhaustion will be the key. I think… it… yawn… it breaks down the whatever… like you say…”

      “This tiredness of yours scares me, CT,” Shandra said, her voice growing distant as darkness claimed me. “I wish I had my lab. There are too many questions unanswered…”

      Her words slipped from my grasp as darkness dragged me under to the waiting madness of dreams.

      

      Heavy rainfall greeted me as I woke, the last images of my dreams clinging to my mind like tattered fabric. All green and dark, either hunting or being hunted, but always moving, never stopping.

      Sitting up, I drew in a deep breath and glanced around me, taking in my surroundings.

      Dee sat on a stump beside me, thick forest surrounding us, green and lush, dripping with the heavy rainfall. Above us, a tin roof protected us from the weather somewhat while causing a racket as fat drops fell from the trees above.

      I lay on a narrow military cot. Beside me were a footlocker and another folded cot. Dee whittled at a long stick with her knife, her long blade resting against the tree beside her.

      “Ascending will be easier now, more natural. That’s when it’s the most dangerous. Do you realize what would have happened if Dr. Gupta hadn’t been there to see your blue lips and fingertips?”

      I blinked and looked down at the IV sticking out of one arm and reaching up to a bag tied to the roof’s beam. Not only was the tube sticking out of me, but my head also swooned as soon as I looked up, the world spinning around me, and I had to lay back.

      Dee was up in an instant, and my nostrils filled with the smell of eggs and dried meat. Stomach almost convulsing with hunger, I sat up as she approached with a bag of food.

      “Eat slowly. Your body’s malunited.”

      “How long has it been?” I asked, feeling like I’d been lying there for weeks but assuming it had only been days. The bag was filled with hard-boiled eggs and beef jerky, and I had two whole eggs in my mouth before she passed me a bottle of water to wash it down.

      “We landed five hours ago.” Dee glanced up at the darkening sky. “I was hoping the weather wouldn’t turn on us, but we’re going to have to deal with it.”

      “I need to learn how to control this… gift… or burden… or whatever it is.”

      “It’s both, and more besides.”

      Speaking around a mouthful of beef jerky, I said, “Tell me about your grandfather, everything.”

      My tone wasn’t commanding, but it was firm, and Dee spoke after a second’s hesitation. As she went on, I could smell her relaxing and growing less agitated. Glancing down, I saw an alarming amount of food was already gone and I was still hungry, but I tried to stifle my stomach’s growls and my chewing as the silver-haired girl told me her tale.
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      “I was the last child born in the compound. The youngest daughter of my parents, I was seen as a miracle birth. Premature and weak, Dr. Elenore Rigle saw that I got through those first few months. She was over a hundred at that point but still one of my grandfather’s closest confidants.

      “Father worked for the government, as all the young Alphas did at the time. Traveling around the world, putting out fires, and starting foundations. So, I was raised by my mother in those early years at the compound. My sisters and mother were… special. All of Grandfather Dean’s children were, but there was something about me that Grandfather saw at a young age, and he took me to his private retreat, where he brought no one, and there I learned much of what he’d discovered over the years about what he’d become.”

      Dee reached over and plucked the water bottle from my hands, taking a big swig before continuing, her tone lighter and her look distant but smiling as she described her early years in that forest paradise.

      “It was up in northern Montana, three thousand acres of wild mountains, forests, springs, cliffs, and all manner of animals. It was heaven on earth for a young girl just awakening to what she is. You see, Dr. Wagner’s formula, that’s the man who created the Enkyos Catalyst… His formula wasn’t meant to create a super soldier, like the government always thought he had. His intent was deeper and more altruistic.”

      She turned her gaze on me, the yellow catching the faint light and almost glowing in the darkness. The rain hammered the roof above as I finished the last of the food, my stomach still a touch rumbly but no longer burning with hunger as it had been.

      “Mankind has lost touch with nature. The philosophies of Rousseau were a fascination for the doctor, my grandfather as well. Dr. Wagner feared that eventually mankind would seek such great freedoms from the confines of nature, it would destroy it. He sought to draw the dual nature of man, that which seeks freedom and that which seeks perfection, into alignment with man’s primal self.”

      Dee shook her head sadly as she raised a hand before her and stared at her jagged nails, dark with dirt and blood from our recent adventures.

      “My grandfather discovered that what Dr. Wagner wished to do and what he actually did were two different things. Instead of binding our dual natures, and drawing us back to a more primal self, the Enkyos Catalyst… Changes us… We’re no longer the same life-form that Rousseau theorized about, but it is in there, deep down. The roots of what we’ve become. The good doctor and my grandfather were careful not to inject anyone else with the Catalyst in those early years, but life always finds a way.

      “My mother and her sisters were born, and the doctor learned more. But it wasn’t until a spy broke into the labs and absconded with a sample of the Catalyst that the government really took notice, and the Alpha Project took off. That was right around the time of DNA sequencing, and they were able to learn something about what we are. You see, humans have 92 strands of DNA in the nucleus of each cell, but if a person is capable of metabolizing the Catalyst, the number of strands in each nuclei balloons to 8,464 strands. Strands isn’t even the right term, because they aren’t paired like the rest of nature but arrayed like squares, with millions of genetic markers they’ve never seen before. Some can be found in other animals, but most seem to be new and unknown.

      “The questions only increased after the Paulson, AZ, affair.” When I frowned in confusion, she waved a hand. “I’ll tell you another time. Suffice to say, the… variants of Alphas increased after that, and it became more vital than ever that the government and my grandfather got a handle on it before one of the other countries trying to steal the Enkyos Catalyst were successful and made their own army of Alphas—or else the world would soon fall into war.

      “It began with the noblest intentions. Volunteers from around the world were provided by all the major powers, and Grandfather was there to guide the men through the Change. For several years things were wonderful. With the dawning of the internet age, the world was coming together like never before, and the men who went back to their countries brought new ideas and technologies that helped everyone.

      “This was when I met Matthew.” Donatella’s voice dropped, losing its excitement when she spoke of her former love. “He was the leader of a new age of Alphas. The most handsome and capable of the new generation, he formed strong ties with men from other nations and eventually they created the Council.

      “I was young, and Grandfather kept me at his compound in Montana for the most part, but I did journey to Virginia with him a few times. It was an incredible place, but even then I could see the seeds of what was to come. Matthew and the others didn’t like the rules placed on them by their governments, and I would hear them arguing with Grandfather about taking orders from weaklings and Betas… The word ‘cuck’ was thrown around a lot, though I didn’t know what it meant at the time.” Dee blushed and went on quickly, though I sensed a story there that she was avoiding.

      “I know Grandfather regretted teaching Matthew and the others about ascension. But they were present when he discovered it by accident… and though most of them didn’t have the sensory control to harness their primal sides, once they knew it was possible, there was no stopping them trying… After that, Grandfather spent more time with me at the Montana compound, teaching me everything he knew. He worried something like this might happen… I can see now that he feared what Matthew and the others would become. Feared how the power was corrupting them and what horrors they might cook up once they had access to the Paulson fiasco’s data on what the Enkyos Serum and its derivatives could do to a human population.

      “I don’t know if you’ve begun to realize, but the Change affected the way you perceive the world, even the way you think. The Change is so powerful, the mind can’t remember what it was like before and looks forward and backward from its current lens.

      “You told me about the night the gas Changed you. You experienced things that should have been disorienting and confusing. But because you’d changed on an instinctual level, it was the outer world that registered as wildly different. The Change is total and leaves us with… different motivations than humans.”

      The gorgeous young woman rested a cheek on one knee as she gazed out at the falling rain. Her expression caught somewhere between angry and sad.

      “I knew him as a boy… a bright-eyed teenager. He was so charming and sweet… My sister Hope was in love with him. Like, in looove with him.” She snorted a laugh, her back shaking as she lifted her head and leaned back, resting it against my leg and causing the hairs to rise on the back of my neck and arms from the touch.

      “She would wait outside the obstacle course with a bouquet of flowers every day, no matter how many times he patted her head and said she was sweet. Now that I look back on it, the man always wanted something above his station. Matthew would trail Diana around, like Hope and I followed him, but Diana had Grandfather and never gave the teenager a second glance.” Dee snorted a short laugh and tilted her head back to look up at me, her yellow eyes holding faint amusement. “Hope would like you too. She always had a thing for boyishly handsome men with blue eyes.”

      “Back to the story,” I said, reminding myself of the stakes involved and not wanting to get my head spun around by the woman’s charms. Dee’s delicate features even looked gorgeous when she frowned, her small upturned nose crinkling. A small part of me wanted to smooth over the moment, but I stayed silent, letting instinct guide me.

      “There isn’t much more to say,” Dee said. “The last ten years I spent in Montana. My grandfather was old but still powerful, and he spent most of the time teaching me everything he knew. There was a network of people who brought me supplies and information… When the bombs dropped, that’s how I heard about everything.”

      “That’s who was on the other end of the walkie-talkie?” I asked and Dee nodded.

      “Sara and Leonard live in Wyoming on a ranch that avoided the gas. They were a big help to me those first couple of days. I need to let them know we’re free and what’s been happening.”

      “Not yet,” I said. “I don’t want anyone to know where we are or what we’re up to until it’s too late.”

      Dee glanced up at me and nodded, her expression showing the same curiosity that filled her scent. “What are you planning?”

      “I’ll tell you when it’s set,” I said, pushing the young woman off my legs and leveraging myself off the cot, happy to see my legs no longer shook as they supported my weight. “You’re going to teach me everything you know about ascension, though.”

      “That could take weeks, months… we can’t afford to waste the time—”

      “I know, that’s why you have one day, or whenever this storm lets up. I want to be gone from here before Matthew or his goons have a chance to track us down.”

      Donatella’s perfectly sculpted lips turned down in a frown, but she didn’t voice any complaints as I led her out into the rainy night. Dee was right, of course. I couldn’t begin to learn everything she knew in one night, but I wasn’t after mastery—only a better understanding and control of the power residing within me.
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      Dee spoke of the process as one of alignment. Drawing the two halves of the soul into alignment and awakening the genes that have lain dormant since the Change took root. The more you practiced, she promised, the less energy ascension would take, but it would never be free or even cheap.

      “You’ll want to load up on proteins and complex carbohydrates if you know you’re going to ascend the next day. This will mitigate the exhaustion, but you’ll still have to be wary of overexertion. It’s possible to push yourself too far, like you did today, and force the body to consume itself for energy. Do that too much, and your body will come back slower and slower, and be weaker.”

      I could feel what she talked about, a tremor of weakness in my limbs that took hours to fade and another big meal before it was gone entirely. It was a disconcerting feeling, like my bones might break if I pushed myself too hard while it was happening.

      “What is it really?” I asked. “What are all the gifts it gives you?”

      “Strength, speed, cunning… There may be others, but those are all I’ve experienced. I know Grandfather could sit for hours at a time in stillness, his mind in other places, lost down foreign trains of thought… He would become strange after those times, for months or even years afterward.

      “You have to understand there were only a handful who ever showed the talent, and I never trained with the men. They may have discovered things I know nothing about.”

      I was curious she didn’t mention the powerful instinct that guided your actions when you sank deep enough into the mindset, as I had on the plane. Filing that information away, I listened with fixed attention as she described her grandfather’s lessons with her, enhancing her senses so the primal part of her could find purchase.

      “Mastery over your senses is key to the Change, to controlling it. You’ve shown surprising speed in learning what I’ve taught you, but it takes time to control all of them at once. When you can, you’ll find ascension is as easy to take on and off as a heavy coat, and it will require far less energy.”

      “The couple who helped you, are they in contact with others?”

      “Yes,” Dee said, blinking at the change in topic. “The resistance group in Arizona and several other small groups around the country. They’re mundane humans, for the most part, I don’t know what use they can be—”

      “Let me worry about that,” I said, motioning for her to continue. “What else do I need to know?”

      Donatella sighed before continuing, but she spoke with growing excitement as she taught me. Her exasperation with my questions faded, and she seemed to become her old self for a time, forgetting the awful truths she’d learned about Matthew only a day before.

      I was expecting techniques like she’d taught me with the eyesight, that I could practice on my own, but instead Dee spoke more of the philosophies behind ascension and how the senses tied in with the primal self. Her instruction grew esoteric, and the words imprecise to describe the sensations and will she spoke of, but they hinted at truths I felt deep down.

      My hope that I’d be able to master this thing in a few days faded through the night. I could achieve ascendancy, smelling things from several miles off, seeing mountain peaks on the rim of the horizon as if they were a half-mile away, and even leaping over a boulder taller than I was. But I couldn’t release the power at will, and it often ran wild in me, pushing me to do ever more dangerous things.

      Finally, Dee called a halt when I went ascendant and thought it an excellent test of my enhanced balance to race across a tree downed over a two-hundred-foot gorge. It hadn’t even occurred to me the tree might be filled with rot and snap beneath my weight when I was halfway across, much to my chagrin when Dee shouted in my exhausted ears.

      It was several hours after midnight when we stumbled back onto the plane. The walls rang with the sound of rain outside, louder than I would have liked, but the interior was dry and warm, better than we could have hoped from a tent or abandoned building. Ava and Madge were cuddled around Shandra on a large mattress they’d pulled from somewhere and stuffed between two captain’s chairs.

      The exhaustion of having gone ascendant three times, even in short bursts, was threatening to drag me under on my feet, and bed had never looked so tempting, but duty called. Shouldering open the back office door, a dark sweat-matted head lifted from the desk and dark blue eyes, haggard but glowing with triumph, met mine.

      “I will choose my master!”

      Her words were dreadful, teeth gritted, and I saw the veins of her neck standing out. She looked like a drug addict in the throes of horrific withdrawals, and I could even smell her sickness on the air, twisted in with a scent gone manic. Then I noticed the cut cords on the ground and a small pool of blood.

      Rushing forward, I scooped Brianna into my arms and called for Dee. The woman weighed nothing, and her limbs were so weak she couldn’t wrap one arm around my neck like she tried to.

      “You did good, girl,” I whispered in her hair as I held her close, carrying her over to the long couch while Dee laid out thick blankets. “I’m so damn proud of you! The worst may not be over, but I’ll be here. We’ll be here.”

      “Please… bond me… sir.”

      “Courtney,” I said, and her eyes grew confused, “my name, or CT. You don’t have to call anyone ‘sir’ anymore.”

      “But… I… hmmm…” Her lids blinked heavily, and I saw exhaustion sweep her under as her eyes rolled back into her skull and she slumped on the couch, spent.

      Dee was watching me with a strange expression as I laid a blanket over Brianna and pulled a chair close to sit down. A sound from the door alerted me that the noise had woken the pride. My stepmom’s eyes met mine, and a grin flashed across her lips when she saw Brianna resting, the same joy I was feeling inside. I glanced to Dee, and Ava nodded, slipping her arm in the younger woman’s and drawing her back out into the main cabin of the plane, exclaiming about how wet and cold Dee felt from her night of training me.

      I sat there for long minutes watching the young woman sleep, and I tried to puzzle through our next moves before finally giving up and letting sleep drag me under where I sat. Dark dreams claimed me, carrying me down tight paths of heavy foliage, while golden eyes glowed from the surrounding darkness. They were never close enough for me to make out what type of creature they belonged to, but the threat was impossible to ignore.

      Waking with a start, I groaned at the pain in my neck from having slept in the chair. Rubbing the aching muscles, I sat up straight and saw Brianna still resting on the couch. The young woman had snuggled deep under her blanket, but she wasn’t feverish or shivering when I checked, but resting.

      The woman’s eyes fluttered open, blinking blearily up at me as she cracked a smile.

      “You stayed.” She closed her eyes and rested her cheek against my palm, the warmth comforting me. “Thank you.”

      “Of course,” I whispered, “rest now. I have to speak with Ava and the others.”

      “Will you be back to…” Her dark blue eyes pled with me, but I shook my head.

      “Not yet. I want to make sure you’re safe first, have the doctor check you out. And then… I have a plan and you might be useful… as you are.”

      “Anything you need,” Brianna said, nodding. “Just… yawn… let me know.”

      “I will and thank you.”

      Brianna smiled and snuggled deeper into the blanket as I stood. The woman was brave and strong. Stronger than I had any right to expect her to be, and that forced me to be even more certain about my plans.
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      SCENE ONE

      

      Seven boys stood awkwardly in a white room, shuffling from foot to foot. They appeared to be in their late teens, and their nervous glances at one another signaled they hadn’t known each other minutes before. That impression was enhanced by each being of a different nationality or race.

      They wore white smocks, with nothing on beneath, and slippers on their feet. The sound of a door opening and closing caused the seven to stand straighter as they carefully composed their features.

      “Excellent, you’re all prepared,” said an older female’s voice from outside the field of view. “Your governments have nominated you to take part in a special exchange program. Project Enkyos has been in operation in one form or another for the last forty years. Started by the late Dr. Hiram Wagner and myself, in the hopes that it would give humanity a guiding light to lead them.”

      The woman paused before continuing. Most of the boys listened attentively, but a pair on the end was poking one another surreptitiously, trying to push each other over. The woman must have glanced at them, because both stood straighter, locking their hands behind their backs and blushing.

      “As I was saying, Dr. Wagner's hope was that our light would guide the world, but the US government had a different idea. After a recent security incident involving one of your countries”—a tall blond boy who looked Russian or eastern European blushed a deep shade of red and shuffled from foot to foot—“the US agreed to a joint UN resolution about the Enkyos Serum. Each of you has demonstrated top marks in mathematics, the sciences, and language, in addition to having the genetic markers necessary to metabolize the serum. Now… are there any questions?”

      “Yeah,” piped up a smaller Asian boy with a crooked grin. “When do we get a harem of sexy blonde women?”

      The other boys snickered, and the two to either side of the Asian boy bumped him with their shoulders and winked.

      “An Alpha’s pride is a sacred thing, not to be taken lightly,” the older woman said in a firm tone. “You will be all be allowed introductions to the opposite sex once your master agrees.”

      “Master?” the redhead asked with an eager grin, a few other others matching it. “Do you mean Dean Williams, who single-handedly fought off ten Russian spies who came to kill his wives?!”

      Even the Russian boy looked excited at that, but before the older woman could respond, the image faded to darkness.

      

      I found the women sleeping soundly and slipped out into the early morning. The storm had broken, the sun just beginning to climb over the eastern horizon, illuminating the last of the dark thunderheads as they broke up down south.

      Footfalls on the narrows stairs leading down alerted me I’d attracted company, and a second set accompanying the first drew my head around to find Madelyn and Shandra descending the steps. Both wore long shirts, and nothing more, that they hugged close about their legs as they hurried over to where I stood.

      “It’s freezing out here!” Madelyn said, her frown accusatory as she pressed herself against me and hugged her arms tight.

      “Then go back in,” I said with an amused chuckle as the tall doctor did the same, her dark cheeks blushing when she pressed against Madelyn. “I need to think.”

      “We know,” Dr. Gupta said. “Ava sent us out here to… clear your head.”

      “It’s too cold, though, brr! Come on!”

      Madelyn grabbed my hand and hauled me after her, the good doctor skipping along at my side, a shocking giggle escaping her mouth. I couldn’t help appreciating the sight of the women’s long, naked legs flashing bare beneath their long shirts as we ran for a small bunker.

      “Perfect.” Madelyn grinned when she hauled open the door to find piles of cloth-wrapped bundles inside.

      Surprisingly firm hands pushed me back and down, and I grunted when I felt the hard surfaces within the bundles dig into my ass and back, but the discomfort faded the second both women stood and reached down to gather their long shirts in both hands.

      “You made a promise to us, CT,” Madelyn purred as she rocked her hips side to side, knees scissoring as she teased the edge of her shirt down the gap between her thighs. “And no matter how many pretty silver-haired girls end up in your bed, you better not forget what you owe us.”

      “Oh?” I asked, one eyebrow rising as I licked my lips, letting my eyes take in both women’s figures, both the hourglass curves of Madelyn Heatherton and the graceful slenderness of Shandra Gupta.

      “Yes,” Shandra said, her tone lacking Madge’s confidence, but not the heat, as she ran a hand over her smooth stomach with a hunger I hadn’t seen in her before. “We bring life into the world for you, and you… You share yourself with us. I will not be forgotten and set aside simply because you’ve already… you know.”

      “Bred you?” I asked, letting a hint of deeper growl enter my voice and enjoying the tremble it set in the dark-skinned woman’s knees.

      “Oh, God,” she breathed, eyes burning with desire.

      “Do you imagine I could ever do that?” I asked, shifting my gaze to Madge and meeting those green eyes of hers. “Do you think I would ever take you for granted?”

      “No,” Madelyn said with a sharp shake of her head, her eyes shining with love as she fell against me, causing an “oof!” of exclamation when the sharp edges dug even deeper into my back, “but I needed to hear you say it.”

      “Me too,” Shandra said, lying against me far more gently and wincing as she pressed against the bags. “Whatever’s in here, it’s no fit bed for what we planned.”

      “Oh?” I asked with an amused grin as I reached down and caressed both of their asses. “And what did you both have planned?”

      “Honestly, C… what’s in here?” Madelyn asked as she sat up and pulled at one of the sacks and let out a soft curse.

      I craned my head back and saw green steel with the yellow stenciling of army ammunition and tried to jump away from the bed of explosives I was lying on. The shouting and excited women made that harder, but eventually we dug through most of the bags and found tens of thousands of rounds of ammo that looked like it had been thrown in this bunker hastily.

      “What’s it doing out here?” I asked.

      “Must be one of Alpha Command’s supply dumps. We might find more around here. I heard a few of the delivery ladies mentioning being flown around the country to pick things up.”

      “This is amazing, CT!”

      “We can only take so much with us,” I said, my brain trying to fit the new piece into the puzzle of my plan. “And it’s way up here in Alaska… but we might make use of it somehow.”

      “This calls for a celebration,” Shandra said, her face registering shy excitement as she glanced outside but saw no one else in the growing light. Then she turned to Madelyn with a smile that stretched her mouth wide. “Which scene?”

      “I think Halloween Hellscape,” Madelyn purred, stepping close to me and dancing her fingertips down my stained T-shirt and cupping my crotch with a firm hand. “The sorority sister scene. The actor was gay and couldn’t get into it, but I always wondered what might have happened…”

      The woman offered me a wink.

      “Excuse me?” I asked, not understanding what was passing between them as Shandra flashed the blonde woman a grin and tied her hair back in a ponytail to match Madelyn’s.

      “Dr. Gupta was a fan of my movies, dear,” the older woman husked as she reached down and flicked the long shirt over her head with a quick flourish, then grinned when my eyes traced the curves of her large, sloping breasts. “She wanted to reenact some of the scenes… Tell me, did you ever watch the coed scene in Halloween Hellscape? Maybe at night by yourself?”

      With a knot between her sleeve and a bottom corner, Madge fashioned the shirt into a skirt that just covered her womanhood and ass, the folds nearly like the pleats I remembered from the movie. My dick surged to steel-hard thickness, and the woman cackled when she noticed and quickly helped Shandra with her “skirt.”

      Snatching one of the ripped bags and tearing two small holes in it with another wink, Madelyn slipped it over my head, mimicking the hood the hero wore in the movie masking who he was from the popular cheerleaders.

      “Look at this, Heather,” Madelyn said, her voice mimicking the actress from the movie’s youthful tones with uncanny accuracy. “Blake is all drunk and out of it. Now’s our chance to steal him from Katie! What do you say?”

      “Yee…” Shandra’s voice broke, and she swallowed hard, but when she continued, there was a breathless excitement in her voice that masked the poor acting and renewed the hardness in my cock. “Yes, oh I can’t wait! We can wear his cum on our face back into the party!”

      “Now in the movie they cut away,” Madge said, her breath warm on the head of my cock as she fished it from my pants and dragged it into the open air. “But tell me, Shandra… what did those little whores do?”

      Instead of speaking, the doctor drove forward with a moan as she swallowed the head of my cock. The hot, wet sensation of her mouth encasing the head of my cock drew a sigh of pleasure from me and a laugh of amusement from Madge. The former actress pressed her thick lips to my thigh as she moved in beside Shandra.

      The slender woman moved aside, her eyes smiling as Madelyn's tongue reached and ran up the shaft of my cock to meet hers. The two tongues warred with one another as they played around the fat head, their lips teasing each other’s and sliding around the soft skin of my dick. The feeling was so intense it caused shivers of pleasure to sweep through me, and Madelyn’s eyes rose to meet mine as she bit her bottom lip.

      “Fuck it, CT, fuck her pretty mouth!”

      Shandra groaned in agreement, nodding gently as she sucked hard on me. Madelyn reached up and slipped her fingers in the woman’s dark, silky hair, gripping her ponytail, and I watched the doctor's eyes widen in pleasure and shock as my dick pressed against her tonsils. To my surprise, the woman swallowed hard, instead of gagging, and my dick slid down her throat.

      “Holy…. Fuck!”

      I groaned, earning another groan of pleasure from Shandra. Wet sounds alerted me to where Madelyn’s other hand was as she teased and fingered the doctor's dripping sex while driving the woman’s head forward and back with the other.

      “Fuck that’s so hot!” the actress said. “How is it, Shandra? Is this what you wanted?”

      “NGH HNG!”

      The Indian woman’s wordless cry of agreement was joined by my own sigh as she pulled back till just the tip was in her lips, tongue teasing it, and I drove forward again, watching in awe as my dick disappeared down her throat.

      Reaching down, I rested my hand on the good doctor’s head, and the woman moaned even louder in pleasure. Needing no further encouragement, I took control of her head from Madelyn. Gripping her, I drove in and out of the woman’s mouth, the beast within me purring in pleasure as my balls tightened and I felt my rhythm faltering.

      “Do it!” Madelyn moaned, her eyes wide and excited as she continued to play with the slender woman’s tight slit.

      Shandra’s eyes flew open and met mine as the first thick shot of cum hit the back of her throat, and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard on the tip. The woman’s throat bobbed up and down as she milked every drop of cum from my cock, her fingers gliding along the shaft to drain the last drops of my seed before she shook in her own orgasm.

      “Oh… God… Madelyn, I’m… ohhhh MMMM!”

      The beautiful actress had a broad, pleased smile on her face when her new friend collapsed to the dusty floor in a shivering heap. The elegant doctor’s hair was mussed, face smeared with saliva and cum, while her pants were pushed down past her hips, the evidence of recent orgasm coating her thighs and ass in wetness.
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      The sight of the woman was incredible, especially with the backdrop of a remote airport and forest behind her. But as incredible as she looked, Madelyn Heatherton looked even better as she knelt with nothing covering her. Once again, I was forced to remind myself this wasn’t a dream, that the object of so many teenage fantasies knelt before me, caressing her large breasts and gazing up at me with a hungry expression that promised she wasn’t done with me.

      “Is your head… clear yet?” Madelyn asked, running a pink tongue across her lips as her eyes dropped down to my deflating cock.

      “No,” I growled, and enjoying the woman’s shocked expression that melted into pleasure, I drove my dick into the actress’s mouth.

      “Mmmhmmmph!”

      Madge’s eyes met mine in a smile of delight as her tongue swirled the soft head of my cock. The woman did something with her tongue and mouth, sucking and curling around my cock, that had my knees shaking in moments and my dick hard as steel.

      “I don’t want to fuck this gorgeous face,” I said, enjoying the control I was taking over the woman’s body and even more so when the doctor sat up and shuffled over with a lopsided grin. “I want to coat it.”

      “NGGHH!”

      I pulled my dick free of Madelyn’s fiery mouth. She whimpered in sadness until I reached down and cupped her large breasts. Then the actress’s eyes flashed in delight as she reached up to help me cup her large soft breasts around my dick. The feeling of the smooth flesh was incredible, and even better when Madge dropped a thick stream of saliva between her tits, and I slid between them easily.

      “That is sooooo sexy,” Shandra said as she pressed up behind Madge, one arm reaching around and down between the woman’s thighs while the other slipped fingers up between the blonde’s tight tush.

      “What are you… dooooooooohhhhhhh you… ohhhhhhh!”

      Dr. Gupta’s dark eyes grinned up at me, and I heard a wet squishing sound come from Madelyn’s pussy, as Shandra’s hand worked. Then I noticed the doctor had another hand down Madelyn’s backside and, from her mischievous grin, was hard at work finding the actress's every pleasure point.

      Pressed between us, Madge whimpered in pleasure, her head lolling forward and tongue swirling the head of my cock whenever it pressed up through her tits. The feeling of those large soft breasts wrapped around my dick was heavenly, only topped by the occasional hot suck from her or Shandra who pushed in close.

      “Cumming,” I grunted, my knees shaking and legs trembling as the pleasure rushed through me.

      Shandra pressed Madelyn’s head forward, and I felt the woman’s fiery mouth sucking hard as my seed shot forth. Then the actress was orgasming as she was assaulted from three points. Her shrieks of pleasure cut off when she wrapped her lips back around my cock, sucking the last bits of cum out before collapsing against Dr. Gupta.

      The pair clutched at one another as they came down from their great heights of pleasure. A large part of me wanted to join them, to carry both back to the plane and throw them on the bed and slake the last bits of my lust on their gorgeous bodies. If I wanted to remain a boy, careening from event to event like a pinball, then that is what I would have done. But I needed to grow up, and a man plans. A man protects and provides, especially women who grant such blessings as I received.

      Leaving the two there, I walked out of the bunker and turned toward the forest. Neither Madelyn nor Shandra tried to stop me, though I could feel their eyes following me and hear their quiet whispers until the forest swallowed me up.

      I’d never been so far north, and the odd angle of the sun added to the crisp air made me feel like we were in some primordial wilderness, even with the airport stretching behind me. The forest called, and I started jogging, following a narrow game trail that wound its way across the broken landscape.

      The monotonous exercise enlivened my limbs and trained my thoughts out of the skittered tracks they often found themselves in. In the wake of the orgasms, my mind worked with more clarity than it could normally, and I focused it on the problem at hand.

      My initial plan had been to rush to Shenzhen, break Dee’s mom free, and bounce around the world to break the others out. But after half a second’s thought, I knew that wouldn’t work. The various groups and cells of Alphas were in contact with one another, and they’d be alerted, hunkering down and making it impossible to rescue the others.

      It needed to be a coordinated effort, one that could guarantee the safety of Dee’s family members. That wasn’t the only objective I had, though. I couldn’t forget the thousands of women trapped in Olympus, brainwashed to be slaves for the Alphas there and subjected to all manner of indignities and horrors.

      The sun was high overhead before I made my way back to the airport. I’d covered far more ground in my jog than I’d thought possible even a few days before and arrived back at the plane with a deep hunger.

      Ava was waiting for me with the others, a large lunch already prepared on a fire they’d built directly onto the tarmac. When I came jogging up, the women were conversing quietly, and I noticed Brianna was sitting beside Dr. Gupta. The woman’s color looked much better than it had the night before, and she even offered me a wan smile as I pulled to a stop.

      “We grew worried when you didn’t come back at breakfast,” Dee said, plating up the food.

      “I had a lot to think about,” I said, taking a bottle of water from Ava with a grateful smile and finishing nearly half of it in one go.

      “Did you come up with anything?” Madelyn asked, and I could see the trepidation in her expression. She wasn’t looking forward to what was to come, but she was braver than she thought, ready to push through her fears to help Dee.

      “I did,” I said, turning to Dee as I shoved half a sandwich in my mouth and chewed it down quickly. “Those friends you mentioned. I need them to get in contact with everyone who can help us. How many do you think that is?”

      “I don’t know,” Dee said with a frown as she thought. “With Arizona… probably a couple dozen? At most?”

      “That’s more than enough for what we need,” I said, pulling out my phone and opening the maps app. “You see these Landing Stations on the east and west coasts? We need those taken out on the same day. All six. Do you think they could handle that?”

      “Perhaps,” Dee said, her frown deepening and her face screwing up in confusion as she glanced from the map up to me. “But why would they need to? If Tom Redding and his coven come out of hiding, they’ll be targeted. William and the others won’t be able to let Tom, or anyone connected to him, live for fear of creating a competing power structure.”

      “I know,” I said, having thought this problem through, “but it’s our only option if we want to get your family back. If we take out those Landing Stations or the cables linking them, then all overseas communications will be dead. They’ll get it back online somehow, but there will be a gap, a window of opportunity we can work in. You need to get in contact with your friends and arrange for six teams to take those cables out in two weeks’ time.”

      “Two weeks?” Dee said, an edge of anger entering her voice. “We need to rescue my sisters and mother now!”

      “William is on high alert right now,” I said, shaking my head. “We need to let things cool down a bit. Besides, the teams will need time to prepare and get into position, and we have a side trip we need to make.”

      “Where?” Ava asked, her eyes shining with excitement. It gave me heart to see my stepmom up for the adventure, even if Madelyn and Dee seemed hesitant.

      “I want to see this compound where Dee’s grandfather was first injected with the Catalyst. Refuel the plane. We fly out when I return.” Looking to Dr. Gupta and Brianna sitting off to the side, I nodded, indicating I wanted to speak with them apart.
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      Madelyn and Ava began speaking at once, but Dee had a thoughtful look on her face as she watched me take the two women aside. From the young woman’s scent, I knew she was annoyed, but beneath the spiky aroma was a smooth thoughtfulness I’d come to recognize often when she was sitting and staring at me. I wasn’t sure what it meant, but it was a lot better than the deep sadness she’d fallen into from time to time over the last day.

      “How are you feeling today?” I asked Brianna.

      The slender young woman took a deep breath, thinking about it for a second before responding.

      “I feel a lot better than I did, but there are still… desires and thoughts that I can’t seem to stop from pushing into my mind. Sir… sorry, CT, I don’t know if you can trust me on your mission. I don’t want to go back there and warn them… but a large part of my brain is telling me to do just that. And when I stop ignoring the thoughts for a moment, I find my feet moving against my will.”

      “It’s going to take time until she’s back to how she was,” Shandra said with a frown of concern for the younger woman. “Perhaps with your… help… she would have a different… response to the conditioning.”

      “That’s a possibility,” I said, trying to ignore the shining hope in Brianna’s eyes, “but I’m not ready to take that step just yet.” When Brianna’s expression fell, I reached out and gripped her slender hand. “Not that I won’t ever, but I have a use for you… as you are now.”

      Both women gave me curious frowns, and I kept a grip on Brianna’s hand.

      “Would you allow me to try something?” I asked her, and Brianna nodded quickly, her eyes shining with hope once again as I stepped close and slipped an arm around her slender waist.

      When my lips met hers, I felt the beast within stir, hungry to claim the young woman but wary of the chaos we could both sense in her scent. The kiss was chaste at first. But as Brianna relaxed, her back melting against my arm as she pressed herself against me, she succumbed to the passion rising in her. As she did, her pheromones smoothed out, losing the chaos of her conditioning and triggering my own hunger to bind with and breed the viable mate.

      With an effort, I pulled away from the woman’s sweet lips and pushed her away from me before the beast within could growl out my desire. Once the woman dropped to her knees, I feared I wouldn’t be able to control myself, and I had uses for the woman as she was.

      “Sir…? Please… don’t tease me with your touch like that,” Brianna purred, wrapping her arms around her torso and shivering as if she were freezing.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, marshaling my self-control to keep my hands to myself, “but I had to see something.”

      “What?” Dr. Gupta asked, but the roar of several voices a couple of miles distant drew her head around.

      “The scent travels faster than I’d guessed,” I thought aloud. “That’s good to know. We better hurry to the plane and get out of here before the mutants arrive.”

      “Why would they be coming here?” Brianna asked, sharing a confused look with the doctor.

      “Because right now you’re giving off the scents of a woman unbound by an Alpha. Something that drives the mutants wild and a tool I plan to use. Go on, both of you, on the plane now.”

      They hopped to at my commanding tone and hurried back to the plane, but I saw they still shared confused looks back and forth. I wasn’t concerned, the flight back across the country would give me plenty of time to lay out my plans to Dee and the rest.

      The musky, stale aroma of mutants reached me just as I was hauling the short ladder up and sealing the door. Dee had the engines spun up and was taxiing us to the main runway when the first wave came racing out of the trees.

      These northern men were a hardy and powerful lot, hundreds having survived thus far. The sight of their torn lips, broken fingers, and the flaps of flesh hanging off them as they ran didn’t horrify me, but instead caused a deep well of sadness to rise up from within. I couldn’t forget the countless lives that had died on that horrible night, or worse, those who had survived to live in the mutant hellscape much of the world must have become.

      Ava and Madge pulled me onto the bed with Dr. Gupta as Brianna fled to the back office once more. As the women slowly peeled off my jeans and the g-forces of the plane taking off pressed us all down, I unraveled the first stage of my plan to them. Ava was excited, but Madge was nervous, as usual.

      It was Dr. Gupta who surprised me the most with her enthusiastic approval until I remembered her professional expertise. The chance to explore a laboratory designed and lived in by two of the most brilliant scientists of the previous century was too good an opportunity to pass up.

      “We trust you, CT,” Ava said, as she lay against my side, her lips pressing against my neck, “and we’re with you to the end.”

      “Yes, I’m terrified… but it’s going to be a grand adventure, and I’ve always wanted to see the world.”

      Madelyn wasn’t as scared as she made it out to seem, and I sensed she was excited to put her talents to use.

      “So long as we get to fuck this glorious thing,” Shandra said as she flopped my hardening cock to one side and slipped her thighs inside mine, kneeling between my legs, “I’ll follow you anywhere, baby.”

      “Hey, that’s supposed to be my line!” Madelyn said with a laugh that turned into a groan when I reached down and gripped her wide ass and gave it a firm slap.

      “Come on, then.” I grinned at the beautiful actress. “We have a seven-hour flight. Get up there and show these ladies what you can do.”

      Madelyn laughed and flicked aside her panties as she swung one leg over my hips. Shandra’s hand reached between the older woman’s legs and gripped the base of my cock, angling it upward.

      I barely paid attention to what the pair were up to as my stepmom had pulled my face to hers. Thick lips met mine in a kiss of sinful passion, her tongue snaking into my mouth as mine met hers in a sensual dance. The hot sensation of Madge’s pussy slipping down my cock brought a gasp from my lips and a grin to Ava’s. Then massive breasts were dragging across my face, and a fat nipple pressed between my lips as I suckled and teased her massive breasts. A few seconds later, the breasts left, and the musky aroma of her sex moved in as she slipped her thighs to either side of my head.

      “Oh… right there, baby!” Ava’s moans joined Madelyn’s as the two women rode me. One on my face, the other on my cock.

      The hand that gripped Madelyn’s hips was twisted free, and I felt wetness press against my fingers. Shandra’s moan of pleasure rose as I plunged two fingers into her sex. My thumb found her hard little clit and worked it in circles as the three women clung to one another, their orgasms oddly synced.

      My plans for the trip went by the wayside as I sank into the beast and indulged in pleasure. I hadn’t realized just how much Ava and the two others wanted the full-on orgy. The part of my mind that whispered that I was being greedy by indulging in such things had kept me from pushing for it.

      Instead of being shy or retiring, as I might have guessed, the three women were completely uninhibited with one another. It made the experience all the more enjoyable when I saw Madelyn pull Ava into a passionate kiss, the two women falling atop one another, hands caressing and exploring one another’s bodies. They didn’t do it for my benefit, but because the passion took them there. While they kissed, I pressed Dr. Gupta down and spread her slender thighs wide, driving into her hungry sex as the beast sought to flood her womb with another blast of seed.

      We cavorted in the large cabin for hours as clouds, mountains, and green countryside passed by beneath us. Dee kept us to unpopulated areas on our flight east, extending the trip by several hours but hopefully reducing the chance of us being spotted.

      I took advantage of the plane's many couches and captain’s chairs throughout the flight. First was when Madge and Shandra were twisted into an erotic sixty-nine. I pulled Ava over to a chair beside a stunning view of the Canadian wilderness and bent her over, easing into her with slow, firm strokes before letting loose.

      The gorgeous woman’s massive breasts jiggled and shook with every thrust, and her face was twisted in pleasure, reflected back in the window. Gathering up a breast in one hand, my fingers sank into the firm flesh as I massaged it, loving how my stepmom cried out in ecstasy when I pulled hard on her large nipple.

      I left her there, her mind overcome with pleasure and sunken into unconsciousness after I flooded her depths with a massive load of cum. Next, I found myself on one of the short couches with Madge and Shandra once again servicing my cock. The pair were becoming exceptionally skilled at the double blowjob, taking as much delight in their tongues teasing one another as they did in teasing my cock, which only made the experience all the hotter.
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      Madelyn rode me, climbing atop my lap before my balls could blow another load all over their faces. While Shandra sat on the other end of the couch, slender legs spread as she touched her hairless slit, the gorgeous actress did her best to put on a show for both of us. As her round ass hammered down on my thighs, her large breasts swayed side to side hypnotically, and her white little teeth bit down on her bottom lip to keep from screaming out another loud orgasm.

      Dr. Gupta rode me next, Ava crawling over and pressing herself to the woman’s back as they made out atop me. The four of us slipped back onto the carpet and lost ourselves in one another’s touch until sleep dragged us under.

      I didn’t nap for long, wakening as the plane dipped down into its descent angle. Ava stirred beside me as I extricated myself from the pile of limbs and offered me a wink.

      “Don’t put on your pants,” she mumbled as I stood and reached for them. When I gave her a questioning frown, she cast a sly smile up toward the cockpit. “Make her see what she’s missing.”

      “You’re cruel,” I said with a shake of my head.

      “She needs to get out of her head,” Ava mumbled as she pulled the thin blue blanket up to her chin. “Thinking about that asshole Matthew too much. Good for her to see what...”

      She drifted off into slumber, the last words mumbled together and lost as I rose and headed to the forward cabin. Perhaps I should have felt some embarrassment or shame for my nakedness, or the scent of sex filling the entire plane, but I couldn’t muster up the emotions. Instead, I felt silly remembering how my appearance had embarrassed me.

      True, it was easy to think such a thing when I was coated in firm muscles like I never had been before the Change and had a dick inches longer and thicker than the one I’d known before. But I’d only been given the one body, and it felt silly to hold any shame over it, no matter what its appearance.

      The pilot’s door was locked, and I was forced to knock heavily before I heard a scrambled sound from the other side. After a few seconds of waiting, the door finally pulled open, and Dee peered down the short set of stairs. The young woman’s silver hair was disheveled and her cheeks red and wild. She had a slightly lost look in her eyes when she blinked down at me, her jaw slowly dropping open when she took in my nudity.

      “Were you sleeping?” I asked.

      “Of course not!” she said, moving back. When I stepped into the cockpit, I scented the aroma of the gorgeous woman’s arousal. “I was just going over some charts… CT, are you okay?”

      “Yes, I’m fine,” I said, pushing down the beast within as it sluggishly clawed for control. “I just wanted to talk about your friends and all of our plans.”

      “Can this wait? I’m a bit busy,” she said, flopping down into the captain’s chair and carefully avoiding glancing at my nakedness.

      I was having a hard time keeping my thoughts clear. If not for the fact that I’d drained my balls before stepping into the small space, I don’t know what I might have done. Donatella’s scent filled the cabin, and the aroma was so thick and heady, the woman so absolutely perfect, that it triggered every switch inside me.

      “Yeah… we can talk about it once we land,” I said, my eyes tracing the perfect lines of her high cheekbones and the graceful longbow shape of her upper lip.

      The autopilot light blinked and a dinging noise sounded, startling us both, and Dee flipped a switch.

      “I better take over controls if we want to land in one piece… C?”

      “Yes?” I asked, wanting nothing more than to reach down and cup that perfectly smooth cheek and pull her into a kiss.

      “Thank you for keeping your promise… and for not leaving me.”

      “Focus on the landing, Donatella.” My use of her full name caused her black pupils to rapidly swell and shrink, and I filed the information away. “We’ll have your family back soon.”

      “Yes, sir,” Dee said, blinking in surprise, her scent turning annoyed.

      At herself, I thought as I stepped down the short stairs and pulled the door shut behind me.

      I went to find water and food, and then strap myself into a seat as the woman woke and groggily did the same. Brianna came out of the back cabin, slipping into the chair beside Ava after the older woman patted the empty space. The young woman looked haggard, but she offered the women a shy smile as they spoke quietly.

      The plane touched down in a small, abandoned airport far to the north of the compound. According to the maps, it would be at least a two-day hike through rough land to the location. The only other entrance was one that would probably be under heavy observation.

      “You’re sure you want to do this? I can’t imagine there’s anything there that will be relevant to rescuing my family.”

      “Perhaps,” I said, “but I still need to see the place. And besides, Shandra could use a day or two in the lab to analyze what was done to Brianna.”

      The young woman kept her concerns to herself after that, but I could tell it was because she didn’t want to frighten Madge, Ava, or Brianna who would be staying behind.

      “No matter what happens, you have to make sure you never open this door,” I said as I stuffed half a box of energy bars into a backpack along with several bottles of water. The water wouldn’t last, but Dee knew of a small community where we could resupply along the way.

      “We know,” Ava said, with a reassuring smile as she pulled me into a final hug. “But you remember to not be the hero out there. And bring both of them back safe.”

      “I will,” I said, hugging her back, then grunting when a body thudded into my side, and I heard Madge’s dramatic wail of sadness.

      “Hurry back to us!”

      The voice made me laugh, reminding me of old black-and-white TV shows I used to watch with Ava late at night. I felt the eyes of nervous prey on me and turned my head to find Brianna sitting on a couch with two of the blue blankets pulled about her.

      “We will be back as soon as possible, but you have what I gave you if you run into trouble… right?”

      Brianna pulled a small hotel-sized shampoo bottle I’d nabbed from the lavatory and topped off. I saw a wan smile work its way onto her lips as she clutched the sealed bottle close.

      “Maybe you could leave another few… deposits for us?” Madge asked with a weak grin on her face.

      I laughed, harder than the joke called for, but I knew the woman needed to hear my confidence. She was a beautiful, brilliant, vivacious, and talented woman, but I was learning that she wasn’t as brave or strong as Ava or the good doctor.

      Shandra pulled a backpack on and snapped the buckle holding the shoulder straps together in place. Her face held a determination that matched her scent, and I was reminded that she had been quick-witted and brave enough to escape the control of Alpha Command’s Pogrom, as well as avoided being detected. The woman had depths I’d only begun to plumb.

      “Seriously, though,” Madelyn said, her expression growing fixed as her little fists clutched at my shirt, “you better make it back to us in one piece.”

      “I will,” I said, gripping her tight and sharing the same passionate kiss with her, I had with Ava, then releasing her slender waist and stepping away before I had second thoughts. “Let’s go.”

      I nodded Dee and Shandra out, sealing the door carefully behind me and giving the three ladies one final reassuring smile before they were closed in. Donatella had parked the plane in a large hangar that would lock and help to protect the women. I wasn’t too worried about Brianna’s scent getting out and attracting mutants to come down on them, not now that she had the bottle of my seed to ward herself with. We’d also landed hundreds of miles away from any major settlements so they should be relatively safe.
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      “We go west first,” Dee said, pointing to a distant valley. “I spotted a farm with a couple ATVs on it. We should be able to use those to get most of the way on fire roads and back trails. The last few miles will have to be on foot, but it should take a day off the trip either way.”

      “We need weapons, so keep your eyes peeled, both of you,” I warned as we started out with long ground-eating strides.

      Dee and I marched without effort, but Shandra was my worry. The tall doctor was strong and in shape, but we would be moving fast and over a large distance. If she hadn’t been so insistent on joining us, I’d have left her behind with the others. But perhaps she could prove a good distraction to keep my thoughts from focusing on Dee too much.

      The young woman walked ahead of Shandra and me, her tight camo pants hugging her hips and small ass. Even the dark camo and stiff material of her fatigues couldn’t hide the perfection of her figure, and my eyes kept straying back to the perfect half-moons as they swayed before me. It wasn’t only the shape of her that tantalized; stronger still was her scent that hinted at desires I felt as well. I couldn’t allow myself to get distracted, though. There was too much on the line, and Donatella’s emotional crisis wasn’t something I could help her with.

      “You have the vials of blood somewhere safe?” I asked the doctor as we approached the dilapidated farmhouse, surrounded by rusted-out old cars and machinery.

      “Safe as I could make them,” Dr. Gupta said, patting her backpack. “Keeping them at temp will be a bit of a struggle, but so long as it doesn’t take us more than thirty-six hours to get to the lab, they should be fine.”

      “I’m going to search the house. You two search the barn,” Dee said, her silver eyes sweeping over Shandra and me with the barest tightening of the surrounding muscles. “And don’t get up to any hanky-panky in there, we need to get a move on.”

      The comment only caused Shandra and me to frown at one another in confusion, but then the dark-skinned woman sighed and nodded me forward.

      “Jealousy’s bite is strongest when you don’t realize it’s there,” she muttered under her breath, and I cocked an eyebrow, not sure she was right about that.

      Donatella was annoyed with the detour, and I could scent the frustration growing in her every time she glanced at me. I wasn’t looking forward to walking on eggshells around the young woman but hadn’t been able to convince her of the need for this trip. Her arguments had made me doubt the need for it, but I’d been unable to ignore the voice inside whispering that I needed to know everything I could about the serum that had changed me and the world so much. The desire might have been irrational, but once it was in my head, I couldn’t get it out until the itch was scratched.

      The barn was empty, save for a broke down tractor and an old thresher shoved into the back. Poking around a few of the stalls, I found an ancient shotgun. The butt-end was cracked, but the twin barrels were clean of rust and debris. When we headed back out, I found Dee with another shotgun, pistol gripped and pump action, and a small beretta.

      “Found these in the bedroom, along with ammo. There was ammo for more pistols and a rifle, but I didn’t see any sign of them anywhere.”

      “This will have to do for now,” I said with a frown at our woefully small supply of weapons and ammo. “You’re certain there’s more at this community?”

      “I wouldn’t say certain,” Dee said with a pretty little frown, her cute nose scrunching up. “But it was used by Green Berets and Delta Force when they did land navigation training in these mountains. They leave weapons everywhere as a matter of principle, so it’s a good bet.”

      “I’d still like to be certain,” I said, pulling out my phone. “Plan B is to head far east and hit up one of the small mining towns. It would add a day to the trip, but with the ATVs and enough fuel, we should be fine. What do you think?”

      “I think this whole thing is a waste,” Dee said, her frown turning sour, “but if it comes down to it, you’d do better with a sword than a gun when you’re ascendant, and the doctor here will be useless either way. Sorry, Shandra, no offense.”

      “None taken,” the Indian woman said with calm poise. “I think she’s right, CT. Let’s not waste the day, and if it comes down to it, I know you and Donatella will be able to protect me. Or I’ll just climb a tree.” She finished with a little laugh, clearly trying to mask the fear growing in her scent.

      The bikes didn’t start up right away, but after pulling and brushing off the spark plugs, they started right up. Fuel would be an issue, but we found a couple fuel canisters in the barn we strapped to the backs of the quads. The sun was still near the eastern horizon when we lit out on a narrow country road in search of one of the fire roads that would carry us through the mountains.

      Dee rode ahead, a plastic map taped down to her fuel tank so she could navigate as we rode. Shandra sat behind me, her slender arms clinging to my middle as the quad bounced beneath us on the old, pothole-strewn road. My teeth felt like they were going to rattle out of my skull and my joints would never make the long trek. But once we were on the dirt road, the ride smoothed out considerably.

      Hours flew by, and we only stopped once to drink bottles of water and eat energy bars and jerky quickly while Dee double-checked our position against three visible landmarks.

      “We’re on the right path,” she said after triangulating our location with her compass. “Should arrive at the depot in a couple hours.”

      “Warn me when we get close,” I said, patting the shotgun strapped to the side of the quad. “Better to be safe than sorry.”

      “We won’t make it to the compound before dark. Are we stopping somewhere for the night or rolling through?”

      “We should be able to see in the dark, even if there’s cloud cover, so I say we roll through and get there as fast as possible. Shandra, you have any objections?”

      “No,” she said with a shake of her head, “I’ve been dozing on your back, so don’t stop to rest on my account.”

      Two hours later, Dee held up a fist as she drew to a halt near the base of a short hill. The area was sparsely wooded, but a thicket on one side of the hill hid a gray shipping container. The container had a tumbler lock I managed to snap free with a grunt of effort.

      Inside we found two cots that were opened up and looked like they’d slept hundreds of men over the years. Past the beaten-up army cots were boxes of MREs, the military meal rations, as well as piles of broken and used gear. In the back, we found the fuel canisters Dee knew would be there, as well as several boxes of 5.56mm ammunition.

      Dee and Shandra strapped the boxes of ammo to the back of the quads while I dug through the container. I managed to find a dozen knives of various shapes and sizes, including a brace of half a dozen throwing knives in a leather sheath. There was also an old, rusted luger that I left behind. I didn’t know where we’d find ammo for the thing, and it would require hours to break the rust free and clean it enough so it would fire.

      After another quick meal, we were back on the quads and rolling down the hill's grassy slope to the fire road below. The roads in these hills were overgrown and treacherous, causing Dee and me to move slower the last ten miles than we had the previous thirty.

      As the sun sank below the horizon, I pushed out other senses and let the fading light gather in my eyes. The night wasn’t as bright, to my over-dilated pupils, as it was in daylight, but I could make out details on the road clearly. Everything had a dark blue haze over it as the evening’s last low-angle rays struck the ionosphere and illuminated the world.

      “We’ll have to walk from here on in,” Dee said an hour later as she pulled her four-wheeler to a stop beneath a thick stand of trees.

      “Mark the location on your phones,” I said. “Just in case we get separated.”

      Dee and Shandra followed suit, dropping red pins in the middle of the unmarked wilderness. I prayed they wouldn’t be needed, but it was better to be prepared just in case. After checking our weapons and gear one last time, we climbed around the washed-out road and headed down the mountain to the valley below.
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      SCENE TWO

      

      A broad green field stretched out, extending as far as the eye could see. There were white lines marked off, marching out toward the horizon, every five yards. A tall, powerfully built man with black hair and piercing pale blue eyes stood before the same group of young men. Time had passed, as evidenced by the boys’ thickened frames and the scruff and peach fuzz growing on a few chins.

      The boys joked and jostled one another, their comradery easy and good-natured as the man helped the small Asian boy grip a baseball properly.

      “You want to make sure you’re feeling the beast within, Shen, when you access the strength,” Dean said, in a calm but firm tone. “The same with sight and hearing. Block the rest of the world out, harness your body’s power, and drive it up through your back and out the arm. You’ll feel a second of dislocation, and that’s how you know it’s working.”

      “But what if I can’t feel the beast within?” Shen asked with an embarrassed frown.

      “Don’t think about the doctor’s metabolization percentages and lipid responses. I wish Elenore hadn’t given you boys the test. Only makes it harder to keep you from sorting yourselves in unhelpful ways. Sasha! Fredrick! Cut that out this instant and pay attention.”

      The pale-haired Russian lad from before had shot up like a reed and now towered over the rest of the boys. He and a sandy-haired boy with a soft and pudgy face were flicking each other’s ears, clearly a prank they’d played often as both had been guarding their ears with hands and shoulders while seeking to attack the other with painful flicks.

      The other boys had expressions ranging from bored to annoyed as Shen listened to the silver-haired man’s instructions. Matthew, clear by his bright red hair, moved around the group, whispering in boys’ ears and earning eager, mischievous grins from each. It wasn’t clear what they were up to, but the boys huddled together, passing something back and forth before a beanpole-thin boy with sallow features and dirty blond hair slipped from the group and snuck up behind Dean.

      The slender boy hadn’t gone two feet before the man swung his head around, obviously sensing someone approaching from his blind spot. The boy swept his hand behind his back, hiding the bit of paper from the man as he frowned in confusion.

      “Master Williams, do you mean the power comes from inside? But what about the law that governs conservations of energy? Wouldn’t it contradict the theory…”

      “Morty, shut the fuck up and get back in line.” The man’s annoyance at the slender boy’s questions was clear as he turned back to the Asian boy.

      Morty took the opportunity, and the hand behind his back shot forward and with a touch lighter than a feather pressed the paper sign to Dean’s back. Turning quickly, Morty hurried back to the group, a grin stretching across his face as he struggled to hold in the laughter. The five other boys were all shaking with silent laughter as the man nodded for Shen to throw.

      As the baseball launched from the short boy’s hand and shot out like a bullet, soaring a half mile before falling to the ground, the man seemed unaware of the sign taped to his back that read: MY BUTT SMELLS LIKE FARTS. Until he turned with a frown to see what had caused his young coterie to fall down in gales of laughter.

      Plucking the paper from his back, he grinned, then barked an order, laughing as the boys scrambled to their feet and took off running in every direction in a futile attempt to escape their punishment.

      

      The going was rough without a trail to follow, and even harder for Shandra in the dark, but Dee was excellent at woodcraft and led us through grassy areas for the most part, or beneath large stands of oak trees. The valley had a small river that we forded in the early hours of the morning, and I wanted to pause on the other side to let Shandra rest, but the woman was adamant that she wasn’t tired and could go on. Her heavy breathing and the tremble I could feel in her limbs gave lie to her words, but her toughness impressed me and I kept us moving but at a slower pace as we climbed the shoulder of the small mountain.

      The sun was just tinging the sky in lightness when we crested the ridge and I got my first sight of the compound. I don’t know what I’d been expecting, but the neatly built and laid out lines of white houses surrounded by picket fences wasn’t it.

      “This was housing for the workers and scientists,” Dee said, pointing to the far side of the narrow valley where three massive mansions stood. “That was my mother’s home for a time, when grandfather and his wives lived here. It’s been so long since I’ve seen the place… Amazing how little has changed.”

      “I don’t see signs of movement,” I said, “but stay wary. We can’t be certain this place is empty.”

      “It’s empty,” Dee said with certainty. “Matthew and the rest of them always hated what this place symbolized. It’s always been a reminder that what makes them special came from scientists and a syringe.”

      “Let’s keep our guard up just in case,” I said, pulling Shandra before me and making sure her shotgun was held in a ready position.

      Dee didn’t respond, but I saw she loosened her sword in its sheath, the silvery blade peeking out for just a second before she moved out, her steps light and fast as we skirted the idyllic little community. I spotted a post office and a small grocery store, both with dusty windows and no lights on inside.

      The entire valley looked abandoned, but there was an odd scent that rose the hairs on the back of my arms and neck. It was a musky odor, like that of a wild animal, but it came and went, and I saw no sign of bears or other wild animals having nosed about the area.

      We walked around the sculpted mountain and saw a large concrete structure tucked into the side of it. It was clear they had built the building in a bygone era. Set in the middle of a pastoral scene of sweeping green slopes and spreading oak trees was a massive gothic building of slate gray concrete.

      There were stains on the building’s walls, from years of rain and weather, and there was a hazy film of dust over the windows on the upper floors. There was no sign that anyone had been into the place in months, if not years.

      “When was this place abandoned?” I asked Dee.

      “I’m not sure,” she said with a shake of her head. “It’s been little used for years, but there still should have been a few dozen staff members and test subjects here right up until the bombs dropped.”

      “Stay sharp in there,” I said. Dr. Gupta’s skin had a green cast to it, and I could smell the terror rolling off her, but she gave me a firm nod saying she was ready. “And remember if we get separated to meet back at the pinned location.”

      Dee nodded, indicating that she was ready, and I pulled open one of the heavy glass doors. The door was locked, but the steel bent easily when I yanked it open. The musky aroma of a wild animal struck me full in the face when the door swung open and I caught something rancid and off, mingled with the smell.

      “Is that bear?” Dee asked, pinching her nose and glaring up at me as if I’d caused the scent that so offended her. “Smells like it’s sick or something else is rotting.”

      “What?” Shandra asked, glancing between us.

      “Do you smell that?” I asked the doctor, but she shook her head.

      “I don’t smell a bear, or anything like that. Just dust and my own sweat,” she said with a frown as she scented one armpit with a frown. “Gross.”

      “Best to get this over with. I’ll hunt down the bear and put it out of its misery. You two find what you want in the labs. They’ll be underground.”

      “Wait, Dee, don’t just take off—”

      The silver-haired woman darted off with a fixed expression on her face. I didn’t want to shout after her and was forced to growl a quiet curse as I heard her light feet running down the hall and fading quickly.

      “She’s not used to taking orders,” Shandra said with a commiserating frown.

      “This is the wrong time and place to start flexing your independence,” I growled. “Forget her for now. She can handle herself. Let’s find a map of the facility.”

      We found one on the wall behind the reception desk. Three levels of it at least were outlined in simple drawings with the major sections blocked off. Accounting was upstairs, along with human resources and legal, while the bulk of the scientists, engineers, and researchers were spread throughout the first floor. The basement level had two long laboratories and a half-dozen exam rooms. There was even a small apartment in the basement; either for subjects or the scientists, I couldn’t be sure.

      “I need to get down here,” Shandra said, pointing at the labs. “All I need is one of the Agilent chromatography machines to work, and I’ll be able to check what I need to in a couple hours. Do you think we can get power going in here?”

      “They might have generators somewhere,” I said, scanning the map and pointed to an electrical closet near a utility cabinet on the first floor. “Let’s see what’s here.”

      Shandra nodded, her eyes scanning every doorway as if she expected mutants to spring out of one any second. Past the receptionist desk, I found a suite of small offices and cubicles and a few locked doors that held larger offices when I peered into the windows. All seemed quiet and still, but that musky scent filled the place and I saw evidence of some great beast’s passage down the halls, dark hair and dirt smeared halfway up on either side.

      The small cubicle-filled space looked like a tornado had destroyed it, the short walls tossed everywhere, and desks broken with cables and computers strewn throughout. The destruction continued through most of the first floor, but I found that the utility closets with their heavy steel doors were unaffected.

      The first one held servers in tall stacks with hundreds of cables reaching out of them and up into the rafters or down into the floorboards. The next place I checked had a massive array of fuses in two large banks, and tucked into the corner was what I’d been hoping to find. Popping the metal cap, I gave a sniff and grinned when I smelled the heady aroma of diesel fuel.

      It took a couple minutes to figure out how to turn on the diesel generator, and it gave a horrible whine as it started up, but the exhaust kicked out a tube that sent it up and out of the building to my relief. A few seconds after the powerful generator began humming, the overhead lights flickered and then burst alight.

      Shandra’s relief filled her scent as I blinked away the afterimages of the overhead lights and let my pupils adjust to the increased brightness.

      “Now let’s find the lab—”

      “RRROOOAAARRR!!!”

      The walls shook with a sound so awful it woke a primal fear in me. Dr. Gupta cried out, her whole body locking up as fear froze her in place. I felt the same fear sinking into my bones, an emotion I was growing past, suddenly so strong I could taste copper at the back of my throat and my bowels loosened.

      “RRROOOAAAAAARRRRRRR!!!”

      “Ahhh!”

      The second roar of that dreadful beast drew a whimper from Shandra, who sank down where she stood, and my own feet felt heavy as lead. But Dee’s terrified shriek a second later flipped off my terror, and my body moved, desperate to save my pack-mate.

      With one powerful hand, I snatched up Shandra by the scruff of her neck, dragging her behind me by a fistful of coat while she screamed in terror and clawed at my hand, desperate to be anywhere but nearer whatever had made that sound.

      I let out a sharp growl, and the woman’s fear lessened somewhat, her eyes regaining their focus, but I directed my attention up the hallway of buttery yellow light where a wide staircase led up. The sounds of some monstrous animal crashing through walls and furniture as it tore after Dee was plain, but of the silver-haired woman I couldn’t hear anything over the tumult.

      “This way!”

      I shouted at the top of my lungs, and would have cursed myself for a fool because my plan was nonexistent, but black-leather-clad feet darted down the steps a second later.

      Donatella was in a full-on sprint as she took the stairs four at a time, her slender legs stretching out. The fear clawed at my throat when I saw how wide and white her eyes were. The female Alpha spotted Shandra and me at the end of the hall and with a look of blind terror turned to the right, darting into the shadows and out of the barreling path of the beast on her heels.

      I don’t know what I was expecting, but the horrific creature careening down the staircase a half-second behind Dee wasn’t it.

      “AHHHHHHH!!!!”
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      Dr. Gupta’s scream nearly deafened one of my ears, especially when the beast within me surged up, its terror matching my own as my senses ratcheted up. I didn’t have time to wince as I spun on one heel and fled, turning down the first set of stairs I saw, wincing inside when I felt Shandra slam against the wall, but unable to shield her anymore in my haste.

      A creature dreamt up by a madman raced behind me, careening off walls with a sickeningly wet sound as it roared and snapped its slathering chompers. Even though I ran down steel stairs into blackness, I could still see that wide head, sunken down between malformed but powerfully muscled shoulders. Eyes as big as basketballs sat one atop another, above a mouth as wide as my arm span, filled with what looked like thousands of oddly angled and sized teeth in multiple rows.

      I’d barely registered the shaggy body or the clawed hands and feet, but I could feel them nipping at my heels as I smashed into the wall at the bottom. Naked terror fueled my motions as I ripped a thick steel door open and threw Shandra inside. The stench of wet dog, musk, and rancid meat was so thick I could taste it as I threw the steel door closed behind me and felt a colossal weight smash against the other side.

      “NNGGHGHGNNGKGKGKG!”

      “Fuck!” I heard myself scream

      Terror clouded my thoughts and made my limbs heavier than normal, but also fueled me as I pushed my back against the door, legs nearly buckling as the monstrous creature slammed against it again. Its screams and the overpowering musk of its body wouldn’t let me think straight, triggering more fear every time I tried to master the emotions.

      I couldn’t say how much time passed, but the staccato fire of a shotgun steadily firing drew the beast’s attention, and it charged back upstairs with another roar of rage. Legs rubbery and weak, I sank to the ground, my ass hitting the cold concrete as a wave of shame and embarrassment swept in, following the fear taste leaving the back of my throat.

      “CT, we need to barricade the door, come on!”

      Shandra’s words roused me from my exhaustion, and with an act of will, I stood and dragged the whimpering beast back into alignment with my being. Hands shaking with exhaustion, the doctor and I shoved several heavy filing cabinets against the broken door. Eventually, I felt certain it would take that horrific thing a while to tear its way through, if it even could.

      We finally staggered back from the small room and found ourselves in a large lab with red flashing lights. I collapsed into the first chair I found and dug into my backpack, pulling out a bag of jerky, and began eating monotonously to fill the empty space in my gut, tasting nothing. When I pushed the backpack back in place, I noticed the shotgun hanging at my side, forgotten in my blind terror.

      “I think we know what was birthed in that horror show you and Dee found,” Shandra said, stepping over to one of the computer terminals and tapping the keyboard until the screen flickered. “Outstanding, the system is up!”

      She glanced over to me and I drew in a firm breath and gave her a nod that I was okay, even though the fear still rankled inside. As Shandra checked over the testing machines and systems, I went around the lab, trying to remember what I’d seen on the map above and double-checking that we were secure.

      I’d just stepped out of one of the side doors when a roaring and crashing sound announced the monster had returned. By the time I raced back into the small room at the base of the steps, heart hammering and fear gripping my throat tight, it had given up after a few seconds of beating on the door. I could hear it lumbering back up the steps, great breath huffing out its horrific mouth.

      “This shouldn’t take me more than a couple hours,” Shandra said, fear making her voice tight as she fiddled with the dials on a small machine and pulled out the Styrofoam container she’d stored the vials of Brianna’s blood in.

      “I’ll check if there’s another way out of here,” I said, moving off.

      My thoughts strayed to Dee, but I told myself I couldn’t worry about that now. The woman was the most capable person I’d ever met, and if anyone could survive up there, it would be her.

      The downstairs didn’t have another exit that I could find, but I did find a weapons cabinet with two pump-action shotguns and shells. Breathing out a sigh of relief, I loaded both 16-gauge weapons and slung them over my shoulders. I didn’t think a shotgun was going to be enough to stop that monster, but having the added firepower made me feel a bit better about exploring the dark basement.

      The second lab and all the offices were empty, with nothing of interest in either, but the last two rooms I checked both held treasures. The first wasn’t exactly a room, but more of a closet-sized wall safe. The massive steel door had a spinning tumbler and finger ID, in order to unlock its great tumblers, but with the power off, the lock must not have been engaged, because I was able to slip a crowbar into the gap and work it outward.

      Steel screeched something awful before it finally popped open. But when it did, I found three racks of vials neatly labeled and filled with different-colored liquids.

      The top shelf’s rack was empty save for one vial of green liquid labeled: Enkyos Prime. The second shelf had a dozen small vials that were fully sealed, the glass neatly pinched together at the top. Each was half full of a muddy brown liquid and wrapped with a small label that read: Balpha Reversion Viral Agent. The third rack had the most vials, all filled with a milky white liquid and labeled simply: Viral Base.

      I wasn’t sure what any of it was, but the second shelf gave me pause and I grabbed one of each and hurriedly finished my search of the basement. When I got back to Shandra, she’d managed to switch the overhead lights from flashing red to a steady glow that cast the room in an eerie light.

      “Look at what I found,” I said, holding out the vials for her to scan.

      Dr. Gupta looked in her element with her glasses pulled down to the tip of her nose, a wheeled stool beneath her as she hunched over a microscope with a machine spinning beside her. She peered up, and I caught her scent, still strong in fear but alive with a curiosity that was stronger than any I’d scented.

      “Fascinating, set them on the table here, and I’ll see if I can find any notes on them on the servers.”

      “Do you need help with anything?” I asked, feeling useless.

      “Not really,” Shandra said, peering back through her microscope. “It’s really just waiting for the tests to finish running—”

      Another terrible roar from above alerted me that the monster still was on the prowl, and I cursed myself silently when a shiver of fear ran through me.

      “That’s unsettling, isn’t it?” Dr. Gupta asked after her trembling ceased. “Do you think Donatella survived?”

      “She must have,” I said, biting off the rest of what I was going to say when my voice warbled with emotion.

      Dr. Gupta patted my arm, and from her concerned scent and expression, she knew what I was feeling.

      “I’m going to explore this floor some more,” I said, needing to be moving and busy. “Call if you need anything.”

      “I will, and you be careful. If anything happens to you, Ava and Madge will never forgive me.”

      I’d already given the basement a quick once-over, but searching it in greater detail allowed me to focus on the terror and fear the monster awoke in me. The instinctual response was so powerful it had overridden all my other instincts and desires earlier. I felt the beast within me shying away whenever I thought of that scent.

      The fear was understandable, I told myself, for who wouldn’t be terrified if they saw a mutated monster with a mouth as wide as a man’s shoulders and claws for fingers?

      Fear was necessary to all living beings, but what I’d experienced didn’t feel natural. As I puzzled over the feelings and how they’d affected me, I poked in cabinets and pulled out drawers, nosing my way through every room.

      One room, that I’d mistaken for a utility closet because it was filled with tall, locked cabinets, turned out to house a large video library. One of the cabinets held an old television and a VCR, while the other cabinets held stacks of VHS tapes clearly labeled.

      Most of the tapes were in chronological order, with a tape for every day stretching back years and years. Some of the dates extended back into the 60s and 70s, before VHS was even invented, and I figured they must have transferred film over to the VHS at some point.

      There was a small stack of tapes in one cabinet that weren’t in chronological order. The top tape was labeled: “First Contact.” The second said: “First Breeding.” And the third tape read: “Testimonial.”
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      Checking that the VCR and TV were working, I popped the first VHS in and winced when static erupted out of the speakers. A few seconds later, a grainy black-and-white film began rolling, showing a short woman in a white lab coat, seated across from a large fellow with wide shoulders and a heavy brooding brow.

      Historical Record Of Test Subject #2: Initial Agreement With Alpha Candidate

      An electronic hiss and pop emitted from the speakers, and a second later sound emerged from the woman as she spoke with the man, motioning to a folder of papers before him.

      “Let me explain,” the woman said quickly. “From historical evidence in human blood, it appears that a few special individuals spread these powerful traits widely, and from those lines they’ve matriculated down into the wider population. Take, for instance, the desire to triumph over tremendous adversity… In nature, most animals would roll over and die, but because Genghis Khan spread that trait so widely, we’ve benefited from it for hundreds of years. Unfortunately, the results of our study won’t be publishable for a generation or more, but the doctor and I believe we can see the truth of it here, in you, sir.”

      “In me?” asked the man.

      “Oh yes, Dean.” Her cheeks flushed a pretty shade of pink as she went on. Drawing out a long sheet and reading down it, she said, “I established the testing criteria based on the doctor’s assessment of beneficial traits. We’ve run nearly three thousand tests on different men, and none have come back with more than a thirty percent match. But you, Mr. Williams… you check every single trait we’ve been searching for. It’s almost a miracle.”

      “What does that mean exactly?”

      “The catalyst Dr. Wagner’s designed will only activate if it reaches a certain threshold of synchronicity with its host.” Seeing the confusion on his face, she went on quickly. “It’s more effective the higher your percentage match is.”

      The video dissolved into static once again, and I rewound the tape and played it again. Seeing Dee’s grandfather made me wish the young woman was down here with me. I could see the similarities between the two, from the sharp-eyed stare to their habit of pinching their eyes together when they frowned.

      More interesting than seeing Dean Williams was hearing about the Catalyst. Dee hadn’t mentioned anything about percentage matches. Popping out the tape, I slipped in the second one and hit play.

      

      
        
        CATALYST METABOLIZED @ 92%, BASER INSTINCTS STILL RULE MUCH OF THE SUBJECT’S PSYCHE.

        100% METABOLIZATION MAY CONTROL/DIMINISH THE “BREEDING DRIVE,” A POSITIVE OUTCOME BUT PROJECT ENKYOS IS UNLIKELY TO ACQUIRE A SUBJECT WITH THAT LEVEL OF SELF CONTROL.

        SUBJECT IS NONVIOLENT, UNLIKE SUBJECT #1: BALPHA

      

      

      

      The thick stenciled lettering scrolled up from the bottom of the screen, and I was still sorting through the new information when another grainy black image appeared. There was no sound this time, and the perspective was from the upper corner of a room.

      The first clip showed Dean Williams again, this time dressed in a robe that looked to be lined with something heavy. The man had changed since the last video, but I couldn’t tell how much time had passed. His muscles were more defined and his hair thicker and more lustrous, if not longer. I couldn’t make out any details with the old, grainy footage, but it wasn’t the man that held my interest but the cute nurse trembling before him.

      Dean said something to the woman, and she fell to her knees, eyes gazing up at the tall man with something like worship in her eyes. I knew that expression and expected what came next as Dean whipped the heavy robe off and flung it aside. He spoke again, or perhaps growled, I couldn’t be sure without sound, and the woman dove forward, her head disappearing into the man’s crotch.

      Before I could hit fast forward, the scene skipped to show another room where a group of beautiful women lounged. I was wondering what I was looking at until a piece of string hanging from one of the ceiling vents began wafting, as if the vents had been opened, and the women reacted immediately.

      It was like a wave passed through them, affecting some more than others. The women fluttered their blouses and blinked rapidly. Two even stood and walked closer to the vent, heads tilted back as if they were scenting the air. One of the women pressed a hand between her legs before glancing around shyly and noticing others doing the same.

      “The pheromone effects are unexpected”—a male voice, thick with a German accent, began speaking over the recording—“but evidence of the awakening of the hidden traits I theorized. By harnessing dormant alpha traits, we seem to have tapped into a new paradigm. Or perhaps merely an ancient one that mankind lost along the way.”

      The image switched once again to a scene of carnal bliss as Dean Williams bent a gorgeous black-skinned woman over. Another beautiful woman lay with a blissful expression on her face. Once more the narration sounded over the video, as the image shifted to show another wild orgy scene, the footage too grainy to make out much detail.

      “The potential of such a being… one who almost fully metabolizing Enkyos Serum, is nearly limitless. But I fear their baser instincts will constrain them even more than they do mankind. Fear, lust, these emotions can rule them. My suspicion of a base intellect, a primordial mind subsumed by higher thought may prove true, and if it does, integration with the psyche will be paramount but nearly impossible, I fear. Subject number one was clear enough evidence of that.”

      The video clicked off after the voice stopped speaking, and I rewound it again, memorizing every word the man said. Hearing that I might not have full control of my faculties awoke a deep anxiety in me and also confirmed my worst suspicions. So far, I’d managed not to give in to the desires. I’d kept my honor back in Olympus when opportunity and beauty surrounded me, but how long would my control last?

      The thoughts disturbed me more than I wanted to admit to myself, and I set them aside for now and pulled out the third tape. I almost didn’t want to hit play, fearing what else I might learn.

      The video clicked on and showed a slender man with a haunted expression and dark rings around his eyes. Even with the old black and white film, it was clear he’d just gone through something rough and was still shaken. The female voice from the first video spoke from somewhere behind the camera.

      “Please describe your experience once the Catalyst took hold and be as descriptive as possible please.”

      “It’s like I told the other doctor,” the man said in a rough voice. “Soon as you put that shit in my arm, the lights and sounds pressed in on me and… I felt things.”

      “What things precisely subject number one?”

      The man’s eyes grew hunted, and he shifted in his seat, clasping his hand before him and pausing before he went on. “I wanted… women. It’s all I could think about. It’s shameful to admit, but I suppose that drug was the cause. But if you hadn’t put me in that cage, I’d have done something terrible.”

      “Once the mutations took hold, you mean?”

      “Yes…” The man looked away, his eyes haunted as they gazed into the distance. “I could smell you… your nurses… the need in your bodies to be dominated by a man of power. I needed to be that man, to… to fill you.” He shook his head and fell silent.

      “I know it’s difficult to speak about,” the doctor said, reaching out to rest a hand on the man’s clasped hands. Before she could, he snatched his hands away as if her touch might scald him. “But we need to know everything you experienced to know what traits were triggered and if it’s an issue of metabolization, or something more endemic to our study.” The man frowned at her, and she went on in a softer tone, “Dr. Wagner and I want to make sure what happened to you, never happens to a test subject again. Please tell me everything you can about that week. You never experienced hunger or thirst, correct? Only the overwhelming senses and lust?”

      “Yes,” the man said, and after a deep breath he went on. “I never was hungry. Not until you gave me the serum. Then I was ravenous and… disgusted with myself… The things I wanted to do… I would have killed any man that stood between me and your nurses, or even yourself.” His haggard expression turned on the doctor. “I would have raped every woman here. To death perhaps. Then headed down to town and continued on.”

      “Fascinating,” the woman said, her hand jotting down notes quickly. “How do you feel now? Since receiving the antidote?”

      “Tired… sad.” The video ended in static.
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      SCENE THREE

      

      The scene opened up on a broad park, the landscape dotted in oak trees and crisscrossed with concrete paths. On the far end of the field was a ball diamond, and near at hand a group of picnic tables covered in red and white tablecloths.

      Bowls of food covered one table, and another held metal tubs filled with ice and drinks while a couple dozen people milled around talking and laughing easily with one another. Dean, his back bowed by age and stress, stood before a grill flipping burger patties and hot dogs while a gorgeous brunette stood at his side chatting.

      The family picnic was odd only because of the disproportionally large number of beautiful women and young girls running around. Everywhere one looked, there seemed to be another bright-eyed face gazing upward at the adults. A pair of silver-haired girls, just entering their teenage years, stood off to one side, staring fixedly at a group of young men and especially at the tall redheaded young man who was holding court.

      “Master won’t let his daughters marry just any man. Emma and that annoying Donatella told me. Emma even promised she would marry me when she’s old enough,” Matthew said to the eagerly grinning boys around him.

      “But what about the rules?” Shen said, the dark-eyed boy cast a surreptitious glance at the tallest blonde teen, watching with keen interest as the young teen giggled with one of her friends. “Master Williams wants us to form covens from our own nations.”

      “You see they have a new crew coming on board?” Sasha grumbled in his thick Russian accent. “Wonder if they going to have more than simple ‘hello’ with angel-girls.”

      Three young women walked past the boys, headed toward the grill to grab food. The three were clearly sisters, tall, slender, and shockingly well-endowed for their ages. The boys stared after the three with hungry looks, and Matthew took note.

      “The new boys are weak, but we’ll help Master Williams train them up right. We’ll be everything he needs us to be, and I promise, we will all marry his daughters and carry on the tradition.”

      “A pact then?” asked a sharp-eyed ebony-skinned boy as short as Shen. “We swear to be brothers in all things.”

      “Brothers.” Matthew grinned, putting his hand in the center.

      “Brothers,” Fredrick said in his German accent, grinning as he laid his hand atop the others.

      The rest put their hands in. Sasha with his pale blond hair and hungry stare, Shen with his fierce pride, Morty with a crooked sneer as he sized himself up against the rest, and finally the ebony-skinned boy and a slender dark-eyed boy with dark tan skin.

      “We will rule the world one day,” the dark tan-skinned boy said with a fierce grin. “The Magnificent Seven.”

      “Shut up, Adesh,” Matthew hissed as an older blonde drew near.

      “The food’s ready boys, if you want to come eat,” the blonde said in a musical voice. The woman had a profound effect on the group, earning blushes and shuffling steps all around as they failed to meet her gloriously blue eyes. “Well… don’t take too long gossiping over here. Dean wanted to show you off to some visiting dignitaries.”

      “We’ll be right there, Diana,” Matthew said, his voice oozing obsequiousness.

      The woman’s eyes flicked across the group, and she turned with an amused smile working onto her lips.

      “Don’t take too long, boys.”

      The group couldn’t take their eyes off the woman’s perfect backside as it swayed back to the picnic tables, but none stared as intensely as Shen. The short boy was still staring when the others began whispering quickly to one another. He licked his lips as an idea formed in his head.

      “I want her,” the boy said, poking at Matthew but still staring after the tall blonde. “She will rule my pride.”

      “That’s Master William’s wife!” the redhead said, cuffing the shorter boy on the back of the head.

      “To break another Alpha’s covenant…” the Black boy said with a frown.

      “Adonis is right,” Matthew said. “Get your head out of your ass, Shen, and focus. We need to make sure these dignitaries see us as their greatest hope for peace and alliance with the USA. Focus up, this is important.”

      The scene faded as Matthew began speaking in earnest, the others listening with growing interest as he laid out his plans.

      

      I wanted to see more of what happened to the man but couldn’t find any more tapes in the lockers with him on them. My mind went right to the mutants filling the world, and I remembered the torn-up bodies I’d seen. I realized that they all might have been saved after the bombs dropped and the Enkyos gas changed them. What could be done for them now?

      Can’t lose hope, I thought to myself, not in the same second I find out there might be a cure. This has to mean something. I have to make it mean something.

      Shandra was bent over a lab table, scanning the display of a machine when I walked into the lab. She had multiple systems running now and a pile of printed-out papers beside her in a stack.

      “Find anything interesting?” I asked.

      Shandra rose and rubbed the bridge of her nose before settling her glasses back into place.

      “Not really. Or rather, I can’t learn enough without Brianna here to perform some tests. I’d love to get her brain scanned, but the toxicology reports and tests I’ve run show pretty much what I suspected. I can’t be sure what the drug is they’re giving the women, but Brianna shows withdrawal symptoms, as well as spikes in emotion-regulating chemicals. It’s a mess. What took you so long?”

      “You have to come see this,” I said, leading her to the small video room.

      When I started the first video, Shandra had a look of confusion on her face that faded into mild curiosity.

      “We suspected much of this, but what a discovery, to be able to hear it from the source of this research. Play the next one, quick.”

      I played the second video, and Shandra watched with rapt attention. She made me rewind at the part where the woman dropped to her knees, and again when the pheromones struck the women. She watched the video a second time in silence, and I could see the gears of her mind working.

      “The third video is even more disturbing.”

      I put it in, and she watched without rewinding as the first subject recounted his experience. When the doctor mentioned the antidote, she turned and met my eyes with a wide stare.

      “This changes everything, CT,” Shandra said when it ended. “You realize what this means?”

      “I do,” I said. “How long would it take for you to test those vials I found? We need to know for certain they’ll be efficacious.”

      “Give me six hours.” Dr. Gupta popped to her feet, her scent having lost most of its fear from earlier and now filled with hope and excitement.

      We were two steps down the short hallway, heading back to the lab, when a dreadful roar sounded from above, followed by the pounding of heavy footsteps and a high-pitched scream of fear that cut off abruptly.

      Fear and adrenaline coursed through my body, but I forced my feet forward, dragging Shandra with me. I shoved the woman toward her workstation when we got into the lab, barely able to register the mixture of determination and fear wrapped into one that filled her as I stalked toward the small room and staircase.

      The beast within me whimpered and pulled on my thoughts, willing me to turn around, but Dee’s scream made that impossible. With limbs enervated by adrenaline, I pulled the filing cabinets away, unworried about noise with the crashing and roaring still going on above.

      That first step took every ounce of willpower I had, and I was only able to do so by ignoring the fear. I blocked it out of my thoughts the best I could and tried to forget my clammy palms and the rattle of my teeth.

      The staircase was still humid and reeked of the monster. I couldn’t escape the smell, and halfway up, a hacking cough rose up in me, my throat convulsing as I retched. The coughs grew harsher until I was dry heaving.

      The beast within me was attacking my body in its fear of the monster stalking above, and for one dreadful second, I almost let it. Nothing seemed easier than giving in to the fear and giving up, but the image of a beautiful, silver-haired face flashed in my mind, and with it came a wave of rage.

      Rage at the loss of control. Rage at what had been done to me, to my stepmom and Madge and all the others. Mostly rage that this mutated horror would seek to control me and mine.

      “DDDAAANNNMMM YYYOOOUUU!!!!!!!!”

      I didn’t even recognize the roar as my own voice, but the angry sounds from above grew silent for a second. The heavy steps stilled. Then an answering roar greeted mine and energy rushed into my legs.

      The beast within was gone, as if it had never been, but I thought with the same clarity as if I’d just spent hours frolicking with my pride. My legs propelled me with frightening speed as I reached the top of the stairs and raced down the first floor's long hall to one of the back offices. The building shook and walls rattled as the monster barreled down the stairs to find me, but I slipped into a small closet just behind a vent, guessing the multiple air currents would disrupt the thing's sense of smell.

      It must have worked because I heard the thing crash past my closet, the walls swaying, and tear into the room behind mine. I popped out of the closet, my feet carrying me into another office as my hand threw a heavy stapler up to the front doors. I was in the office before the stapler crashed into the glass doors and to the floor.

      The noise alerted the monster, and it was back down the hall, roaring in frustration when it didn’t find anything. I was off again before it could finish its roar, skipping into another office after dropping a pool of spit on the floor of the room I was in.

      Again the monster chased back after me, tearing through the office and floor with awkward claws, its great maw chomping at empty air.

      The air reeked of the thing, but underlying the reek was a scent I’d hoped to smell. Grinning in triumph, I raced off again, leading the monster on a merry chase all through the first floor. What parts of the offices and cubicles that hadn’t been destroyed before were completely trashed after twenty minutes of this, and I could hear the monster huffing and puffing from exertion.

      When the thing finally lumbered away upstairs, the building rattling with its heavy steps, I breathed a sigh of relief but didn’t let my guard down. Waiting long minutes until the sounds of its passage faded, I slipped up the wide staircase and onto the third floor, wishing I could be anywhere else.

      Moving with deliberate slowness, I crept my way through the large conference rooms and offices, searching for Dee. I caught whiffs of the female Alpha’s complex scent everywhere, but as I grew closer and closer to the monster’s lair, my anxiety ramped up when I didn’t find her.

      Nearly three hours had passed by the time I hunkered down outside of the torn hole that led through a wall into the refuse-filled den of the monster. I could see it shifting around in the pitch-black hole, my eyes gathering every last scrap of light and ears attuned to any sound.

      It wasn’t my sense of smell, sight, or sound that alerted me to Dee’s location, but touch.

      My fingers rested against one of the solid steel support beams that held up the floor and roof. Through the beam, I felt the briefest tremor. At first, I brushed it off as imagination, but then it started up again.

      Glancing up, I followed the beam to where it connected to another heavy beam that ran straight through the ceiling above the monster’s den.

      My brilliant plan to tire out the monster had sent it right back to where Dee had hidden. I could see the cracked section of ceiling tile where she’d jumped up, and the slight depression her weight made on the ceiling.

      I couldn’t hear the young woman’s breathing, nor catch a whiff of her scent over the reek of the den, but I could feel her hands, feet, and knees slowly, ever so slowly making their way back out of that dark space.
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      Hunkering down in the shadows, I heard the monster huff and grunt in anger, getting my first clear breath of its scent. The reek of old sweat and decaying meat had masked the creature’s primal aroma, and a fresh wave of fear rose up, but I ignored it as I had before. Instead, I focused on what it was that so triggered my terror.

      There was a tight knot of feelings and sensations underlying the rancid aroma that triggered our fears. As I sat in the dark, surrounded by collapsing, decades-old infrastructure, I found layers and layers of pain and trauma. So much torment turned inward, it was a miracle the creature could find the strength to stand and move.

      That pain had turned into a warding of sorts, I decided after a time. Pain so acute it triggered such primal fear and revulsion in those who encountered it.

      A light scrape of a boot on steel sounded from above, and three things happened at once.

      The monster woke, rising with a roar and smashing its fat, flat head up against the ceiling. At the same moment the monster rose, the ceiling tile buckled and gave out, dropping Donatella onto the ground, curled up in the fetal position.

      The last thing that happened was that I hurled myself out of the shadows, the world slowing down as the battle juices rushed through me. The monster spotted Dee, and its giant eyes widened in pleasure as it went to drop down on her, massive maw chomping at empty air like a pair of “chattering teeth.”

      Dee cowered into an even tighter ball, her scent one of absolute terror as a scream rose from her lips. The monster’s slavering jaws were a mere foot from tearing into her torso when I whipped the curved blade from her back, and stabbed up into that horrific maw with all of my might, feeling the blade punch through thick bone and plunge into the thing’s brain.

      Hot, wet air blasted me in the face, but it was nothing to the rancid, black blood and viscous fluids that rushed down to coat my arms and head. Retching and heaving up the last of what was in my stomach, I shrugged off the heavy mass and stumbled back.

      “Courtney… how did you… where did you… oh, God!”

      The young woman’s strong arms grabbed me right before I was about to stumble into a desk, clutching me close as she gazed at the dead monster and back at me.

      “How did you get past the fear? I couldn’t think… could barely move.”

      “Don’t let emotions rule you,” I said as I pulled her away from that place, the two of us stumbling back toward the stairs and down to the first floor.

      “Is Dr. Gupta…”

      “She’s alive and well,” I said, feeling at my shoulder where one of the monster's canines had punched a hole in the flesh.

      “We need to clean these wounds out fast,” Dee said with a frown of concern.

      “We need to get back to Ava and Madge,” I said, feeling a sharp ache of loss when I thought of the women. “Shandra! We’re coming down!”

      “Oh, thank God you’re both still alive!” the woman shouted back, her voice thick with relief. “I’m almost done, and you were right, CT!” The woman was bouncing on her toes when we staggered in and her expression of excitement faded as she hurried over to a first aid cabinet.

      I fell into a chair and let the woman see to my wounds. They were far more extensive than I’d first assumed. The monster’s upper jaw had slammed into my shoulder and back when I stabbed it, and I’d barely registered the impact at the time. Dr. Gupta wiped stinging antiseptic across a dozen cuts while she explained what we’d found to Dee.

      “I need to see these tapes,” Dee said, her expression fixed as she marched out of the lab.

      “I tested the antidote against your blood,” Shandra whispered, worry creeping up in her scent. “CT, I’m sorry but unlike with the other Alpha samples I tested, there was no change to yours.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “The antidote works to revert Alphas. But I think there is a threshold of metabolization that reduces its efficacy to nil. We can cure the Balphas, assuming they aren’t too damaged to survive. And we might also be able to revert many of the Alphas. The process looks… painful, but it might be possible.”

      “Excellent work Shandra,” I said, offering the woman a smile with all of my pride for her in it. She beamed back, cheeks blushing faintly at the praise.

      “Well, it’s just some tests so far. The real test will be if we can find another Alpha to test it on. One without near-total assimilation of the Catalyst. C, they have a system here that tests for Alpha compatibility—”

      “Grandfather never told me about a cure for Balphas!” Dee said, her voice heated with emotion, eyes still a little wild from her earlier experience, and I could scent that she was unsettled and fragile.

      “I don’t think he knew,” I said. “They told him he was their first subject, but obviously they lied. We could stay here another day or two and make sure we learn everything we can, but I won’t leave Ava, Madge, and Brianna alone any longer than necessary. Shandra, take what data you can from the servers, and let’s get the fuck out of here. I don’t want to be in this place a minute longer than we have to.”

      “I’ve already taken everything I could,” the doctor said, holding up a portable hard drive.

      “Good, then let’s go,” I said, stuffing the shotguns I’d found and ammunition into my backpack as Shandra packed the vials away in foam to keep them safe in her pack. Neither woman argued, and we hurried back up the steel stairs and out of that awful building.

      Dee and I drew in deep lungfuls of fresh air when we stepped outside, and even Shandra gasped in relief. Now that I knew what to look for, I could see signs the monster had ventured out of the building, either for food or to explore. I noticed heavy four-toed footprints on the overgrown lawn and claw marks high up trees, like it was a bear marking its territory.

      “Shandra thinks it came from that facility we found in Idaho,” I said, without having to explain what “it” was.

      “Hmm,” Dee said with a frown and a nod of agreement. “We will find out who did that to the mother and child. They will know the edge of my blade—” The silver-haired Alpha glanced up to where the hilt of her sword normally hung and frowned. “First, I need a new sword.”

      We didn’t speak much on the march back to the airport. It took longer than I would have liked because we had to keep to a pace that Shandra could match. I was relentless as I pressed Shandra onward, not that the woman complained, but I could sense how exhausted she was.

      Dee stayed quiet the entire walk back, and I knew she was struggling to come to terms with how she’d reacted. My own shameful reaction when I’d first encountered that thing was still with me, but I took a lot of comfort knowing I’d overcome it and Dee didn’t have that peace.

      I could no longer sense the beast within me. The competing desire and will was simply gone, as if it had never been, and I found I missed it. The reassurance I’d felt that something greater than myself was helping and guiding my path was gone. The strength and primal motivations were still there, the beast and I were just in alignment, our wills synced, or so I guessed.

      If Donatella hadn’t been in the midst of her own personal crisis, I would have discussed it with her. Instead, I spent the fourteen hours of hard hiking parsing through all that had happened in the compound. The trip had been a risk, but one I’d felt was necessary so I could understand more about what they were trying to do when they’d created the first Alphas.

      In that sense, it had been a failure. We didn’t know any more about their purpose, other than the pablum of “build a better world,” that had been scrawled at the head of a few documents in bracketed quotes as if it was their mission statement.

      I glanced at Shandra’s backpack where the vials resided, each carefully sitting in a cocoon of Bubble Wrap and taped within a Styrofoam container. My brain sparkled with possibilities when I thought about what lay within there. What had started out as a rescue mission, hoping to break Alpha Command’s back, was now the most vital mission in the world, for we carried a cure to the poison that had mutated so many and turned so many men into unfeeling monsters who leapt from one pleasure to the next.

      “We need to get in contact with your friends as soon as we get back to the plane,” I said to Dee when we entered the valley.

      I knew we were within a couple miles of the airport. I needed something to take my thoughts off whether Ava and Madge were safe. Suddenly my decision to go to the compound felt utterly stupid as I really considered what could have happened to us, or what I might have been lost on the side quest.
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      To my annoyance, Dee ignored my statement that we had to get ahold of her friends. The young woman didn’t look up, merely grunted an affirmative, her feet plodding on beneath her without pause. I glanced over at Dr. Gupta, and she met my frown of worry with one of her own.

      “Now that we have hope—” I began, but Dee cut me off with a harsh laugh, more a bark than an actual laugh.

      “Ha! Cure, right. Cure for whom? You saw what’s become of the world… Can you imagine waking someone from that nightmare, to see what they’ve become? Is there even anyone left to save?”

      “There is a chance,” I said. “Perhaps it’s too small to make a difference in our fight against Matthew and his Cabal, but it’s something. We need to know if anyone in your friend’s network has lab experience. Shandra will be able to tell them what’s necessary. We need to get more of antidote manufactured if we can, and as fast as possible.”

      My mention of Matthew's name was a mistake, because the hint of fire that I’d awoken in Dee was snuffed out and her eyes fell back to her feet. Though Shandra and I planned aloud what might be possible, the gorgeous young woman didn’t rouse from her morose silence. I wanted to stop and help Dee work through her issues, but my feet wouldn’t stop until I knew Ava and Madge were safe and she seemed to want to be left in silence.

      When I saw the air traffic control tower reach up above the treetops ahead, a rush of adrenaline swept through me and I was fairly vibrating with the desire to sprint ahead. I couldn’t leave either woman alone. We finally stepped out of the tree line on the opposite side of the tarmac as the hangar, and I felt my anxiety spike when I saw a small group of mutants outside the hangar door.

      Fearing the worst, I raced ahead, feeling Dr. Gupta and Dee take off after me, but I quickly left them in the dust as my longer and enervated legs propelled me forward. When I saw the heavy steel doors to the hangar were still intact and the mutants dumbly milling about outside, I breathed a great sigh of relief and slowed to a jog, letting the women catch up.

      Dee was at my side two seconds later, dark circles ringing her eyes but as alert and ready as ever. The mutants spotted us when we were a few hundred yards away and with screams and roars started charging.

      “Fucking hell,” I swore. Slinging the shotgun from my shoulder, I started dropping them one by one. Dee’s twin blasts accompanied my shots as she moved away from me, both of us circling our enemies.

      Before when I’d killed these things, it hadn’t felt like I was killing people, more like rabid animals. But now that I knew there was a cure for them, my heart ached with every corpse that dropped. Even though they were disfigured and caked in refuse and none would surely survive being changed back into men, a small part of me felt it was unnecessary slaughter.

      Careful not to cross lines of fire, Dee and I circled the pack and dropped them all, leaving two curving trails of corpses that led back to the hangar. When the last body fell, I raced over to the doors and pried them open, relief making my eyes well up when I saw the plane sitting in the dark, safe and sound.

      When the ladder fell down, Ava threw herself out of the plane and into my arms, Madge running down behind her to throw herself into me. The second I held both, I sagged in relief, nearly falling down as my knees buckled. Exhaustion swept in, and I had an odd moment where the world split into two, then the beast within was back and purring in contentment to have my pride around me once more.

      “We were so worried about you three,” Ava said, pulling back, her expression falling when she felt the bandages beneath my shirt. “What happened to you? Did you guys encounter trouble?”

      “Let’s head inside,” I said, “and we’ll tell you all about it. What have you two been up to while we were gone?”

      The pair shared tight grins with one another, and I breathed in the aroma of sex as I stepped into the cabin, finding the mattress pressed between seats covered in pillows and strewn blankets with Brianna lying in the center, her dark hair in disarray and a thin sheet covering her nakedness. It was only then that I noticed Ava and Madelyn were wearing long tank tops that did little to hide their nakedness beneath.

      “We wanted to make sure Brianna felt welcome,” Ava said, blushing an even darker shade of red when I raised an eyebrow at her. “Tell us everything that happened!”

      “One second,” I said, motioning Dee up. Ava and Madge frowned at the younger woman’s morose expression, but kept their concerns to themselves as I sent her to the cockpit to contact her friends.

      “Tell them I want to meet if they find someone who can do the work,” I said as Dee slipped off with a nod of affirmation.

      It was only then that I let Ava pull off my shirt and check out my wounds as Shandra and I related what had happened to us. I relayed everything in dry terms, but Shandra had a flair for the dramatic, describing our flight down to the basement as if it were a horror movie, every dark shadow holding another horror.

      When I told them about the monster, Ava and Brianna snickered at the description I gave, but their amusement faded when I told them about the fear and how it had frozen us in place. Madelyn seemed the most interested in the videos and wished she could have been there for it. I could tell she was thinking of her first husband, and I reached out and gripped her hand, earning a smile of gratitude as she snuggled in closer to my side.

      “So, these vials you found…” Ava said, turning to Dr. Gupta. “They can really cure the Balphas, or mutants?”

      “It looks that way,” Shandra said, nodding. “I don’t know how it would work, or if there are any we can still save… but CT’s right, we have to try if there’s a chance we can save even one.”

      “How did you get free?” Brianna asked, her eyes wide as she clutched the sheet to her chin.

      “CT killed it,” Shandra said, her eyes shining with pride as she gazed at me. Oddly, more than a little arousal filled her scent.

      I couldn’t get away with that being the whole of it and described my final encounter with the monster as Ava finished replacing the bandages on the last of my wounds. The sting of alcohol felt almost refreshing after the discomfort of running with the bandages rubbing against the injuries. I was just finishing up telling them how the thing had died when Dee pushed open the cockpit door and poked her head in.

      “I just spoke with Craig and he agreed to meet tomorrow at noon, just outside of Montreal. On the condition you and I go alone, unarmed.”

      “That’s acceptable,” I said, patting Madge’s hand after the older woman hissed in anger at hearing we would be separated again so soon. “What else?” I asked, sensing there was more.

      “He wants to send his daughter with us. A spy and…”

      “And a tie to CT here when he bonds her,” Ava said, with a knowing look as she folded my shirt and set it aside.

      “I believe so,” Dee said, and I couldn’t tell her feelings on the matter behind her expressionless mask.

      “We need their help if we’re going to free your family, and again if we’re going to produce more of the antidote,” I said to the young Alpha, meeting those pale-yellow eyes. “If you have another idea, I’m all ears.”

      “No,” she said with a firm shake of her head. “This is a good plan. All I care about is getting my mom and sisters free.”

      “Then take us to Montreal.”

      It wasn’t so simple, of course. We had to open the hangar and back the plane out, as well as properly chart a course that would keep us away from any Alpha strongholds. But two hours later I was pressed back in my seat, Ava resting on my lap with a block of cheese in one hand and the other resting in the hollow of her hip as the g-forces pressed us back and the plane lifted off.

      I would have gone up to speak with Donatella, but I could tell I was the last person she wanted to speak with right then. But Shandra slipped out of her seat when we started to level off and went into the cockpit. As I munched on the cheese, my stomach rumbling for meat, I let the comforting warmth of Ava relax my aching muscles.

      Ten minutes later, my stepmom bounced on my lap, her energetic cries of pleasure filling the cabin and joining with Madelyn and Brianna as they pressed against one another on the bed. The slender little brunette’s scent might have driven me wild, but I blocked it out, mastering myself as I had in the basement—with ironhard willpower.
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      I don’t know what I was expecting of Craig, but a short, pudgy man with a ratty goatee that hung down to his soft breasts wasn’t it. The man stood beside a massive motorhome. The vehicle, all in sleek black and festooned with satellite dishes and antennas, stood on the far side of the landing field from where Dee had stopped the plane.

      After making sure Ava and the rest would be safe within the sealed cabin and that no mutant swarms would come down on them while Dee and I left, unarmed, the two of us walked along the long tarmac toward where the short man stood. We hadn’t gone a hundred yards from the plane’s shadow when the silver-haired beauty turned to me with a questioning frown, her scent a swirl of attentiveness for the coming meeting and a burning frustration, with herself I thought.

      “How were you able to get over the fear?”

      Her question didn’t surprise me. I’d been expecting it from her at some point, just not the first second she had the chance without others to overhear the misery and shame in her voice and expression.

      “You want to do this now?” I asked, eyeing the little man ahead and the surrounding buildings and woods with a sharp eye. “We should focus on any threats.”

      “Craig isn’t a threat,” Dee said with a half-laugh. “Look at him, he’s about to piss himself. Trying to look brave for Donna.”

      “Donna?”

      “That’s his wife. She’ll probably stay in there. Terrified of shadows that one.” Dee lost her half-smile as she looked up at me and frowned again.

      “I was thinking about this on the flight here,” I said after a deep sigh. “Trying to think about what I did, instead of relying on instinct again. It’s like… Have you ever struggled to hold two opposing ideas in your mind at the same time? Knowing both are true and in opposition at once?”

      Her face screwed up in confusion and I nodded. “See, it’s hard to explain. Let me try another way. You were guiding me toward what you call ascendancy by focusing on my senses to the exclusion of all else. By harnessing all the primal instincts in us and channeling them to the fore… The thing is, I don’t think ascending is an end, or a destination. It’s the pathway there, but you can’t progress when you’re swimming in that sea of sensation and animalistic thought. You have to wall it all out, force yourself above… if that makes sense at all.”

      “No,” Dee said, shaking her head. “It doesn’t at all. But I’ll think on what you say.”

      The Alpha girl's scent was still troubled, but it was also thoughtful, and that was better than the crisis of faith from earlier.

      Craig was a thoughtful man, and it showed in where he’d chosen to park his RV, directly upwind of where we’d be approaching from. I appreciated the thoughtful gesture as it gave me plenty of time to take in the man’s skittish scent.

      I’d rarely had the opportunity since the Change took hold in me to analyze a common man through his pheromones, and the initial reading I got from Craig was “nerd.” The man solidified the image by adjusting the heavy-framed spectacles resting on his pug nose as he spoke into a phone.

      “The Alpha shows the same masterful control as Dean and Tom. Extraordinary to find one such as he in the wilds…. Yes, I see Donatella, and no, she looks unharmed, from what I can see, but something is wrong from her posture.”

      The man cut off long before we drew near, and I saw Dee’s lips turn down in a frown of annoyance at his words. She’d clearly been focusing on the sounds just as I had, but Craig slipped the phone into a pocket and painted a sickly smile onto his lips as we drew close.

      “That is far enough, sir!” he shouted when we were more than fifty feet away, and I snarled in annoyance at the man’s persistent caution.

      He flinched back when I continued marching forward but clutched at the phone in his breast pocket with both hands as if it might save him from me. I stopped a few feet away and pinned the man in place with a hard stare, enjoying how he squirmed as his scent grew thorny with anxiety.

      “Donatella, it’s so good to see you again,” he said with a brief smile for Dee before shirting his wary gaze back to me. “Are you… well?”

      “I’m fine, Craig. Let’s just get this over with.”

      The man blinked rapidly and frowned at Dee but didn’t argue with her morose tone.

      “It was me who wanted to meet with you,” I said, scanning my eyes over the RV and seeing movement in one of the tinted windows. “I was hoping you’d bring someone who could help us properly test and manufacture the antidote we found.”

      “Donna and I have barely been able to establish lines of stable communication between those who survived the bombs and gas.” He adjusted his heavy spectacles and frowned up at me. “You’re asking for the impossible—”

      The man cut off and flinched back at my growl of annoyance, but he wasn’t being entirely honest from his scent.

      “Craig, CT’s discovery could have a massive impact—”

      “And who will protect me in the lab?” asked a white-haired old woman as she stepped down from the RV. She had a frown on her face, but the woman’s pale blue eyes drifted to me and I saw wonder there as they traveled up and down my form. “We had to stay moving to keep away from packs of those Balphas. Can you guarantee I’ll be safe for all the time it will take to do this work?”

      There was something odd about the woman’s scent, but I couldn’t place my finger on it.

      “And who are you?” I asked.

      “I am Dr. Jessica Redding perhaps the only living person who can accomplish what you’re asking for, and I won’t do a damn thing until you can guarantee our safety!”

      “Jess,” Dee said, drawing the woman’s gaze. Those pale blue eyes met the younger woman, and I saw her flinch at the compassion she saw in her. “Where are the rest of your coven?”

      “Dead,” Jess said, her voice dreadful and scent twisting into such aching pain I thought the woman might collapse, but she remained ramrod straight. “That selfish boy you and your sisters were always sniffing after, killed them for…” Her voice caught with emotion, but she went right on tears gathering and falling down her cheeks. “For daring to oppose his plans.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss, Jess,” Dee said, “but we have a chance to save lives. To reverse what Matthew and the others did, at least in small part. We have to try.”

      “I don’t care about saving lives,” the woman spit. “All I care about is vengeance!”

      “Do you imagine yourself alone in your grief? That man took everything from me, and five days ago I was this close to putting my blade in his neck.” Dee held her fingers an inch apart. “Don’t talk to me about vengeance!”

      Craig clutched his phone again, and Dr. Redding flinched back from the silver-haired woman’s anger.

      “None of this is helpful,” I said, shooting a warning look at Dee, who smoothed out her expression and crossed her arms with a huff of anger. The anger was better than the sadness, and I didn’t want to stifle the fire woken in her, but I needed these people’s help. “Craig, you have people stationed at the Landing Stations, correct?”

      “Yes, sir,” the man said with a quick nod. “They’re ready to blow the locations on my orders.”

      “And how difficult would it be to find a lab with the equipment you need and have it secured so Dr. Redding could do her work?”

      The white-haired woman opened her mouth to speak, but I silenced her with a look. Oddly, the woman’s scent mollified after that and even had a small streak of affection twisting through it.

      “Well…” He glanced at the taller woman and back at the RV where a third woman, short and plump, stepped down, “Donna, what do you think?”

      “The University of Maine down in Bangor. The group of Alphas operating out of DC, that Matthew controls have been making sweeps of New England, rounding up all the mutants they can find and herding them south.” The plump woman glanced from her husband to me, fingers fluttering on her breast and voice losing some of its strength as she finished. “If we can’t have young Courtney here… at our sides… then we’ll have to call in help.”

      “We can’t,” I said, turning to the man. “What help can you call on?”

      “Michigan… North Carolina… The risk is too great to have them travel across the country, though! Perhaps… perhaps we can—”

      “No perhaps, Craig!” the plump woman snapped, surprising me with the sharpness and strength of her tone. “Dee and her friend have brought a cure! Have you lost your marbles?!”

      “It’s not so simple, Donna dear,” the man said with a placating gesture, but the white-haired woman was shaking her head.

      “She’s right, Craig. We can’t afford to let fear rule us anymore.” She took a deep breath, and the fear diminished in her scent as she went on. “I will oversee efficacy testing and mass production of the chemicals you found, but only on two conditions.”

      “What’s that?” I asked, glancing up at the RV when a young, pale face pushed up into the window.
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      “First that you agree to Craig and Donna’s demand that you allow their daughter to accompany you on their mission.” Craig and Donna nodded emphatically at that, their hands finding and gripping one another’s. “And second, that you promise to lead the efforts to cure the mutants. We can’t do it”—she motioned to herself and the other two, then pointed directly at me—“but you can.”

      “I’m not sure about that,” I said, “but I was already planning on joining the effort once we free Dee’s family.”

      “Annie, come down!” the plump woman called up to the RV, her scent suddenly sharp with sadness, along with her husband’s.

      There was a scramble of feet, and a short young woman was scurrying over to her parents. She kept her head down, long red hair covering her pale features, but the prodigious curves of her body couldn’t be hidden by her bulky wool sweater or long skirt.

      “Hello, sir,” the girl said, in a squeaky voice.

      I frowned and glanced back at her parents, who were both beaming with pride. Even Dee was smiling at the young woman

      “Annie is a trained surgeon and an excellent software engineer,” the white-haired woman said, hugging the girl with one arm and running her hand down the girl’s long red hair. “Last week was her nineteenth birthday, and she decided she wanted to join Dee on her adventure.”

      The woman’s voice gave a hitch, and she pressed a hand to her lips, her eyes shining with unshed tears as she stared at the girl.

      “Look at me, girl,” I said, letting my voice deepen with tones of command.

      Her head snapped up, and I met her bright green eyes. The girl was adorable with her delicate nose and cherubic features, but her innocence shone through like a beacon.

      “You realize what traveling with me will mean for you?” Her expression grew unsure, so I went on. “I don’t know what we’ll be walking into yet, but I can promise you it will be dangerous. What’s more, I already have one woman unbound by pride, and your scents will attract mutants wherever we are.”

      “Will you not… bind her?” the girl asked in a fragile voice.

      “Soon, but not before I make use of that scent.” My gaze flickered to her parents, but they gave nothing away, watching their daughter with nervous pride. “Is this what you want?”

      “I…” the girl's eyes shifted to Dee, then back to me as she swallowed hard and went on in a stronger tone. “I do, sir. Donatella has told us about you, and from all I can tell, you’re a good man. Ever since I was a girl…” Her eyes shone as she went on and her scent grew complex as the shyness faded from it. “I’ve studied the Alphas and their prides with my parents. I told myself as a girl, if the opportunity to bind myself to a good man, a powerful Alpha ever came… Sir, please take me with you, and if you find me acceptable…”

      “I will agree to your demands,” I said to Craig and the young woman beamed a beatific grin at me before throwing a quick hug around her mother’s and father's shoulders and turning to hurry back into the RV. “How quickly can you get started?”

      I motioned to Dee, and she handed the Styrofoam container we’d brought from the compound. Dr. Redding opened the box carefully and peered in at the neatly packaged vials with a small hopeful smile working its way onto her lips.

      “Craig will drive through the night. We’ll be at the lab by dawn, and I’ll get started right away. Did you happen to get any notes from the facility? Anything to help me get started in my work?”

      “Dr. Gupta did,” I said, pulling the portable hard drive from my back pocket, “but this is the only copy we have.”

      “Give me a moment and I will copy it,” Dr. Redding said, taking the hard drive from me and hurrying up into the RV, passing Annie on her way out.

      The young woman wore a heavy coat and black Doc Martin boots and carried a heavy pack on her back, and I was happy to see a pair of handguns strapped to her hips and a rifle in her hands. She peeked up at me from under her red bangs, blushing prettily, before hurrying over to say farewell to her parents.

      Jess emerged with the hard drive a few seconds later. What she’d used to copy the drive so fast, I didn’t know, but she pressed it back into my hand and threw her arms around the girl’s shoulders.

      “It was good to meet you all,” I said, “and we’ll be sure to keep in touch. Remember to wait for our signal to blow those Landing Stations.”

      “Yes, sir,” Craig said with a sharp nod. “And please care for my girl… She’s all we have in this world.”

      “You have my word,” I said, ignoring the girl’s scarlet blush and the scent of her sudden and overwhelming arousal as the man pushed her toward me. “Come along, Annie.”

      “Yes, sir,” the girl said, hurrying up to my side with a small smile creasing the corners of her lips.

      I left Dee to speak with her friends as I led Annie across the tarmac. The conversation behind me was hushed, but with my keen sense of hearing it would be too easy to eavesdrop so I pressed the girl or details about herself.

      “Where did you grow up?” I asked her when we’d gone twenty feet or so, her scent jumping back and forth between excitement and anxiety.

      “On my parents' farm,” she said with breathless excitement, the girl practically bouncing on her toes as we walked. “There and the university where they taught. It was basically my playground as a kid. Did you grow up in Portland?”

      “In a suburb,” I said.

      “I always wanted to visit Portland… before…” Her expression fell for a second before perking back up. “What was high school like? I always wanted to go to a school with other kids my age.”

      “You didn’t go to school?” I asked.

      “Oh, I did, but after a few tests when I was young, they put me in accelerated programs. I had a lot of teachers but no peers.” She grinned, the smile slipping when I didn’t laugh. “I’m not a total nerd, though! Well… maybe.”

      “Nothing wrong that,” I said, with an easy laugh. “I suffer from my fair share of nerdiness too.”

      “What was it like growing up in Portland? Were your mom and dad… with you when everything went down?”

      “No, my parents passed away years ago,” I said, glancing back and seeing Dee still huddled with Annie’s parents, the pair resting arms on the young woman’s shoulders. I couldn’t make out her scent, but the shake of her shoulders told me she was finally releasing the emotions she’d bottled up.
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      Three dozen men sat around a long oval conference table. Flat-screen televisions on the walls showed other faces connected over a video link.

      The seven young men, now in their early twenties, were scattered throughout the room, sitting beside silver-haired men in expensive suits with the neatly coifed hairstyles of politicians. An older man sitting at the head of the table began speaking, his face etched with concern.

      “Recent reports from the media sector indicate growing polarization derived from a lack of accurate information. This contravenes our mission of providing free access to information around the world. Matthew, do you have a report?”

      “Yes, Director.” Matthew rose smoothly, and when he spoke it was in a calm, commanding tone that put the others around the room at ease. “My data scientists have discovered it’s in our organization’s best interest to encourage the polarization happening within our nations. This will lead each of your respective governments to take our advice to heart.”

      There were murmurs of disapproval at this, and the director’s frown deepened. The man clearly hadn’t been expecting Matthew to say this.

      “If you’ll open the packets provided.”—Matthew motioned to folders before each of the politicians—“you’ll see how a further increase of disunity by roughly 10% of your populations would provide the exact openings we need to put our reforms in place.”

      “You Alphas were supposed to make the world more peaceful!” shouted a man with a long, dark beard near the center of the table. Looking around angrily, he slapped a hand on the table. “When King Mohammed agreed to provide his youngest son to your unholy experiments, he was promised the world order would remain in place. These separatist forces will tear our nation apart!”

      “Peace, Uncle,” Adesh said, placating the older man beside him with a calming gesture. “Neither Matthew nor I want those separatist whores to gain an ounce more power, but you can’t smash them with the military like you want. Listen to the man, and if you don’t like what he has to say, we choose another path.”

      Around the room, the coterie of young Alphas whispered in the ears of their politicians, and it was a more receptive audience that listened as Matthew spoke about furthering divisions around the world so they would look to those in the room for guidance.

      “Tom Redding and the director have begun something grand with this Council,” Matthew finished with a flourish, “but it is up to us, the men in this room, to see Master William’s vision of an ordered world at peace. And we will see it through to the end!”

      Not all were convinced by the man’s words, but those who were on the fence had a young man at their elbow whispering in their ears, allaying concerns and fears. The old director sighed and hammered his gavel once more, calling for a vote. And as Matthew looked on with a proud smile, every hand rose to back his proposal.

      

      I found myself opening up to Annie as we strolled across the tarmac. The girl was shy but flirty, and her sidelong glances and long fluttering eyelashes gave it the feel of a first date, ruined only by the pack and bulky weapons she carried. Her mood was mercurial, bouncing from question to question randomly as she pressed me for details about my life and our recent adventures. I was relaying the tale of how we’d infiltrated Alpha Command and escaped when Dee came marching past me with long strides, a frown on her face when she glanced over.

      “If you two are done ‘walking out’ then let’s get aboard. We’ve wasted too much time already.”

      “They won’t harm your sisters or mother,” Annie said, walking over and gripping Dee’s hand. “They’re too valuable.”

      “There are multiple ways to harm a woman, Annie. You’ve lived a sheltered life.”

      The girl was quiet after that, and I was happy when Ava came down from the plane. She was bundled up in a fur-lined white coat with black leggings. I took in her beauty and felt as if I was returning home, odd after only going a few hundred yards.

      “Ava, this is Annie. She’ll be traveling with us for the foreseeable future,” I said, introducing the girl who tried to curtsy, or bow, but nearly dropped her rifle, snatching it at the last moment.

      “A pleasure, ma’am.”

      “The pleasure is all ours, I’m sure,” Ava said, drawing the girl up the stairs and into the cabin. She shot me an approving grin over the girl's shoulder and glanced over our heads. “It seems your parents aren’t quite done with you, though.”

      We all looked back to find the RV trundling down the tarmac with Craig waving an arm out the window. The heavy trailer pulled to the side before us and stopped, the man hopping out and shouting as he moved down the side.

      “Donna would have my hide if we didn’t offer you all your pick from the armory. Can’t say as you look best prepared for what you’re taking on. Mayhap this will be some help.”

      Craig’s expression was mischievous, and I saw a beaming grin on his face as he unlocked one of the large panels on the side of the vehicle. I frowned at the girl, and she flashed me an impish grin.

      “Daddy likes guns and things that go boom.”

      I turned back with interest and swore softly when the heavy door tipped open to reveal rows of firearms neatly resting against the panels within. I saw heavy machine guns, small pistols, a bazooka or R.P.G. of some kind, braces of grenades, and boxes upon boxes of ammunition stuffed into the floor of the space.

      My jaw was hanging open as I walked close, approaching the portly little man’s collection and unable to take my eyes from it. The man scratched the back of his neck and looked embarrassed.

      “Should have thought about it earlier, but this is a lot of excitement for me.”

      “Sir, you have nothing to apologize for,” I said, reaching and gripping his shoulder. He winced when I gripped it and grinned at him but offered a weak smile in return.

      “Please… take whatever you want!”

      I thought I was excited until Ava ran up and I caught the look on my stepmom’s face. She looked like a kid in a candy store as she ran her eyes over the collection. In the end, we each ended up taking two to three new guns apiece, with so much ammunition for them all that I feared the plane would burn too much fuel.

      There was even a small collection of curved blades, in various lengths and thicknesses, similar in design to the one I’d left in the monster’s skull. Dee replaced her sword, and I took one as well. I had no idea how to use the thing, but I couldn’t pass up the opportunity.

      As the others were sifting through the guns, Dee pointing out what might be useful to each and helping them gather ammo for the weapons, Ava pulled me off to one side.

      “It’s time, Courtney,” she said with a firm tone of voice that I hadn’t heard in weeks, if not months, from her.

      “Time for what?” I asked, curious at the fixed determination in her scent.

      “You’ve put off bonding Brianna and healing the girl for too long.” I opened my mouth to object, but she spoke right over me, her tone that of my mom once again, causing odd feelings to awaken inside. “I know you have plans for the girl, maybe even Annie now. I assume it’s some plan to use the mutants against our enemies, but can you do that now? Can you consign a single one of the Balphas to death in furtherance of your cause?”

      My mouth closed, and I felt a frown slip onto my face because she was right, of course.

      “I won’t pressure you about Donatella,” Ava said softly, slipping her arm in mine and pressing her warmth to my side. “But we need to be as one if we’re going to have any success.”

      “I wanted to avoid putting you, Madelyn, and Shandra in harm’s way,” I said, finally admitting it to myself as I said it out loud.

      “We are capable of deciding for ourselves whether we want to be or not,” Ava said, and I heard the chastisement, even if her tone was gentle. “You were always the type of boy who would put others' happiness before his own, and you’ve become the type of man who does the same with safety. What is it that’s really holding you back? I thought you would have taken Brianna on the flight here. I know she was hoping for it. Are you still having trouble with how comfortable Madge and I are with all this?”

      There was a hint of amusement in Ava’s eyes as she cocked an eyebrow at me.

      “I’m over that worry,” I said with a smile for her. “Mostly.”

      She chuckled and patted my wrist. “I wish you could see the man you’ve grown into these past weeks. It’s extraordinary what you’ve done here.” She nodded at the women all arming themselves and at Dee standing off on one side watching with an amused smile. “You don’t even see how different Donatella sees you now, do you? She follows your lead, Courtney, we all do. And you’ve given Madelyn and I the greatest blessing in the world.” She rested a hand over her belly with a look that held all the love a woman could hold in it, and my heart swelled to know I had a hand in her happiness.

      “I’m stretched too thin,” I said, realizing the truth as soon as I admitted it. “Things have been barreling forward like a ball rolling downhill, and I barely know what the hell’s going on. The world is chaos, and I’ve barely had a chance to sit down with you or Madelyn, let alone Shandra, and have… I don’t know, a deep conversation or something.”

      “Is that what this is about?” Ava asked, her face growing thoughtful as she nodded. “I can see that… and I might have a solution to that for you.”

      In answer to my questioning frown, Ava just offered me a wink and slipped out of my arms to find Madelyn, who was hearing instructions on how to load and chamber rounds in a light machine gun.

      Annie gave both of her parents another hug goodbye before climbing onto the plane to join us. We thanked the pair one last time before sealing the cabin door and taxiing around to the runway. As the plane took off and I watched the world shrink outside the small window, I couldn’t help fearing this was the last time I’d see my home continent.
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      “We want you to bond us together,” Annie said, drawing me out of my focused study of a map on my phone.

      The two young women stood beside one another, shifting nervously from foot to foot, but their scents were as determined as their expressions. I sat back in my chair and glanced over to where Ava sat, but she offered me a smile that said, “Don’t look at me.”

      “We already know what your objection will be,” Brianna said quickly. “But this will be special for both of us!”

      “Explain,” I said, closing my phone and setting it aside.

      I indicated they should both sit down, but they remained standing, both with hands clasped before them as if they’d prepared this speech in the three hours we’d been in flight over the Atlantic.

      “I’ve grown up dreaming of being a member of a pride,” Annie said, her freckled features cherry red and her eyes looking at the floor, but she powered through the wave of embarrassment that filled her scent. “Once, when I was twelve, I snuck into the Alpha-Omega house when Tom Redding was visiting. His first-wife, Jocelyn, was a professor for a semester, and she’d identified two coeds for her Alpha…” The girl’s eyes traveled up to meet mine finally and I saw a burning well of passion in her that remained untapped. “Watching him bond them together…” She shivered and bit her bottom lip before going on. “After that, the pair were inseparable. They’d been friendly before but became like sisters after, and I would like to be that for Brianna.”

      She smiled at the dark-haired driver, but I was unconvinced. Shifting my gaze to Brianna, I raised an eyebrow, and she swallowed hard before speaking.

      “I’m not as… romantic as Annie,” I was happy to see her break into a grin for the girl and lean against her. “Though I wish I was. My problem is… Sir, I need the sisterhood… I’ve never been comfortable around men and thought I might be a lesbian when I was younger. I’m not,” she hurriedly added. “But I can see this…”—she reached out and brushed a lock of Annie’s red hair over a shoulder and smiled when the teen blushed—“with less fear than I can contemplate… the rest of it.”

      A half-dozen things became obvious when she said that. The mixture of wariness and desire she often felt around me, and the comfort she took from Ava, Madelyn, and especially Shandra. Annie looked up at the brunette with a fond smile, her scent filling with compassion, and I came to a decision.

      “Then I agree,” I said, holding up a finger when the pair clutched hands and flashed each other excited grins. “On the condition we do it now, before we land. I want us all to be one solid unit before we jump into the fire again.” I met Ava, Madelyn, and Shandra’s eyes and saw they were in agreement. More than that, the three shared satisfied smiles that triggered my suspicions.

      “Why don’t you three head into the back office?” Madelyn asked. “I took the liberty of… setting the mood.”

      “Give us one minute!” Annie said, her shyness vanishing as she dragged Brianna behind her.

      The brunette wore an amused smile as her eyes found mine, and I tracked the pair as they hurried into the back. No sooner had the door shut, than Madelyn and Shandra were on their feet and plucking at my pants.

      “These things are disgusting,” Madelyn said before digging through my bag. “Take them off, and I’ll get your something clean.”

      “And you smell of old sweat and smoke. Not a bad smell, but we can do better for the girls, I think.” Shandra had me wipe down with a baby wipe, before spritzing me with a faint cologne.

      I felt stiff nipples press into my back and the heavenly aroma of Ava surrounded me like a cloud as she ran her fingers up through my hair, combing the dark locks back. As the other two fussed, my stepmom’s hands worked my stiff muscles, easing the last of my tension away before sending me off with a firm swat on the ass and a wink.

      I glanced out the window before stepping into the back office and saw the continent passing by beneath us. Dee hadn’t reported any other flights in the air, but I half expected a jet to show up any second and blow us out of the sky. Putting the thought out of my mind, I drew in a deep breath and pushed open the office door.

      The sight I found waiting for me inside gave me pause, and I took a long second to take it in. There were no candles on the plane, obviously, but the women had taken pains to give the office the same mood. Red cloth and lace were draped over the three desk lamps around the space, their lights positioned to fill the room with a dim, romantic light.

      The desk had been pushed up against one of the curving walls and the chairs and couch stripped of pillows. The pillows and half a dozen blankets lay in the center of the floor, arranged in a large heart shape. Sitting in the center of the heart were Annie and Brianna, each with an arm around the other’s lower back, their fingers gripping one another’s hips nervously as their shining eyes alighted on me.

      The girls had removed their clothing and sat in their undergarments. And though I caught a hint of nervous anticipation in their scents, the overpowering aroma in the room was one of accomplishment and desire. Letting the door swing shut behind me, I took a single step into the room, feeling the beast within, slumbering since my fight with the monster and subsequent escape, purr in pleasure.

      Brianna looked like a pale angel. The exact type of pretty brunette that would have caught my eye and heart when I was in school. Her dark hair hung down her back long and straight, framing her beautiful face and long neck. The young woman’s breasts were high, firm, and tiny in comparison to Annie’s, and they didn’t seem to need her thin black bra to retain their firm shape. It was the woman’s long, slender legs and her perfect, tight ass that had driven me so crazy over the past couple of days, and from the way she sat and the glint in her eyes when mine fell down to the curve of her backside, she was aware and proud of her best features.

      Annie in contrast didn’t know her body at all. The nineteen-year-old held one arm before her stomach, trying to hide the small softness there, as well as cover the green panties that hid the treasure between her legs. The girl’s heavy hips and thighs were smooth as baby skin and a creamy white that made my fingers itch to touch.

      It was the teenager’s massive chest that trapped my gaze and made my mouth go dry. She caught the stare and her grin widened and some of the shyness faded from her scent. She sat up a little straighter. The thick green bra she wore swayed side to side with its heavy load. Annie had the biggest and most beautiful tits I’d ever seen before.

      Suddenly the tight bra, barely containing those colossal tits, sprang open, Brianna’s fingers having flicked the clasp, and fell down. Annie gasped prettily, and both Brianna and I had similar looks of awe as the teen’s breasts swung free, only to stand out from her chest, firm and proud. The ends were capped in large pale areolae and small inverted nipples that my mouth ached to suckle.

      “Hey!” Annie said, flashing the older girl a shocked grin before reaching up and flicking the clasp on Brianna’s bra.

      The slender brunette had one second of embarrassment, looking at the other girl’s massive breasts. Until she saw Annie’s and my expressions when we took in their perfection. Capped in firm, dark pink nipples, Brianna’s breasts were a perfect handful and looked like they’d been sculpted by a surgeon.

      “Kneel.”
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      The word ground out from the back of my throat, filled with deeper tones of command that I took note of with one part of my mind. The beast growled its need, and I wasn’t going to deny it. Not when the pair of them crawled forward with such alacrity.

      Annie's massive breasts swayed side to side, and the wide sweep of her hips tantalized, but it was Brianna’s catlike crawl that incensed my desires. The slender woman moved like a dancer, her limbs and torso undulating until she knelt beside Annie, their bottom lips trembling as they stared up at me.

      Reaching down, I popped the button on my clean pants, finding it amusing that I’d changed, only to wear them for a couple minutes. As my manhood flopped into view, Brianna sighed in pleasure and Annie gasped, her round eyes going wide. I saw her hand grip the other woman’s tight, a hint of trepidation entering her scent.

      The desire to breed filled me, the beast rising up, all want and need, but I didn’t need to submit to its desire. I ruled.

      The beast faded as I felt my cock throb. With a tightening of muscles, I was only dimly aware of, I pressed a bit of my essence out. The cabin filled with the musky scent and both women swooned as it affected them.

      Their pupils dilated, and they clung to one another, swaying on their knees mere inches from the tip of my cock. Their eyes fell to the fat bead, but both held in place, locked by my will. The effect was so similar to the fear I’d experienced with the monster that I was shocked in place for a long second.

      “Nghh.” The faintest whimper of desire escaped Brianna’s throat, and I was brought back into the moment.

      Pushing aside the revelation, I came back to the moment and let a low growl of desire escape my own throat. The sound released the women from their spell of stillness and they fell forward as one. Arms around each other’s backs, they both slipped hands around the base of my cock as their tongues ran over the fat head, warring with one another as they both sought to take me into their mouths at once.

      “Together,” I purred, seeing them struggle for pride of place. “Work as…. Ohhhh… yesss…. One…. Hmmm.”

      The pair glanced at one another and Annie blushed deeply, but Brianna grinned, shuffling closer to the curvy little redhead. Biting her bottom lip, the brunette ran her fingers up into those thick red tresses and pressed the teen’s thick lips around the head of my cock.

      Annie’s eyes went wide and rolled back into her head, a moan of pleasure escaping her as she sucked hard, eager little tongue lapping at the tip of my cock as she sucked down my essence. Her thick hips shook, and with difficulty she drew her lips back off my cock, fingers slipping around the base as she angled it to the other woman.

      “Now you… I want to see how to do it right.”

      Annie’s shy smile made my cock throb all the harder, and I flexed those muscles, my control growing ever so slightly as another bead of clear pre-cum pooled at the tip of my cock. Brianna shuddered when the scent hit her, and she didn’t need the younger woman’s hand pressing her forward as she took my cock into her hot, wet mouth.

      I sighed in pleasure as her tonsils massaged the head of my cock, her long tongue teasing the underside. Then Brianna pulled back, her big, dark blue eyes rolling back under fluttering lashes as her lips curling up at the corners in a grin.

      “Mhmmm,” she moaned, before pulling back and gasping, her big eyes slowly coming back into focus as she stared up at me. “What…”

      “Pre-frontal cortex orgasm,” Annie breathed, the girl’s expression awed as she sat back up, recovering and grinning at the other woman. “I’ve heard it theorized but never… Never dreamed it possible. My entire body is alive… Every nerve ending is screaming for one thing…”

      The pair flashed eager grins at one another, then pressed in close, their nails digging into my ass as they pulled me to them. Two sets of lips latched to the sensitive flesh, licking, sucking, and kissing their way up and down either side of my dick.

      They kept their eyes locked on each other, their arms holding one another tight as they worked in tandem. I could see their smiles back and forth, the crinkles at the edges of their eyes, when they discovered some new trick together. Such as when they moved back and forth together, lips puffed out and sucking as they moved up and down my dick, earning a moan of pleasure from me. Or when their hands stroked me together, fingers interlocked and slick with their saliva while they took delicate licks around the puffy head of my cock.

      The intense pleasure surrounding me had my dick throbbing and balls churning in minutes, but I held off as long as possible, building up a massive double load of cum. Words were beyond me as the pleasure raced up and down my spine and out to curl my toes, but the pair could sense my approaching orgasm and they whimpered wordlessly as their hands worked me with quick, short strokes.

      “Yesss!” they cried as one as the first thick shot of pearlescent cum arced forth across their upturned mouths. Then both dove forward, lips and tongues lapping up every drop of my cum as they shared it between them.

      My legs were shaking and knees trembling when Annie fell atop Brianna. The teen was shaking with pleasure, her whimpering moans causing my dick to plump up as the girls kissed, tongues pushing my cum back and forth.

      “It’s so sweet,” Annie purred in surprise.

      “The sweeter it is, the more powerful our man is… that’s what they say.”

      “Really?”

      “And from the look in his eyes, our man is ready to plow you right now.” Brianna’s hands reached up, gliding across the teen’s pale round ass. “How about it, sir? Do you want to breed this virgin pussy first?”

      “Oh, God!” Annie cried when the deep growl of desire issued from the back of my throat and I dropped behind her.

      Gripping the teen’s soft hips, I pulled back and her wetness slid along the length of my cock. Brianna’s fingers pressed it against Annie’s pussy lips, grinding the girl’s hard little clit along the shaft. Pulling back, she pressed the fat head into the girl’s waiting sex, and I pushed forward slowly.

      I’d never fucked a virgin, and the feeling of her tightness gripping my thick cock was incredible. I nearly lost control and drove forward to the hilt, remembering at the last moment and pressing forward with deliberate slowness. Her womanhood parted like paper before me and with only a brief tensing of her back, the girl sighed out in pleasure.

      “Ohhhhh yessss!”

      Annie shocked me by thrusting back when I was only a third of the way into her tight red pussy, and I watched in awe as her big soft ass slammed back into me and the girl shrieked in pleasure. Running one hand up her waist and gathering one of those massive, pendulous breasts, I began driving in and out of her with harder and harder thrusts.

      “Fuck me, sir! Oh, God, yes, CT, fuck me… breed me… fill me!”

      Annie’s shyness was gone as she arched her back, eyes wild with pleasure and her screams filling the cabin. It wasn’t long before the intensity of the teen’s spasming pussy, convulsing in orgasm since the moment I began driving into her with purpose, sent me over the edge.

      My fingers sank deep into her firm breast, and I grunted as I flooded the girl’s womb. Her head nearly cracked into mine when her final orgasm hit and she threw it back, a silent scream escaping her before she collapsed upon Brianna.

      I didn’t have a chance to recover as the brunette flipped me onto my back with shockingly strong arms. The redhead slumped to the side, a weak grin of bliss twisting her thick lips as her ass shook, aftershocks wracking her body.

      Brianna wasn’t screwing around, figuratively.

      Ironhard fingers gripped the back of my neck as she pulled me into her kiss, the other hand gripping the base of my still throbbing cock, sensitive from cumming seconds before. I gasped as the pleasure intensified almost to pain when Brianna pressed me into her sopping sex.

      The young woman’s dark blue eyes were locked on mine as she slowly sank down. I watched her expression melt from one of fixed need to gentle joy and then into awed pleasure as she came to rest upon my lap. My manhood filled the slender woman, and I held her close. For one second we remained there, as the last of her mind’s walls tumbled down.

      Brianna’s eyes welled up with tears, but she blinked them away rapidly, a fierce smile flashing onto her lips, and before I could open my mouth to speak, she pressed her lips to mine in a passionate kiss.

      “Mhphm!” She never broke the kiss, her firm little tongue working its way into my mouth as her ass rose and fell, slamming down with a wet sound as our sexes met.

      My hands explored Brianna’s tight little body, cupping her firm ass and breasts as she rode me with wild abandon. It took a little longer to reach my peak of pleasure, but not by much, as the wild little woman screamed out in pleasure in my lap. Her eyes flashed open wide, and her scream choked off into gasps when she felt the first powerful spurts of my cum invade her womb. Then her muscles sagged as she collapsed against me.
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      I fell back onto the blankets as Brianna mumbled incoherently atop me. Our combined juices sloughed out of her sex as my softening dick slipped free. But instead of crawling off me, Brianna dragged herself upward, hands clasping the side of my head as she drew my lips to hers in a deep kiss.

      When our eyes blinked open, and I stared into hers, I saw peace for the first time since I’d first met her. As I trailed gentle fingers down her spine, Brianna shivered and nipped at my lips before slipping her hips beside mine.

      “Shandra was right… I feel alive now, like never before.”

      “Master isn’t done with us yet,” purred Annie as she crawled up to my side and dropped down onto my chest, her massive breasts pressing between us. “There are still so many positions to try. And he hasn’t completed the Trinity yet.”

      “The Trinity?” I asked with a raised eyebrow and a crooked grin.

      “Uh huh,” Annie said, her freckled check blushing scarlet as she wiggled her plump rear against my hand, encouraging me to grip and spank it. “A true Beloved Bride offers up every hole for her Alpha to breed, and when he does, her heart will be his for all time.”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked with a chuckle, giving her plump rump a firm slap and earning a yelp of pleasure from the teen. “Beloved Bride?”

      “Ohhh, do that again, Daddy!” The girl’s cheeks turned a brighter shade of red as she buried her face in the crook of my arm, earning a snort of laughter from Brianna. When I planted a red mark on the creamy skin, Brianna ground her wetness against my hip, all signs of amusement gone as she watched the redhead writhe.

      “Tell me what you’re talking about?” I asked.

      “It’s nothing, just something I overheard.” The teen still blushed a furious shade of red, but she spoke with a breathless excitement as her hand joined Brianna’s on my slowly rising cock. “I think it was a joke… but maybe we should find out?”

      “I’m willing to try.” I chuckled, my eyes tracing the girl’s curves as I throbbed under their light fingers. “But first I want to try something else.”

      “Anything,” Annie breathed.

      Brianna was already grinning, and she reached out and wrapped a hand around one of the teen’s massive breasts, latching her lips onto the small, inverted nipple. The sight was incredible, and I lay there for a second, hands filled with both of their asses, arms around them as I watched the teen’s eyes close and lips purse in an “O” of pleasure as Brianna nursed gently.

      Lowering my head, I traced the tip of my tongue over the second soft nipple, feeling the nubbin of flesh firm under the gentle touch until I could suckle it into my lips.

      “I’m so… ohhh God… I can feel it… down in my… please!”

      What she wanted, I couldn’t say, but Brianna and I grinned at one another as we pushed the girl onto her back. The brunette on one side and I on the other, the teenager’s body was our plaything.

      We both sucked and chewed on her nipples as they grew harder and harder. Annie’s breasts were sensitive, and the girl moaned, her body writhing against ours as we played with her. Brianna and I were kissing on her smooth neck when Annie’s fingers found my stiffness and, grinning, she hauled me up.

      Brianna giggled when I threw a leg over Annie’s midriff and swung her ass around so her firm little breasts hung over Annie’s lips.

      “I was hoping I’d get to see you fuck these beautiful boobies!” Brianna’s white teeth flashed in a delighted grin before pursing in a moan of pleasure as Annie latched onto one of her nipples.

      Annie’s head rested on Brianna’s thighs as she watched in pleasure as the thick shaft of my cock pressed between her big firm breasts. Reaching down, I gathered and pressed them around my cock. Brianna leaned over and drooled a line of saliva across the teen’s tits, causing Annie to shiver as my cock slid easily between them.

      “Tell me… uhh… how it feels,” Annie panted as my cock slid through her massive breasts.

      “Like heaven wrapped around my cock,” I breathed.

      “Mhmm.” Brianna ran her thumb over the younger woman’s thick lips and shifted forward, angling her head upward.

      The position brought the head of my dick near the girl’s lips, and she hungrily took the opportunity to give the bloated head a swipe with her tongue. I groaned as the act sent a thrill of pleasure shooting up my spine. The pair took turns licking or sucking the head of my cock as it drove through.

      My dick was steel hard and aching, but the women hadn’t forgotten their earlier desire, and I found myself pressing myself into Brianna’s tightest hole as the young woman whimpered in need. It took long seconds for her tiny little opening to relax so my dick could sink in, but she never gave up and was rewarded moments after I filled her body, with a body shaking orgasm that relieved her of her ability to speak for a few minutes.

      As the slender brunette clung to her new friend, eyes rolled back into her skull and wetness draining down her thighs, I took her ass with long slow thrusts. I thought Annie’s comments earlier were mostly a joke, but as I flooded the beautiful woman’s ass, our connection deepened and solidified. I can’t say whether it was something about the act, or if it was the ultimate sacrifice of her body to her Alpha that did it. Either way, I felt as deep a connection with Brianna as I did with Ava and Madelyn, and I found a hunger to deepen the connection with Annie.

      The redhead was ready for me. Having teased herself to the point of explosion, her tight little ass swallowed my cock in a second as the teen screamed through a loud orgasm. As I gripped those wide hips and rode her bucking ass, I couldn’t help but be in awe of the teen’s inhibition. All the shyness was gone as the girl threw herself back into me, her wicked words causing my balls to throb and tighten.

      “Fuck my ass, baby! Take me, Daddy!”

      Brianna flashed a weak grin at that as she sluggishly pressed herself to my side. The brunette’s hot lips were on my neck, and her hand on my ass, urging me on, but I couldn’t pay much attention to her because Annie’s wicked ass had me on the verge of exploding. As the girl cried out in her third orgasm, I watched her eyes bulge and the sound cut off as the first thick blasts of my cum filled her bowels.

      “My love, I have found my love,” Annie whimpered as my cock slipped from her ass and she spun in my arms, clinging to me.

      The three of us were sweaty and covered in love juices, but that didn’t stop us from rolling around in the blankets and making out for another hour. Annie and Brianna both earned themselves another load of cum as they sucked me together after we washed off. That’s how I arrived in Europe, with a naked woman in either arm and a smile on my face.

      

      After two nights camping in the wilds, my little crew had fallen into a comfortable routine. In short order, the two tents would be up and a small cook fire crackling away while Dee and I scouted the area.

      This particular evening I sat on the edge of camp with my back to the fire, my senses attuned to the snow-blanketed night.

      The indistinct murmur of quiet conversation behind me was reassuring, as was the lack of fear I scented from Ava who rested against my leg, staring out into the night with me. Annie was busy pestering Dr. Gupta with more questions about what we’d found at the compound for the dozenth time while Brianna followed Dee’s directions in cleaning a rifle.

      “She will be fine,” Ava whispered, her hand gripping my calf tightly. “It was her decision, remember. If anyone can act her way past the guards, it’s Madge.”

      “I know,” I said. Though knowing didn’t ease my fears, her words were a comfort, and I gripped her tightly and glanced back at the pair of blonde sisters who huddled near the fire, quietly eating. “How are they doing? Did Dee mention anything?”

      “The poor things,” Ava said, turning her head and frowning sadly at the pair of hollow-eyed girls. “Shandra says they’re all right physically, but they’ll need time to get over the trauma of their experiences.”

      “It would be better if we could have left them someplace safe,” I said, careful to keep my voice low. Dee still heard me with her sharp hearing and offered me a nod of agreement and a frown of worry for her older sisters. But after we’d tried to leave them behind in a safe location, both had dissolved into fits of weeping, unwilling to be separated either from their sister or the man who’d saved them.

      “Have you thought about what we’re going to do if we find them all in… similar situations?”

      “Goddamn animals,” I cursed softly, remembering the horror shows we’d found outside of Southampton and Frankfurt.
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      Outskirts of Oxfordshire, England

      

      Two days before, we’d landed in the south of England and made our way to the outskirts of the Alpha compound. The facility was a fraction of the size of what they’d managed to create in America, but housed just as many women in tall apartment buildings that filled a field like a forest.

      I set aside my initial plans when I saw how lax the security was. With Dee at my side, the two of us followed her sister’s scent and found the girl tied to a bed within a couple hours.

      Getting her out hadn’t been nearly so easy since once a slender little man with a viperish tongue found us, things got interesting. As Dee protected her sister from two of the man’s lieutenants, I fought the leader in single combat.

      The man’s cruelty was only matched by his cowardice, and after trying to slip a hidden dagger between my ribs and failing, he tried to flee, throwing more of his men between us. The Betas were no match for me and scattered after a ferocious battle cry and a thrown fist that tore free a man’s jaw.

      I found the sniveling, little Alpha atop one of the buildings trying to board a helicopter. He was pushing four dark-skinned beauties ahead of him as he cursed their slowness. From a quick glance, one pair looked like mother and daughter and the others far too young to be used as they were.

      With an anger I thought myself past, I leapt atop the man’s back and beat him to death with heavy fists. A brief thought flashed through my mind that we should capture him, but what authority would pass judgment? Who existed to hold this being accountable?

      The women wept unconsolably when their master died at my hands, but their fear of me kept them back. As I made my way back to Dee and her sister, I passed through the building’s halls, passing rooms where women still lay or were tied up, mute evidence of what the man and his underlings had been up to here.

      The remaining Alphas scattered before I emerged. The death of their master reverberated through their ranks, and though many took women with them, we couldn’t waste our time tracking them down.

      “We could be leaving a worse chaos behind us,” I said as I stared around at rising columns of smoke and growing crowds of scared women.

      “They have defenses and numbers,” Dee said with a frown as she pulled her shell-shocked sister close. “Once I get my family back, I can think about helping them, but not before.”

      I didn’t want to agree with the silver-haired woman, but I knew time was pressing. Craig and his people had taken out the Landing Stations that very morning, and we had days, hopefully, before internet and communications were back up. We had to move fast if we wanted to get her family back without their captors being alerted that we were coming.

      Donatella’s sister Glynis stood an inch taller than her and was, if anything, more attractive. Where Dee was all delicate features and expressive eyes, Glynis had a softer beauty. The young woman’s mouth was wide and sensual, her nose aquiline, and her eyes a blue so dark they appeared violet in direct sunlight. Glynis was a full-figured woman, and her curves were enough to make any man stumble, but her muted scent and the hollow look in her eyes spoke to the ordeal she’d been put through.

      I found a blanket and covered Glynis’s near nakedness, but the only reaction she offered was a single blink of eyes locked on her feet. Careful to leave her in Dee’s protective arms, I guided the pair out of there, ready for anything but not surprised when we were left unmolested.

      There were Alphas stalking us as we left, men young and old who trailed behind walls and buildings or roofs. What they wanted I couldn’t say, but the air was thick with their fear. The fear was so thick the hackles on my neck rose and a part of myself I had to wall off wanted to hunt the Betas down as prey, or at least one or two, to teach them a lesson.

      Instead, I reached within and imagined the pain I’d sensed in that monster. The pain of a life lost, a body malformed, and of a mother killed in birth and left to rot by your creators. The pain of a creature so intent on justice or revenge or blind hate that it tracked its creators to their homes and ate every mutated one of them.

      The howl I let loose there near the Alpha compound outside of Oxfordshire, shocked Dee and Glynis so much the latter blinked rapidly, her cheeks gaining a good bit of color but did nothing to the Alphas. What scattered them was the brief pulse of fear scent that I sent out in a wave.

      One second they were stalking us, then fear the likes of which they’d never felt before froze them in place as my howl rose up. Confusion, shock and more fear followed, and I grinned as I sensed the men withdraw, the last Alphas leaving the compound free.

      “What the hell was that?” Dee asked, licking her lips and watching me warily.

      I realized too late that the fear had hit her and her sister too, the scent as indiscriminate for me as it had been for the monster. The apology was on the tip of my tongue, but something in the way she was now looking at me stilled my tongue. The girl’s complex aroma shifted, the deep well of sadness that had been there since our confrontation with Matthew faded, replaced with that same shy curiosity I’d felt building from her before.

      

      Frankfurt, Germany

      

      Seven hours later, under the cover of darkness, I was walking through the front gates of the Frankfurt compound. There were no guards at the neatly built guard station, nor did I find any inside the compound. In fact, the place seemed mostly deserted until I passed a small stadium and heard the roar of a crowd inside.

      Peeking through a chain-link fence, I found thousands gathered in the stands, all the women wearing a facsimile of a European schoolgirl’s uniform. Only the crowd wasn’t all women here. Men took up a sizable portion.

      It wasn’t until I found another vantage point that I saw what it was they were cheering, and my stomach turned. A pair of naked women with spears fought a wild tiger, their faces straining with terror while the crowd screamed for blood.

      “There she is!” Dee hissed, pointing into the stands at a tall blonde woman with a sad expression who sat beside a tall lanky man with a cruel cast to his features.

      Donatella had been loath to leave her sister alone, but Ava and Shandra had built up a rapport with the young woman. The airport I’d left my pride at was less secure than the one we’d found in England, however, and I wanted to get this over and done with.

      It would be suicide to go in and grab Dee’s sister right now. With thousands watching and dozens of young Alphas near at hand, whoever the lanky man was, he’d have all the help he needed to put us down. Then a muted roar sounded from the other side of the stadium, and I had an idea.

      “Come with me,” I said, skirting the building.

      We passed a couple cavorting in the bushes, the woman’s bare feet rising into the air and kicking with each grunt and cry of pleasure. Another three didn’t even bother with the bushes, and I saw Dee blush faintly when we passed the threesome in full swing.

      She was about to ask where we were headed when we saw the cages and her scent shifted from curiosity to amusement. There were several women in charge of the animals, but they were easily herded out of there with a few threatening words from Dee while I walked around and snapped the heavy locks with my bare hands.

      A single growl or warning kept the dozen or so great cats from seeing me as a snack or threat, and another sent them racing out of there and down the long hall into the arena. Screams and cries erupted from the stands a few seconds later, and within a minute it was pure bedlam as the tigers raced around looking for an escape.

      Dee and I slipped in the fearful masses of uniform-clad women and men while I stalked the lanky man and Dee the tall blonde he dragged out at his side. We passed several Alphas and their prides, but most seemed oblivious to us in the tumult. The one or two who offered challenging or questioning looks were easily backed down with a hard stare or a quiet growl, reminding them of their place.

      “We’re going to try again tonight, and I swear, woman, if you’re still not bred, I’ll have my pride beat some sense into your again, you understand?!”

      “Mmm.”

      We were mere feet behind the lanky man and Dee’s sister, my heart thudding slowly as I controlled my emotions so we wouldn’t clue anyone to what we were about. Dee didn’t have the same control as I’d learned and the man must have caught a whiff of her determination because he spun, suddenly wary as he stared at the faces streaming past in the crowd, quickly spotting the pair of us.

      “Donatella?” the man said, his tone amused more than shocked. “How did you get in… Doesn’t matter,” he continued, his grin turning evil. “I’ll have two of my master’s Treasures to play with—”

      It was Dee’s sister who reacted first. The tall woman’s vacant eyes settled on the silver-haired woman and widened in recognition, and then terror filled her scent when the lanky man mentioned having “two to play with.”

      Heedless of her own safety, the woman threw herself at the tall man, hands reaching for his neck. The man was so shocked he didn’t smash her down in an instant, as his Alpha reflexes would have let him, and she managed to wrap strong fingers around his throat.

      A half-dozen men nearby came rushing to their leader’s aid, and I leapt to intercept them, dropping two with heavy blows to the sides of their heads and the third with a foot to his stomach that dropped him heaving and retching to the ground.

      In the chaos of the crowds rushing past, none seemed to notice the Alpha who lay on his back, hands pinned by a silver-haired young woman’s boots as a stunningly gorgeous blonde choked the life from him. The man’s eyes bulged and his tongue lolled out to the side as his face got redder and redder. His heels kicked and thudded against the turf, but the determined young woman never released her grip. Her sobs and heaves of emotion didn’t weaken her arms, and it took Dee and I both to pry her fingers from the man’s still form.

      “We have to go, Emma!”

      “Dee?” the young woman asked, glancing around as if she were lost.

      Reaching down, I picked up Emma and cradled her in my arms. The woman went stiff for one second as fear filled her scent, but then Dee was there, pressing close and whispering in her sister’s ear. I couldn’t make out what she said over the loud crowd, but Emma sagged against me, her scent shifting to wary relief and exhaustion.

      No one stopped or questioned us as we walked back out of the compound the way we’d come in. We were a good hundred meters outside the neatly arranged outer walls when a siren and shouts erupted from inside.

      “Looks like they found the body,” Dee said with a concerned frown for her sister, who was dead asleep in my arms, her head resting on my shoulder. “I wish we could kill that bastard again.”

      “There are other bastards that need killing,” I reminded her. “Focus on the living.”

      She blinked, and I saw a series of emotions flit across her face and through her scent from hurt to anger and finally to agreement as she frowned at her sister. The frown shifted up to me and the shy curiosity was back, but added to it was a new emotion. I’d never thought to smell jealousy from Dee, but as I held the voluptuous body against me and glanced down at Emma’s flawless features, I couldn’t help but be affected.
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      Movement on the dirt road leading up to our camp brought me to alert, and when I spotted Madelyn’s dirty blonde hair, I patted Ava on the shoulder and pointed. We hurried down the slope and met Madge on the edge of the tree line. The sight of her safe and unharmed released a knot of tension I’d been holding inside, and I folded the beautiful women in my arms.

      “We were so worried about you!” Ava said to her friend as she joined the hug and we turned to head up to the camp.

      “What happened down there?” I asked as Madge flashed us both grateful smiles.

      “Let’s wait till we’re with everyone,” she said, the smile slipping from her face as her scent turned troubled. “I don’t think you or Dee are going to like what I learned.”

      Five minutes later all of us were huddled around a small fire as Madelyn told her story.

      “I presented myself at the gates and told them the story I’d rehearsed, not that it was even necessary. The guards they have are no more than boys, and it was a simple thing to convince them I’d wandered in from the wilds.” The actress blushed, and I scented amusement from her as she went on. “I feared they might want something… dirty… and was about to turn and flee, knowing I’d rather die than be with another man, but they were entirely focused on some schoolgirls who were trying to join their prides.

      “After meeting a harridan of a woman and being given a mop bucket and ordered to clean up after an orgy, I was left free to wander the place where I chose.” Madge grinned gratefully when Brianna handed her a steaming mug of tea and took a delicate sip before sighing in pleasure. “That’s one thing I never thought of before, but the easiest way to go unnoticed is to look like you’re a janitor. I walked right into their command building and stood outside offices and conference rooms as they discussed all manner of things. My Russian is poor, but from what I gathered, the men in command left this morning with all of their women.” Madelyn shot Dee and me frowns and said in a soft voice, “And the last thing I heard was that a pair had forced a silver-haired woman onto the plane with them.”

      “Where did they take her?” Dee hissed.

      “I couldn’t find that out,” Madelyn said, her voice pained, and I knew this is why she drew her story out, she’d been working up to telling us. “I stayed as long as I dared… Once the sun stared to set… Those men scared me.”

      “No,” Dee said with a shake of her head and a tight-lipped smile for the older woman. “You did perfect, Madelyn, thank you.”

      The young woman stood and glanced over to the pair huddled next to one another, and I saw her face crumple in tears before she fled to into her own tent. I glanced over to Ava, and she nodded, rising, and slipped in after Dee.

      “We keep on with the plan for now,” I said to the unsure faces looking to me for guidance. “Cairo next, and then Mumbai. But tonight, let’s forget our mission for a few hours and try to get some rest.”

      “I don’t need rest,” Madelyn said with a snort of laughter. “I need a drink.”

      “Ditto!” Annie said with a bright grin, her freckled checks reddening as Shandra and Madelyn frowned at her. “Come on… don’t say I’m too young to drink!”

      “We’re in Russia,” Madelyn said with a chuckle as she dug through her bag and came up with a sloshing bottle of vodka. “I think it’s illegal not to drink vodka if you’re here.”

      “Pour me a double,” Brianna said with a shiver. “It’s fucking freezing.”

      “Should we invite Dee and Ava?” Shandra asked with a worried frown at the girl’s tent.

      “She’ll come when she’s feeling better,” I said, taking a tin cup of strong smelling alcohol from Madge and suppressing a snarl at the toxic fumes. I had a strong aversion to ingesting the poisonous liquid, even as I craved the intoxicating effects. “You should offer Glynis and Emma cups, though.”

      The pair watched us with those dull, hollowed out expressions, but I caught a hint of something in their scents. Something that craved community and fellowship. As Shandra went over, Annie pulled out her phone and put music on, keeping the volume low so the sound wouldn’t carry.

      Lying back I tried to relax, but found it difficult, even with the alcohol and gentle music to help. My plans were in disarray, and I had no idea where they might have taken Dee’s sister, nor how to find out. The ladies kept up their pleasant chatter, Annie and Brianna teasing out details from Madelyn about her years in Hollywood, while Shandra sat with the blonde sisters speaking with them quietly as they sipped their alcohol.

      I couldn’t help but feel like things were falling apart around me, and the fear didn’t fade when Ava never left Dee’s tent and I crawled into my sleeping bag alone. As sleep took me, my thoughts drifted back to my decision to come on this adventure and drag Ava, Madge, and the rest along, and I began to wonder if I hadn’t made the wrong decision. Perhaps we would have all been safer lost in the woods.
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      SCENE FIVE

      The same conference room appeared with many of the same men, only seated in different places. The director still sat at the head of the table, but he looked ancient and worn down. Bags hung under the man’s eyes, and there was a thick bandage wrapped around his head with a small stain near the temple.

      “It is with a heavy heart that I admit to our collective failure—”

      “Don’t lose faith now, Director,” Matthew said imploringly from his seat next to the old man. “We’re on the verge of achieving our dreams!”

      “Your coterie’s plans are not ours!” the man said with surprising vehemence. “You and your snakes”—he stabbed a finger around the room at the boys, not men, who sat wrapped in layers of pride and arrogance—“have undermined the faith we’ve built up with the Security Council.”

      “Greedy men with tiny vision,” Matthew said with a flick of his wrist. “Adonis has achieved a seat on the Council and will soon have them under his thumb.”

      “Again you overstep yourself,” the director said in a dangerous tone. “Adonis was to advise the Egyptian delegation from the shadows. Don’t you see, boy? Every ounce of power we take for ourselves weakens our position!”

      “And we’re supposed to let morons and ingrates rule?” Fredrick asked. The iron-haired older woman beside him hunkered down in her seat, her nervousness or fear plain around the tall Alpha. “Shizer! Matthew is right. Master Williams’s original plan of Alpha Rulers is the only way to save the chattel.”

      “Listen to yourself,” the director said with a sad shake of his head. “Alpha Rulers… Chattel… Ingrates and morons… You’ve lost your way, my son. I’m sorry to say we all have. This experiment was begun with the best of intentions, but perhaps it is time for it to end—”

      “Don’t you say it, Director!” Sasha growled as he stood.

      All around the room, scared and nervous looks passed between the politicians and representatives of two dozen nations. They couldn’t help but sense the fury rolling off a half-dozen hot-headed young Alphas as they glared at the old man.

      All that is except Matthew, who leaned back in his seat, face composed and eyes vacant as his mind worked.

      “I hereby call for an ending of Project Enkyos and the Alpha Program,” the director said, followed by a chorus of angry mutters.

      There wasn’t an outburst, however, and much to the surprise of those who watched, the six young Alphas remained silent while the vote went around the room.

      

      The scorching sands of the desert whipped the cloth across my face and sent stinging needles into the exposed skin of my hands as I pulled the cloth down and tucked it back into my jacket. My heart sank as I scanned the compound for the hundredth time, noting again how little activity there was.

      We’d arrived in country several hours before and after stealing vehicles and convoying to the desert set up a small camp. The rocks that protected us from prying eyes also kept the sun from baking the women to death. An hour after arriving, Dee had slipped down to scout the compound while the pride and I watched her sisters and kept watch.

      For the last hour I’d been tightening my vision so I could focus on the tiny shapes far off, but other than witnessing a small scuffle between two men, there hadn’t been anything to see. That alone gave me pause, because at Alpha Command in the States, and the two other compounds we’d raided, discipline between the Alphas had been tight.

      “Excuse me, sir.” Brianna’s voice brought me out of my focus, and I let the enhanced vision fade as I turned to her. No matter how often I’d tried to get her to drop the honorific, it still slipped out when she wasn’t thinking. “It turns out Annie is quite skilled at hacking and computer programming and she had some good ideas.”

      My first impulse was to discount the girls because the onus was on me. I was responsible for everyone’s safety and keeping my promise. Plus, my reptilian-male brain was telling me I needed to be the one coming up with all the plans. But all of those thoughts were rooted in useless pride, holdovers of the man I had been but unnecessary to the man I’d become, I realized with relief.

      “Please,” I said to Annie, motioning for her to speak. “Don’t hesitate to offer any ideas if you have them.”

      “I just wasn’t sure… You all seem so capable and badass!” Annie’s pale cheeks heated, her freckles standing out as she went on in a rush. “I’ve been checking local networks since we left America, but nothing was working, for obvious reasons, until this morning. I know it’s a risk, but if we can get close enough for me to access a wireless network, I might be able to track their communications, possibly even find out where they took the girl from Russia.”

      Annie pushed the hair out of her face as she finished, her expression nervous, as if perhaps she’d overstepped herself, but her scent shifted to elation when she saw the grin stretching across my face.

      “You can really do that?” I asked, a touch incredulous.

      “Yeah… it’s not really that complicated actually unless their entire network is behind a VPN—Yeep!”

      The girl’s adorable little sounds shifted into peeling giggles when I snatched her up into a quick hug and pressed my lips to hers, feeling her soft body melt against mine.

      “You’re brilliant,” I breathed as I pulled back and ducked back down into the shadows.

      “No, you are,” the girl said, her eyes a little wild as her fingers clung to me tightly.

      “There isn’t time for that now,” I said, prying her fingers away from my belt and ignoring her delightful pout and the frown of disappointment on Brianna’s lips as she took her hands away from the bottom of her shirt.

      Over the past few days, the pair had been insatiable. Often pouncing on me whenever I strayed too far from camp, like a pair of cats stalking prey. I rarely turned them down, finding my own appetite for their unbred wombs insatiable as well, but there was a familiar complex aroma on the wind, and I scanned the desert until I spotted a flicker of silver hair before it disappeared behind a boulder two hundred meters below. The next sign I had of the gorgeous Alpha girl was when she stepped out from the shadows of a rock outcropping and dashed over the intervening distance to our small hideout.

      “Nothing,” Dee swore with vehemence the second she got close. “Not a single trace of my sister’s scent throughout the entire place. And what they’ve done to the women here… They’re chained up like cattle. Fed hormones or drugs so their bodies…” Her eyes took on the horror of her memories, but she went on. “There are two dozen young men, mad with lust, rutting their way down lines of hundreds…”

      Those yellow eyes found mine, and I felt the eyes of all the rest focusing on me as well, and I couldn’t deny the weight resting on my shoulders. Turning to Annie, I nodded.

      “Grab your computer.” She flashed a bright grin that faltered and fell as she saw the grim expression on my face. “The rest of you, arm yourselves.”

      Those yellow eyes never left me, and when I turned back, I saw a good measure of the horror was lifted and a softness I’d never seen from her was there in its place.

      “We can leave your sisters here—”

      “We’re coming,” Emma said, her voice rough with disuse but surprisingly strong as she stood and looked down at her sister and reached a hand out.

      The heavenly angel looked up at the hand, then reached up and let herself be drawn to her feet. Her face was still flat, eyes still hard, but a measure of the vacancy was gone and there was anger crackling beneath her raw emotions.

      “Right,” Ava said. “Madelyn will be on reload duty, pass all empty weapons to her if we’re under fire. Otherwise, it’s everyone’s responsibility to load their own. Grenades are to be thrown by Donatella or CT and no one else. Make sure your vests are on and everything is strapped down…”

      As Ava calmly took charge of the pride and Dee’s sisters, Dee stepped up beside me.

      “Thank you.” She meant it for more than just this decision, by the heaviness in her tone, and I nodded, unsure what to say so stayed silent.

      “My sister isn’t in there,” she said, her tone flat and emotionless, belying the deep hurt she was feeling.

      “I think you’re right,” I said. “And the failure is mine… If I hadn’t wasted our time going to the lab or thought I could come up with the plan alone—”

      “Stop it,” Dee said. Her words were harsh, but the hand that gripped mine was warm and soft, the touch gentle. “You were right to go there, to try to learn all we could before fighting back. It’s been my impulsiveness that’s gotten us into trouble.”

      “We both have flaws, and we both have strengths.”

      “The opposite ones.” Dee chuckled, then glanced up at me, her fingers tightening on mine, and I saw she was about to speak, but some hesitancy or fear held her back.

      “These women may be my pride,” I whispered for her ears alone to hear, feeling as though I stepped off a cliff without a chute. “But they love and respect you as much as they do me. From now on we go forward as one. One mind…”

      Dee gasped slightly, her mind finishing the thought as I scented the finger thin thread of her hesitancy. Almost in relief, I relaxed my grip on her hand, our fingers sliding along one another’s gently as I reached up and cupped her cheek.

      Dee stood there frozen as if I’d hit her with the fear scent again, those yellow eyes looking golden beneath the Egyptian sun.

      “I love you, and will wait until you’re ready.”

      Her lips worked soundlessly as I placed a gentle kiss on her forehead, but as I pulled back, she drew in a deep breath and a smile worked its way onto her lips. A shy smile with a hint of vulnerability in it that I’d never seen from her before.

      A smile for me alone.
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      Buoyed by the sudden feeling of hope, I turned to find my stepmom’s blue eyes practically glowing with pride. She pressed a heavy bag into my arms with a wink, then went back to giving orders.

      The position of authority was strangely suited to Ava, who commanded respect from other women by sheer presence alone. She’d never wanted it in her previous life, often avoiding applying for management positions that came up at the plant, even when the added income would have eased our lives.

      She mentioned once that she didn’t feel comfortable being in charge, but as I watched her check over Brianna’s M4 and body armor with a critical eye, I realized she might have excelled in management or even the military. It’s often those who don’t want authority who are best suited to it.

      “You’re staying near me,” I said, plucking at Madge’s shoulder as she hurried past. “I want you close by when the shit hits the fan.”

      “Oh, thank goodness!” the actress said in a tone that feigned great fear. “I’m about to pee my panties!”

      Madelyn flashed me a grin to show she was joking, though I could scent the thin thread of her fear. She wasn’t the trembling leaf she had been a few weeks before, and I took heart that she was able to joke still.

      We’d stolen two vehicles near the airport, a Land Rover and a small pickup truck. The Land Rover was in excellent shape, but the truck would hold all of us in the back. Brianna climbed behind the wheel when we were all ready, and her excitement and fear mingled with the rest of my pride’s.

      Glynis and Emma huddled in the back, clutching their M4s with white-knuckled hands as Dee spoke quietly with them. Double checking that everyone was on board and ready, I slapped the cab’s roof and Brianna started the truck up.

      “When we get in there, Donatella and I will lead. The rest of you find cover as soon as you can, and if you see a man or woman who is armed, don’t hesitate to put them down.”

      “But the women—” Shandra began.

      “Are all brainwashed,” I said, driving each word home. “Don’t let yourself forget that right now, until they’re healed, they’re our enemy, the same as an Alpha bent on raping.”

      The scent of the women’s uneasiness didn’t fade, but their determination grew and I flipped the safety on my rifle as the truck careened around a pile of boulders. There wasn’t a road for Brianna to follow, but the skilled woman managed to navigate the cracked landscape without sky lining the truck, and we burst out of the boulder field a mere twenty meters from the compound’s outer walls.

      My blood was up, and the walls raised in my mind as I mastered the focus I’d learned when fighting the monster. I could sense Dee preparing herself to ascend and wished there’d been time for her to learn what I had, but she hadn’t learned the trick of it yet.

      The compound was a large rectangular area, surrounded on four sides by high cinderblock walls. There was a large wooden gate half up the wall facing us, with two guard towers on either side. I spotted two heads swivel through the windows of the guard towers, spying on our truck, and before either man could shout a warning, I put a bullet in one and Dee in the second.

      The twin rapports echoed off the walls, and I heard a shout come from inside the compound. Turning my head, I scanned the women’s faces and saw grim determination on all of them as their hands clutched their weapons.

      “I’ll clear a path,” I said, my voice loud enough to reach them over the truck bouncing along. “Ava, keep everyone together. Dee with me!”

      The words had the force of command in them, though I hadn’t meant to underlay them with such deep and powerful tones, but their effect was immediate. Crouching low, I leapt into the air, feeling the truck bottom out and the steel bed buckle beneath me, but getting enough solid footing to launch myself dozens of feet into the air.

      Déjà vu hit me as I flew over the high wall and the two-story building on the other side. For an instant I was transported to my dreams, where I’d felt the exact same sensation of flight.

      Then it was back to reality as the streets below came into view. They were mostly empty, but three men poured from a bunker just inside from the wall. I spotted playing cards falling inside still as the third man stumbled from the sunken building and fumbled with the long-curved magazine of his AK-47.

      If I’d ascended, like Dee, the rifle in my hand would have been forgotten as I rushed to meet the challenge each man represented. Instead, I was able to prioritize properly and sublimate my own ego. As Dee cried out from behind me, I ignored her challenge and fired three times in mid-flight.

      Landing on a dirt road inside the walls, I ignored Dee’s angry hiss as she rushed past me and I scanned the building for more men but heard and saw nothing. The three men lay in a heap, their heads distorted in odd ways from the rounds exiting their skulls. Shouts were raised deeper in the compound, but I ignored them for now.

      The gate was heavy, but once the gear boxes that held it in place were broken, it swung inward easily. By that time, Donatella had secured the square just inside. Finding a bathhouse with two men and dozens of attendants, she’d disposed of the Alphas and locked the women and boys into the facility with instructions to stay there until dark.

      The rectangular compound was laid out in a grid, making it easy to sweep through the entire place. Starting at the south end, near the gate, we rolled down each street clearing buildings.

      Dee took Glynis, Emma, and Shandra down one side of the street, while I lead Ava and Madelyn down the other. Brianna and Annie drove down the center of the streets, Annie scanning the rooftops and windows for shooters, but they found none.

      As well-disciplined as our two fire teams were, we didn’t encounter enough resistance to test us. Dee had been right. The commanders or whoever was in charge of this place had left, or abandoned it. The men left in charge were all young Alphas who’d learned little of their powers. Everywhere we encountered the men, we found evidence they were devolving into animals more than men.

      Nowhere was that more evident than in the pens.

      The heat outside was stifling, but inside the long building it was suffocating. That didn’t seem to both the several hundred women strapped into the pens that filled the place. Each woman knelt on a small platform, their bulging asses sticking out all up and down the line while their gargantuan and distended breasts hung down, their bloated nipples often dribbling milk. The women’s faces were twisted with need as they rocked against the vibrating bulbs pressed to their sopping pussies.

      The women looked cartoonish in their deformities, and the sight might have been somewhat amusing except for the tubes reaching down from the ceiling into their arms and necks. Different colored chemicals dripped God knew what into their veins, adding a sinister air to the happily grunting and moaning herd of women.

      We found ten men rutting away at the cattle-like women, and much to the displeasure of those they were in the midst of copulating with, Dee put each of them down with her blade, taking a good deal of satisfaction from removing their heads from their shoulders. Unfortunately, the mess spooked the women, and we had to spend several hours figuring out how to calm down and deal with them.

      That gave Annie the opportunity to hack her way into their systems. Every minute that passed, I grew more and more nervous as the milling crowds of women and boys grew. Glynis was actually a godsend then. The tall blonde drew every eye as she moved through the crowds, her beauty awing them.
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      After two hours, she managed to find a small group of women who were less affected by the Pogrom than the rest.

      “When we leave here, these women will be in charge,” Glynis said, after presenting herself before me. The tall woman’s fingers gripped themselves nervously and I could scent the unease she felt at pushing herself forward, but she struggled through the anxiety. “The… changed women will be cared for as best they can, but they aren’t scientists or doctors.”

      “We can’t stay,” I said, letting my gaze pass over the small group of nervous women who stood behind Glynis. “But we know people who might be able to help. We’ll pass word back to them.”

      “Thank you, my Lord,” one of the women said with an awkward curtsey.

      The image of the gorgeous Egyptian woman curtseying before me was so outrageous I almost laughed but steeled my expression to stillness instead.

      “I am not your lord, or anything else. You ladies must be in charge now.”

      The group glanced from one to another, and I saw fear and worry but determination as well. My hopes for their success were few, but at least we’d given them a chance and that would let me rest easier at night.

      Our drive back to the airport was more exciting than we expected. It seemed a few of the Alphas who’d escaped had driven a couple hordes into the city in an attempt to stop us, or slow us down, but ours was a deadly little group. And with rifles pointed in all directions, we mowed down the mutants when they got close, Brianna getting us back before the men could do anything to our plane.

      It was dark as we took off into the Arabian sky. Glynis was a trained pilot as well, and could finally offer Dee a rest from her pilot’s duties. As the Nile River passed by outside the left windows, we huddled together around Annie’s computer as the teen told us what she’d discovered.

      “I’ve been reading through chat logs and messages, and it seems something’s been discovered that has the Alphas who were in charge in a tizzy.”

      “Did you see where my sisters and mother are?” Dee asked.

      Annie frowned and shrugged. “I can’t be certain, but it looks like Adonis—he’s the man who’s in charge of the place we just raided—is flying to China. He’s going to meet Matthew there and some of the others to discuss this antidote.”

      “Annie?” Dee asked with a frown at me.

      “Yes, Adonis thinks this is the greatest threat to the New World Order they’re putting in place. But someone named Adesh thinks it could be an opportunity.”

      “Where in China?” I asked.

      “Some place called Shenzhen,” Annie said, pulling up a map and finding the city in the south, just over the border from Hong Kong.

      “That’s where the other compound is,” I said. “Looks like we’re flying to China.”

      “I’ll go let Glynis know,” Dee said, hopping to her feet and hurrying to the forward cabin.

      “There are going to be hundreds if not thousands of Alphas here,” Annie warned. “It won’t be as easy as Egypt.”

      “Just leave that to me,” I said, the beginnings of a plan coming to mind. “Does anyone know if Dee or her sister can fly a helicopter?”

      “Glynis can,” Emma said, her voice a touch stronger than it had been before the raid. She sat in one of the chairs next to Ava, the sisters having bonded with my stepmom after she’d guided them through the intense experience.

      “What are you thinking, CT?” Madelyn asked, pulling a pillow over and propping it up under her head as she lay sideways on the ground.

      The gorgeous actress was relaxed and at ease. She’d grown over the past week or so. I knew her friendship with Ava had deepened into one of profound love, and she was coming to find a similar connection with the others. Especially Shandra, who was still starstruck but had come to find out they had a lot in common. If we ever found a tennis court again, I was certain the pair would disappear every day for hours at a time to play.

      Surprisingly, it was Brianna and Annie that had the most effect on her. The younger women looked up to the beautiful former actress, and she’d taken that on. Ever since the pair had joined us, Madge had been something of a mentor to them, pulling each aside when they did something that annoyed another member of the pride, or when their enthusiasm got the better of them. And her asking me what I was thinking wasn’t for her benefit, I saw, but for the girls who bounced on the edge of their seats.

      “Here’s what I’m thinking,” I said as Dee walked back in giving a thumbs up, signaling we were on our way.

      I’d led us into a tough situation by keeping my plans to myself. By thinking I had to do everything. Almost immediately I saw the foolishness of that when Shandra pointed out a flaw in my thinking. But in seconds she and Dee had worked out a solution.

      As the plane banked to the right, flying east toward the rising sun, I discovered how enjoyable collaboration could be. We stayed up long into the night planning. It should have been a stressful and tense time, but instead it was the most relaxed and comfortable I’d been in weeks.

      Once the plans were settled, Madelyn broke out a couple bottles of bubbly she’d stolen from somewhere, and the ladies broke out glasses. Emma didn’t drink, preferring to sit in the back corner and observe quietly, and Dee sat with her, the two speaking softly.

      With Glynis up front and the two sisters hidden in the shadows of the back of the cabin, they soon slipped from the minds of my drunken pride. I thought we’d go over the plan again to iron out all the details, but Shandra and Madelyn had other ideas.

      One of the women put music on their phone and played a catchy dance tune that had the rest up and moving to the beat. I’d never been much of a dancer, but Brianna pulled me to my feet and I found myself joining in.

      Brianna it turned out was a phenomenal dancer. Her slender body swayed to the beat and her feet would fly into series of complex steps in time with the music that Annie tried to mimic, much to everyone’s amusement. Ava also moved with delicious grace as she pulled me into the center of their circle.

      The alcohol hadn’t affected me, but the heady aroma of my pride’s desire as they pressed and swayed against me had its own intoxicating effects. Our cheerful dancing quickly devolved into grinding and groping as one set of lips after another found mine. Hands fumbled at my waist, and I couldn’t even be sure who it was as my own hands wandered under shirts and blouses.

      “Brianna and Annie haven’t been bred yet,” Ava purred in my ear as her hot fingers slipped into the waistband of my pants and gripped my hardening cock. “Do it here… please.”

      Brianna whimpered as Shandra and Madelyn pulled her tight jeans down just below her ass. The firm pale cheeks brought a growl of desire to the back of my throat and an ache in my balls when the scent of her desire filled the air. Ava pulled my dick from my pants, and biting her bottom lip, she pressed the fat head into the younger woman’s sex, one hand on my ass, urging me forward.

      My hands reached down to grip her tiny waist as I drove home. Words of encouragement joined Brianna’s cry of pleasure as Shandra and Madalyn urged her on. I took the young woman with powerful thrusts as we stood there in the middle of the plane. Ava hissed in pleasure as Annie stepped up behind her. The eighteen-year-old’s shy kisses and nervous fingers found my stepmom’s most tender places. The pair of them peeled off, tumbling onto a couch as I hunched over the tiny woman’s little body.

      “Yess! Take me! Fuck me like a bitch!”

      The small woman and I fell onto our hands and knees on the carpet as my weight pressed her down, my dick hard as steel and the hunger inside me to flood her womb growing more desperate by the second. Brianna’s tightness cinched down around my cock, and her strong hands gripped my arm like it was a lifeline as she shuddered beneath me in bliss.

      My own balls were tightening, but I wasn’t prepared for the warm hand that slipped between my legs, caressing them, or the hot tongue that slid along my shaft and teased Brianna’s pussy. Glancing down, I hadn’t realized in my desperate need that Madge lay beneath us, and Shandra crouched behind me and between the girl’s splayed legs.

      “Soo big! He… just… swelled ohhh my God I can fuuuuuuck baby!”

      Brianna’s body locked up as my seed flooded her womb, and I saw her dark blue eyes roll back into her skull as the powerful orgasm wracked her body. My own knees shook as I released her, the beast within purring in contentment, and I knew the job had been done.

      “Ohhh damn.” I sighed, glancing down to see Madge, running a gentle hand down my cum-slick cock as it dragged across her face.

      Turning, she latched her thick lips onto the head and sucked it into her mouth. Those gorgeous eyes of hers flashed in a delighted grin as she sucked Brianna’s and my mingled cum from it. Shandra pressed herself to my back, and I hissed again when I felt her warm, naked skin and the hard little points of her nipples dig into my back.

      “You aren’t done yet, my gorgeous lover,” the good doctor purred into my ear, her lips hot on my neck.

      Turning my head with one hand as her friend sucked me clean, I groaned in pleasure at the sight before me. My stepmom had peeled the busty redhead out of her clothing and was now entwined with her on the couch. Their naked bodies were pressed together, massive breasts squeezing out to the sides as they made out.
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      The teen was entranced with Ava’s body, and I could tell my stepmom’s delicious kisses had trapped her attention. Ava meanwhile lay on the bottom, her legs between the younger woman’s thighs and when she spread them, raising her knees, the girl’s pussy was presented on perfect display.

      Madge released my dick with an audible pop, and the two MILFs pressed in at my sides as I slipped over to the couch. Annie let out a groan of surprised delight as the fat head of my cock pressed against her tight lips. The girl’s wetness oozed out, coating my dick as it stretched her out.

      Alternating between kissing Madelyn and Shandra, I let my hands wander over Annie’s curvy body as I took her with slow, powerful strokes. The moonlight shone in through the windows beside us, but I couldn’t focus on anything outside of the circle of my arms.

      Soon Annie was driving back into me as hard as I thrust, and my hands fell to her waist where my fingers sank into the hollows at her hips. With a growl of determination, I fucked the girl like a wild beast, rising up and driving down into her tightness until she sprayed her juices all over Ava beneath her.

      By the time I flooded her womb, Annie was babbling incoherently, her body wracked with shivers as yet another orgasm swept through her.

      “It is done,” I panted, knees shaky as I stepped back.

      Annie slumped to the side and gentle hands helped me back down to the ground where I was swarmed by three beautiful MILFs. Hands, lips, and tongues were all over my body, touching, caressing, and massaging. I’d never felt such utter bliss as when the three ran gentle tongues up and down my stiffening cock, cleaning it as they teased it hard.

      Ava rode me first. My stepmom had never looked more gorgeous than then. Her dark hair fell in loose curls that bounced over one shoulder as her massive breasts swayed with each rise and fall of her hips. Our recent adventures had tightened her waist and thighs, putting a touch of definition to her shoulders. She looked gorgeous as she rode me. Like a wild mustang running free, her body undulated atop me.

      Madelyn pulled me toward her next. Her wide mouth twisted into a hungry grin as her heels pulled me between her thighs, and she let loose a howl of pleasure as I began rutting away. The woman delighted in being the center of attention, and her new sisters crowded in close, watching in awe as the actress put on a showstopping performance.

      Shandra was almost desperate by the time she crawled into my lap. The sun was just beginning to rise out the right side of the plane, and the golden rays highlighted the dark-skinned woman’s slender beauty as she released my cock from her hungry lips and slipped her thighs to either side of my hips.

      As Ava and Annie cuddled on one side of us and Madge and Brianna on the other, Shandra rode me with deliberate slowness, teasing out our pleasure as she held me close. Our fingers traced each other’s skin lightly, and I was lost beneath the curtain of her dark hair as my orgasm finally overtook me.

      I found myself drifting off there on the couch, with Shandra’s legs draped over me, entwined with Ava’s. Just before sleep stole me under, I felt yellow eyes on me and turned to see them glowing with an inner golden light as they reflected predawn colors. Instead of the frown of disapproval I thought to find, Dee had a small smile on her lips as she held her sleeping sister in one arm. Her other arm was hidden beneath the tall woman, but the air was scented with a spice that set my heart beating anew.

      We sat there staring at one another as the sun rose and the plane angled down for its descent. Even as the women began to stir into wakefulness around us, I found myself unwilling to release that golden gaze. The depths of our unspoken communication only seemed to grow by the second, but eventually our extended moment was interrupted by Annie’s shout that she could see the lights of the Shenzhen compound.

      We all moved over to the side of the plane and gazed out at the massive circular complex. In the center of a sea of darkness only faintly lit by the morning light was a series of concentric rings lit with powerful lights. There were other lights on in buildings within the compound, but those floodlights illuminated wide boulevards of newly paved street.

      The entire compound had an orderly feel to it. Even from a distance, it was clear this place was much more organized and structured than any of the others we’d seen. Instead of dorm-like buildings, there was a forest of high-rise apartment buildings filling an inner ring, along with a massive arena built into the center of the circle.

      It was the outer rings that intrigued me, for one seemed to be all defense, while the others held factories, refineries, and all manner of industry. This was the first time I’d seen one of the Alpha compounds actually planning for the future.

      I knew our plane would be spotted from below, and there was too much risk being in the air, but there wasn’t an airport nearby. Circling out to sea, we put down on the southern tip of the Hong Kong islands. The morning sun illuminated the airport, and we found the area blessedly free of mutants.

      We hadn’t been on the ground twenty minutes before the sound of a helicopter approaching sent us scurrying for shelter within one of the many buildings surrounding the area.

      “You all have your orders,” I said, scanning the group as we shouldered our packs. “Don’t forget the flares, and make sure you stay out of the way.”

      “We got it CT.” Madelyn said with a reassuring smile as she gripped my hand. “Don’t worry about us. You just make sure you come back to us, okay?”

      “I will,” I said, looking around and meeting every pair of eyes for a long moment. “Dee?”

      The silver-haired young woman nodded and gave her sisters each a quick hug, then Ava. The three would be leading a three-pronged assault and carrying their special packages as deep into the compound as possible before signaling for rescue. At which point Donatella and I had better be finished with our task of finding and rescuing her family, or else we’d lose our chance to escape without thousands chasing after us.

      “Here,” Dee said, pulling off her pack and reaching within for something. “I’ve been carrying this for a while but… I think you should wear it.”

      I frowned at the white leather jacket and accepted it from her. Glynis and Annie gasped when they saw the coat, and I scented their recognition of it. The leather was supple and well-worn, but thick. In fact, there were several slashes and cuts in the dense material that didn’t go all the way through.

      “It was my grandfather’s,” Dee said, her cheeks heating and her yellow eyes glowing again with that faint inner light as she looked down at her feet. “He would want you to have it.”

      “Thank you,” I said, slipping the jacket on solemnly.

      It was far heavier than I’d first guessed, but fit well. Ava threw her arms around me, as did Madge and Shandra, their arms so tight my ribs creaked before they finally let me go. Madge wiped a tear from one eye and Shandra did as well, but Ava’s eyes shone with pride and confidence.

      “C.T. there are a few videos I think you should watch. I found them on the servers—” Annie cut off when I held up a hand and pulled her into a hug with Brianna.

      I could scent the girl’s overwhelming fear for me and Dee, but she kept trying to bring up the video she’d found. Finally, I kissed them both on the top of the head.

      “You keep my mother safe, Annie, and Brianna, you drive like the wind itself, okay?”

      “We will,” the brunette said, sniffing as she grinned with nervous excitement.

      Annie wanted to speak again, but I was already turning to go. The girl would delay us as much as possible, but there could be no more delays. The sound of the helicopter setting down near our plane was clear, and I offered them all one final nod before hooking a finger at Dee.
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      SCENE SIX

      

      “The fools have let their petty greed and corrupt desires blind them to the world we could create.” The voice drifted out from a small dark room whose narrow opening let out into a dingy alleyway.

      “We owe it to Master Williams and the vision he once gave us of a perfect world to see this through,” the voice continued. Matthew’s smooth, deep voice was easy to make out, so was the heavy Russian accent of Sasha as he spoke up next.

      “There are a pair of pop stars I want to add to my pride before we proceed. Can it wait six months? They’re impossible to trap alone.”

      “Why isn’t your Breeding Pogrom set up yet?” Shen asked, “Mine has been up and running for a year now! Just have the boys kidnapped and brainwashed. Sorry, ‘reprogrammed.’ Adesh’s system is quite efficacious.”

      “Russian women are too hardy for reprogramming,” Sasha said, and from the clink of glass on glass and the sound of liquid, someone was refilling more than one glass.

      “I have a pale-haired pair of sisters from St. Petersburg,” Morty's voice spoke up, followed by a harsh gasp as if he’d sipped too much vodka or scotch. “They… cough… huh… they’re just as pliant as the rest.”

      “Sasha likes the smell of eager… earthy, and real.” The deep voice must have been that of Adonis. The change from what he’d sounded like as a boy was shocking. “We have no need of Adesh’s system in Arabia. We train our women from birth to accept men of strength.”

      “You mean your holy book teaches them about harems,” grumbled Adesh.

      “Prophets are worshipped by all, in their own way.” Adonis laughed, and the sound of glasses clinking could be heard before he took a deep drink and let out a pleased sigh.

      “Adesh, you will help our friend from Kiev out?” Matthew asked.

      “It will be done. But my Pogrom is in full swing and the local authorities grow suspicious. If we don’t proceed with the plan soon, I’ll need to make adjustments.”

      “No need for that, my friend,” Morty said in his cultured accent. “You just keep those delicious delights coming, and I can guarantee the plan will go off without a hitch. The Crown is in disarray, and their military’s dealing with the abdication. No one’s watching the arsenal and those feckless droogies Matthew found are switching out the warheads as we speak.”

      “And your promise to me, Matthew?” Shen asked, the young man’s tone suddenly harsh. “I will have what is mine.”

      “Emma will be at the compound with the rest,” Matthew said. “She’ll be delivered. You have my word… She isn’t past breeding age, but those eggs must be old and stale… what use could you have for her?”

      “Same thing he did with the cheerleaders from Penn State!” Fredrick chortled, but none of the others joined in and Shen spoke with resolve.

      “My people will know she was the bride of an emperor, a God amongst men. When they see her calling me emperor, see her doing my bidding without question… Then my rule will be absolute.”

      There was a long silence after that before someone swore, soft and sharp.

      “That’s bloody brilliant, Shen… Hey Matthew, give me one of those girls, too.”

      “Comrade, it is good plan, yes?”

      “It is,” Matthew said, his tone careful. “Then head back home and finish your preparations. We are all in agreement on what needs to be done and… Once the plan is in motion, the Treasures will be distributed.”

      Several glasses pushed across a table, followed by the sound of a steel cap screwing on a glass bottle. The dark opening in the short hallway lit with the buttery glow of a dim bulb. A rectangle of light fell across the litter-strewn alley floor and the brick wall of the opposite building before a hulking shadow crossed it, followed by five others, all six silently slipping away in different directions.

      

      We raced down the street, careful to make as much noise and commotion as possible to draw off any would-be captors. Shouts erupted from the airfield when we were spotted soaring through the air, and I saw men scramble for the helicopter. Dee and I shared grins of triumph and took off together, losing ourselves in the skyscraper forest of Hong Kong.

      A second helicopter joined the first an hour later, and we were sure to give them enough of a glimpse to keep the pursuit close. We made our way north and east along the island until we hit a bridge heading over to the mainland. Dee hot-wired a sports car, and we raced across with her behind the wheel and me scanning the sky with my rifle.

      Our pursuers kept pace, but we were able to lose them on the mainland side. We’d managed to keep them off Ava and the rest while they headed north, and from the clear skies over there, it looked like they’d made it through.

      It took several hours to make our way to the border, Hong Kong being larger than it appeared on the map. The city was also a chaotic warren in places, making us rely on our senses to find our way through.

      Finally, we forded the small river between nation states and hopped the fence. I half expected soldiers to swarm us, but the massive city was deathly silent. The streets, which had housed millions of cars just a month before, now stood empty and deserted.

      I checked the time and signaled Dee over to where I stood in the shadow of a tall apartment building.

      “We need to kill five hours while Ava and the others get things in place. I was thinking‍‍‍—‍”

      Dee’s yellow eyes glowed with that odd, inner light as she stepped up to me. I hadn’t been ready for it, and so stood frozen in place as her lips met mine. Half a second was all it took for her lips to awaken my passion and love.

      “What were you thinking?” she asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she stepped back, drawing me after her.

      “I…”

      “That’s what I thought.” She flashed an impish smile and pushed open the front doors of the tall apartment building. “We’ve got five hours, Courtney… can you think of anything we might do to… kill time?”

      “You’re serious?” I asked. “Now?”

      “Don’t make me ask twice,” she said with an adorable blush, her fingers twisting in the sleeve of my jacket.

      We left a trail of clothing and weapons across the apartment floor after kicking in the door. I felt like a kid again as the butterflies swirled in my guts and my fingers trembled on Donatella’s ivory skin. The one reassurance I had was that the young Alpha woman’s scent was as nervous and awkward as I felt, but threading through it all was that intriguing new scent, growing stronger by the second as our hands fumbled free each other’s clothing.

      I’d dreamed of this moment so many times over the past couple weeks, but now that it was happening, everything seemed to be going too fast. When the heavy clink of our belts hit the floor, I paused beside the bare mattress and tilted Dee’s face up so I could look down into her glowing eyes.

      “You’re so gorgeous,” I breathed. “There aren’t words to describe how beautiful you are.”

      “You know that stuff doesn’t matter,” Dee whispered. The pale sunlight glinted off the silver stitching of her sports bra. “But what you’ve done with those women… What you’ve done for me… I will love you to the ends of the earth for that.”

      My head soared into the heavens above when our lips met. Something about the delicate touch heightened the emotions and sensations.

      The apartment was barren save some basic furniture and a bare-bones kitchen. The mattress was bare of sheets and narrower than a single, but it was more than enough as I lay Donatella down gently.

      My stepmom and the rest were right now putting their lives on the line, out there in the sprawl surrounding the Alpha compound, and I still worried about them, but the fear was faint. There was nothing we could do for now, and the heavenly creature drawing me down atop her pushed all other thoughts from my mind.

      “I’ve never…”

      “I know,” I breathed, grinning at the girl’s shy blush.

      Slipping an arm beneath the small of her back, I lifted her up and against me, my fingers feeling at the two dimples just above her perfect rear while my lips trailed fire down her chest. She growled from the back of her throat, and I grinned as I looked up to see Dee yank her sports bra over her head as she offered up her firm breasts to my hungry gaze.

      The firm mounds of flesh were capped in puffy, silvery areolae and firm little nipples. After staring for a long second, I met her shy gaze with a grin and planted a gentle kiss on first one, then the other.

      “Ohhh, C,” Donatella moaned, her voice drowned out by the sounds of helicopters circling above.

      Even the sounds of our enemies closing in couldn’t bring me out of that perfect moment. Her skin was baby soft and smooth, not that I had any reference, and she responded to the slightest touch of fingers or lips.

      She lifted her slender hips when I pulled down her panties, and the second I had a full whiff of her scent, the beast within surged forward and clawed for control. The woman awoke every primal instinct within me, and they all shouted that she was perfection.

      My will was stronger than instinct. But after a drawn-out moment where her eyes registered a nervous excitement as she witnessed the beast rising within me, awe replaced her nervousness as I mastered the beast. She parted her lips to speak, but the words came out as a sharp hiss of pleasure as I pressed my hungry mouth to her sex.

      I’d never tasted anything half as delicious and soul warming as the Alpha girl beneath me. I felt her strong fingers slip into my hair, her gasps and whimpers growing as she guided my tongue to her tiny clit and tilted back so she could meet my eyes.

      “What… what’s… thisssss oh God baby I’m going to… Ngh!”

      I knew what had so shocked her, because at first it had shocked me, but it only made sense that the fledgling bond forged between us on that ill-fated car ride would deepen now. A part of me smiled in chagrin. One second I was so proud of myself for sublimating my own instincts, only to find out that a deeper instinct had been guiding me the whole time.

      As Donatella shuddered beneath me and her thighs squeezed tight around my head, I tasted the center of her being and felt a part of her soul sink down into me.

      Steel-strong fingers hauled me up, and the girl’s strong legs pulled me between her thighs as her fingers fumbled at the waistband of my underwear. Neither of us could form coherent speech as nature took over.

      My hands gripped her body close, and she mine, as we became one.

      The feeling of being inside her was unlike anything I’d experienced. I couldn’t tell where I ended, and she began, and no matter how I moved, she was in perfect sync. Our bodies’ rhythms were in sync on a spiritual level, and my eyes flashed open to gaze down at where we were joined.

      In the dark room, I noticed something odd as I watched my cock diving into the girl’s tight sex. I could see into the dark shadows between our bodies by a dim blue light, and not the expanding of my pupils. Gentle fingers tilted my head up, and as I met Donatella’s glowing yellow eyes, we were surrounded by a purple glow.
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      The hairs on my arms stood on end, and I could feel something powerful and primal growing between us with every thrust and undulation of flesh against flesh. Our bodies moved as one, and so too did our spirits. I felt my own instincts shift and change as we drew closer to one another, or perhaps to one being.

      The pleasure was so intense with every thrust that neither of us was prepared when our twin orgasms hit. The lights winked out, and the world grew still as the bridge between our souls was completed.

      Our foreheads touched, and the world awoke once more, brighter, more hopeful, and changed in some imperceptible way from what it had been mere minutes before. I opened my mouth to say I wasn’t sure, but feeling like something needed to be said.

      Donatella had her own ideas about what needed to be done and with a quiet growl and a shift of her hips, I was flipped onto my back on the narrow bed. Her strength and speed shocked me, and I realized she was employing my willpower trick as if she’d been doing it forever. She flashed a delighted smile at my surprise, and this time it was my turn to whimper in pleasure as her hips undulated.

      My still firm cock had never slipped from her tightness and she took advantage of that, riding me with an unearthly grace, back arched and firm round breasts on display as she bit her bottom lip and took her pleasure from me. I was witness to the young Alpha’s sexual awakening right there as she sought out every angle and erogenous zone.

      “You fill me… perfectly.” Those lambent yellow eyes flashed open and met mine with a wondrous grin growing on her lips.

      “You are perfection,” I breathed, unable to pull my eyes away from the lines of her face or the supple curves of her body.

      I could have stared at her forever, but neither of us could spend so long with our naked flesh parted. Pulling her against me, I let my hands wander down her strong back to cup and grip the firm globes of her ass. As she rode me with ever greater need, I thrust up into her pussy with powerful thrusts.

      Once again, the world froze as our pleasure crested, only this time we were both aware of my seed flooding her womb. I watched those gorgeous yellow eyes flash and then dim as the pupils swelled, and then all focus left me as her lips met mine.

      We lost ourselves in one another’s embrace for an hour of stolen bliss, and when we finally lay, sweaty and sated, our limbs interlocked, there were no words that needed to be said. We’d confessed everything in the act and felt both vulnerable and protected.

      “They’ll be nearing the compound soon,” Dee murmured as her fingertips traced patterns on the back of the hand resting on her hip.

      “Mhmm,” I murmured, knowing this stolen moment would pass soon and loath to release it, but feeling the weight of responsibility settling heavily upon me. “Dee… if we don’t get them out—”

      She pressed a finger to my lips and sat up on one elbow, looking down into my eyes. She shook her head and smiled with such supreme confidence I fell silent. The nagging worries and fear that clung to the back of my mind were wiped away, and I felt a measure of Dee’s confidence buttress my own as she took on my worries.

      “It’s a good plan…” she said. “Maybe a messy one… but I have faith in us to get my family out of there.” Rising to her feet, she reached down a hand for me, but I took the opportunity to take in the sight of naked perfection one last time. “We’re one now, Courtney Tanvers, and there’s nothing we can’t do together.”

      “Please don’t tell me you’re going to use that name from now on,” I said with a groan as I stood up and grabbed my jeans.

      “It’s your name, isn’t it? And maybe no Courtneys survived? You could take the stigma off it.”

      “You admit there’s stigma, but insist on using it,” I grumbled as I pulled on the white leather jacket and frowned. “You see where my shirt went?”

      “There’s a piece there.” She pointed to a tiny scrap of white cloth, then to another. “And there, and over there. I might have gotten a little carried away.”

      Try as I might, I couldn’t hide the grin growing on my face as we pulled our things on. I could feel the thin veil of brusque comradery masking the young woman’s genuine awe at the throbbing connection between us.

      With the rest of my pride, it was little more than a vague sense of their presence and well-being. This felt like something alive.

      “We can get into position early,” Dee said as she strapped her sword in place. “I’d like to make sure the…” She turned to me and lost the brusqueness as a slow smile spread on her lips. “I can feel them too… Ava, Madge…”

      “It feels like home, doesn’t it?” I said, though the words were unnecessary. I could feel her echoing my own sentiments.

      Our determination solidified as one and we abandoned the little apartment. If we survived the coming conflagration, neither of us would forget our stolen time together.
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      SCENE SEVEN

      

      The scene began in darkness before peeling back to reveal a small wooden cabin. There was a single entrance and two doorways leading to bedrooms, as well as a small kitchen with two wooden chairs and a table.

      Other than the basic essentials, the cabin was bare. The only sign that it was occupied was the pair of leather moccasins sitting near the door. Flashes of light and the sound of explosions came from outside, the chaos growing closer and closer to the door each second until with a blinding flash of light the scene dissolved for a second.

      When the image reformed, much of the cabin was destroyed—logs tumbled down, boards splintered, and the walls sagged. Something shifted in the debris as an arm reached through the broken boards, the hand coated in blood as it hauled the massive body free.

      The man who emerged was white-haired and tired-looking. His arms and shoulders looked like those of a man decades his junior, but as he pulled himself free, it was clear he was Dean Williams, though much aged.

      “We gave you every chance to join our cause!” screamed a voice that shook with anger.

      A tall redheaded man emerged from the smoke, his eyes burning in the darkness with a kind of madness. His lips pulled back from his teeth in a rictus snarl as he stalked forward, hands curled like claws. Behind him emerged six young men, their forms familiar if not the dangerous red glow in their eyes as the dark smoke parted.

      “End him, Comrade,” Sasha said with a sneer for the old man as he struggled to his feet, one leg torn and bloody, the flesh hanging from the bone in a mangled sheet that dripped surprisingly little blood. “Our Master isn’t what he once was… He’s become soft, like the women and beta-cucks.”

      “You… boys…” Dean groaned out as he leveraged himself up against the slumped wall. “Have let baser instincts rule you… Forgot what I tried to teach—”

      Morty leapt forward and swung a heavy cane at the old man’s head as he screamed in anger, “Teach us? Teach us to be tools and weaklings is all you did, old man!”

      Dean caught the cane when it swung for his head. After trying to tear it from the old man’s hand and failing, the man let out a curse and let go of the weapon and grabbed a pistol stuffed in Adonis’s waistband. The others watched as the slender man snapped off six quick rounds at the old man, yelling in anger as he did.

      Dean moved like an eel, faster than the eye could follow, and avoided four of the bullets. But his twisting couldn’t avoid the final two, and the impact threw him into the sagging wall with a wet smack.

      “Annie,” Dean whispered, his eyes rising to the heavens. “I’m coming home to you and Darla…”

      “Shut up, you fool,” Fredrick said, and with an expression that seemed almost painful, he yanked a dagger from his boot and stabbed it into the old man’s barrel chest, right in the heart.

      Dean wheezed out a gentle sigh, sagging into the small crack at the foot of the wall, but his fingers still scrambled, and the knife rose and fell gently as breath wheezed in and out of his lungs.

      “The old fucker’s still alive?!” Morty asked, snatching his cane from Dean’s weak fingers so quickly it looked like he feared being scalded.

      “Forget him,” Matthew said, turning his back on the old man deliberately and facing the others. The young man’s expression was hard, but his eyes were red and raw with emotion that he struggled to keep out of his voice. “Master Williams sealed his fate when he chose to oppose us. Adesh, have you secured all the Treasures?”

      “Not all,” the dark-eyed young man said with a frown. “One of the girls escaped. The annoying one… what’s her name?”

      “Donatella,” Adonis said as he licked his lips. “Shame… that one was growing up into a fine filly.”

      “None of that matters,” Matthew said with a frown for the wheezing breath behind him. “The wheels are in motion now. It will be days before anyone knows of this attack, and our raid on the compound and these next days will be critical. Shen, what is our status?”

      “The UK and Hong Kong authorities remain oblivious to my people’s movements.” The slender young man spoke with calm authority, unlike Matthew. He seemed more in control, and his mind far sharper. As he spoke, it was clear the others deferred to him as much as Matthew. “With the Weiger crisis consuming the media, both internal and external, my ‘revitalization’ efforts in Shenzhen have proceeded ahead of schedule. Currently, my Pogrom boasts over three hundred thousand graduates, and my Alpha Command has identified more than two thousand potential Alphas.”

      There were a few whistles around the circle. All except for Morty, who knelt with a cruel expression on his face and yanked the blade out, the corpse giving a jerk and impossibly letting out a low moan when the young Brit drove the blade back home into the old man’s guts.

      “You’re a genius, Shen,” Morty said, grinning up from where he crouched.

      “I’ve just been able to leverage my country's centralized control mechanisms to aid our endeavor. I will need Tom Redding soon, though. The Communist Party officials I swayed to our cause have grown up with stories of…” The shorter man gave an involuntary shiver and carefully avoided looking at the man bleeding out. Most of the others showed signs of guilt as well—all but Morty, who looked ready to stab him again—and began edging away from the pool of blood as they spoke.

      “We get it,” Adonis said. “It same in Egypt. Man who brought peace between Israeli and Palestinian in secret… They know the stories.”

      “This will be the last time we see each other unless there’s a major crisis,” Matthew said to the others as he cast one final frown over his shoulder at the destroyed cabin. “Thank you, brothers, for joining me in this. I didn’t want to have to do it…”

      “Yeah, you did,” Morty said with a snicker. “The old fuck was sooooo full of himself. Priggish wanker.”

      He went to step over and kick the corpse, but Fredrick grabbed his shoulder and instead handed him a sloshing bottle with a rag sticking in it and a lighter.

      “Bless your heart, you lovely soul,” Morty said with a grin. “Unless anyone else wants to do the honors?”

      “Do it,” Matthew said, and the group all turned to watch, most with grim expressions as the bottle arched out, trailing flames, to explode on the dry wood. They stayed for several long minutes, watching as the fire ate at the entire cabin before slipping away to let it rage.

      In their haste to leave, none seemed to notice the crack at the base of the wall, or the smear of blood trailing away from it, into the heart of the forest.

      

      It took mere minutes to locate two suitable motorcycles. The streets were lined with bikes of all types. Most were the small commuter motorbikes that seemed common through the city, but many were higher performance machines.

      Two minutes to hot-wire and make sure the tanks had enough fuel, then we were screaming down the empty streets of Shenzhen with glittering skyscrapers towering above us. We rode as one, both crouched over twin Ducatis in red and yellow.

      The city flew past with breathtaking speed, but the bikes moved beneath us as one, and for long minutes it felt like I was flying, mere feet above the ground. Then we reached the industrial outskirts of the city and began weaving our way north and west toward the compound.

      A trip that might have taken two hours with city traffic took less than fifteen minutes with empty streets and two Alphas behind the wheels. We zipped out of the city center and through large districts of massive apartment buildings.

      For such a massive city, it was eerie to see and hear nothing but a relief as well. As we neared an industrial district, I spotted the telltale dust cloud rising ahead of us, and Dee signaled she was going ahead. Our eyes met one last time, and I prayed to God that she would be safe as I turned onto a freeway on-ramp.

      I’d mapped out my route the night before, memorizing all the major freeways and roadways in Shenzhen. Finding my way through the streets on ground level was an entirely different challenge from memory, but the glittering towers of the compound’s newly constructed buildings made it easy to check my location.

      The five-lane freeway curled to the north and east, skirting the compound’s outer ring, and I spotted the second cloud coming down from the north.

      Ava and Madge were right on time, and I gunned the engine, feeling the g-forces push me back into the seat as the bike took off beneath me. The speedometer climbed past 150 with ease, and I felt a thrill of adrenaline as I shifted, and the engine only throbbed all the more powerful.

      At 200 miles per hour, I flew around the compound and was nearing the tall northern walls when green smoke rose near a small hill a half-mile off. The construction all throughout Hong Kong and at least this part of China avoided all the high points, the hilltops and places of high elevation.

      The short hill I raced toward was covered in dense greenery, and frustratingly the roads were fenced on either side in this district, making it difficult to weave my way to the smoke. In the end, I rode straight off the side of an elevated walkway and jumped two fences, landing in an alleyway on the other side and racing out onto the opposite street.

      There I spotted half of my pride and heart sitting in a convertible.

      “CT!” Ava shouted, racing over and throwing her arms around me as I reached her.

      Madge was a second behind her, and Annie behind her, as I staggered beneath their weight.

      “Thank God you’re safe!”

      “How did it go?” I asked, my arms trying to hold the three as close as I could while I scanned the surrounding buildings and rooftops with worry. “How close are they?”

      “Just a few minutes behind,” Annie said, and turning, she hurried back to the car to snatch something pink and frilly from the antennae. “I’ll get them, one second!”

      “You finally did it,” Ava said, her tone oddly pleased and happy given the intensity of the situation.

      “He did?” Madge asked. “How do you know?!”

      “We don’t have time for this,” I said, kissing each quickly and pushing them toward the yellow sports car. “Make sure you get to safety and remember the signal to watch for us on.”

      “You make sure you stay safe,” Ava said, poking me so hard in the chest I reached up to rub the painful spot. “Get in, grab Dee’s family, and get out. Just like the plan says.”

      I nodded and went to go, but I couldn’t part without one last kiss from each. Then I hopped on the bike and gunned it past Annie, snatching the pink panties out of her hands as I passed.

      “Good luck!” Annie called after me.

      The ground beneath my feet trembled with vibrations so faint most might not pick them up, but the scent of stale sweat and excrement was impossible to miss. Clutching the panties in one hand and letting them flap in the wind as I rode along, I caught the occasional whiff of Brianna from before our bonding.

      The first Balphas nearly swarmed over me as they came racing around a building’s corner. In their madness to get at the unbred and unbonded female whose scent had driven them wild, they climbed buildings, through windows and torn-down doors, filling the street in a heartbeat.

      Ditching the bike, I melted into the beast, walling out the world and feeling the thrill of power surge through my limbs. In a mighty leap, I reached the roof of a three-story building and headed toward the compound’s walls with an army of millions charging at my back.

      I could see the wall guards’ faces from far off, and their confusion shifted to fear and then panic quickly once they saw the wall of ravenous Balphas charging toward them. A few brave souls grabbed the small Type 95 automatic rifles hanging at their sides and stood their ground, but the bulk turned and fled.

      Steel doors slammed shut over basements and storage rooms as soldiers crowded inside when I came flying over the wall. A few rifles popped off, their rounds ricocheting off the buildings around me, but I paid them little notice as I ran on. I was moving fast and cutting side to side in sharp angles, but it was the hairs on the back of my arms that let me know I was in little danger.

      The couple times the mutants had drawn close to me, I’d sensed the danger of falling prey to the mindless horde. In seconds they could swarm me and by sheer weight of numbers, if nothing else, take me down.

      As I reached the roof of a tall barracks building and gazed back behind me, I felt a moment of regret for the destruction being wrought because of my plans. Tens of thousands of mutants were pouring over the walls and through broken gates. Large motor pools were engulfed in flames as fuel canisters were overturned and caught fire, and an electrical substation let out a high-pitched whine before a concussive detonation sent a small mushroom cloud into the sky.

      The Balphas poured into the outer ring of the compound, and I saw the bulk heading straight for a massive arena set up in the second ring.

      Cursing myself, I raced on, my nose ever on the lookout for the complex aroma of Dee’s kin as I angled toward the open-roofed arena. The structure had been empty in the satellite images we’d scouted, but as I neared it, the high hum of thousands of female voices could be heard.

      My legs carried me down a wide street, rapidly emptying as workers and young Alphas ran for safety, their confusion and fear thick upon the air. Turning down a short alley, I popped out into a wide boulevard filled with dozens of nervous security forces.

      I’d noticed mundane men on the walls, but seeing such a large group was a shock. When they saw a tall, pale-skinned Alpha run into their midst, their relief was palpable. Then they noticed my clothing and weapons and raised theirs in challenge.

      Perhaps I should have offered words of peace or sought common ground, but that just wasn’t in my nature anymore. Instead, I rose to my full height and let loose a roar from the very center of my being, meeting them challenge for challenge.

      Three dozen rifles clattered to the concrete, and the air filled with the scent of urine, fear, and shame.

      When I snatched the blond man with the captain’s bars on one arm up, he raised his other arm weakly to fend me off, not bothering to use the pistol at his side as fear scrambled his training and instincts.

      “What do you have in there?” I shouted, pointing at the arena.

      “Master…?” the man asked, his face twisted in confusion as he continued to flinch at my every little movement.

      Turning to the rest of the cowering men, I glared, and one brave soul offered, “The women and girls Chairman Shen and the Council collected are all being experimented on or something.”

      “Enhanced, or so Alpha Farang said!” offered another one before ducking down to avoid my glower.

      “There are ten million mutants about to overrun this place any second. Any chance it can be sealed, and those women protected?”

      The men stared at one another for a long second, then the sound of screams and the thunder of many feet reached them as the Balphas approached the second ring.

      “They built it to keep them in…” the first man said with a frown.

      “It can!” gasped the captain. His hands had been scrambling at my wrist but so weakly I hadn’t noticed, but now I released him. After a quick gasp, he continued while backing away from me. “Except for the main gate… It’s all sealed on the outside.”

      “GO!”

      My voice was layered with deep vibrations of command as the word thundered out. The men, enemies until a second before, scrambled to obey the order.
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      I didn’t stick around to make sure they followed through because a whiff of familiar fear reached me then. It only took one glance to see which direction it was coming from, and then I was off, my feet pounding the pavement as my own fear ramped up.

      The plan had always been reckless, but it had been the only way to break the back of a place already so organized and populated. Of course, there would be injuries and casualties, but I was banking on the biggest outcome being chaos. The appearance of another fear-spreading monster would put an end to my hope of a low body count.

      A roar rose from near the center of the ring, so great and terrible that it could only be from the monster. Unfortunately, it was coming from near the same location I was supposed to sync up with Dee, near the tall glass tower at the center of the compound. My fear ratcheted up, and it had nothing to do with the scent of the wind.

      Strength flooded my limbs as I launched myself forward with great leaping bounds. The streets were blessedly empty, but a long building filled with low mooing sent a shiver down my spine. Those voices sounded far too similar to what we’d found in Egypt. If that had been all I found, it would have been enough, but I’d found evidence of dozens of horrifying experiments.

      There was no time to stop and help the poor creatures trapped in cages and strapped to exam tables, nor the women and men crucified against walls as strangely colored concoctions filled their veins. But their piteous cries followed me into the heart of the compound, adding fuel to the fire of my anger.

      Fires raged all around, and the sky was rapidly filling with black smoke. Dense clouds swirled and billowed all around the outer ring now, the red glow of their fires creeping ever closer toward the center.

      A short leap took me to the roof of a short building, and I got an angle in the inner ring. There were large apartment and office buildings, but the central area was dominated by a massive glass tower that was surrounded by sculpted gardens and a large square of basketball courts.

      The first thing I noticed was not one, but two bulbous shapes had a small silver-haired woman pinned against one of the apartment buildings while a helicopter got up to speed on the basketball courts. A small crew of guards stood around the helicopter, nervously handling their machine guns as they scanned their surroundings.

      I was spotted as I leapt from the roof to the top of a wall, then down to the street below, Dust kicked up around my feet as the men began taking aim. Something hit me in the chest, like a fist smashing me backward out of nowhere, and instead of pain, my anger flared white-hot.

      If the beast within had had his way, I’d have drawn the sword on my back and raced over to cut each and every one of them down. The need clawed at my insides, but I pushed it down, sublimating the baser instincts as I drew the pistols on either hip.

      The world narrowed down to tight focus as I blocked out everything else but the nine men scrambling around the helicopter to train their rifles on me. The two who’d spotted me and gotten shots off dropped with my first two rounds, and the next two with their machine guns sighted were the next to receive hollow-tipped bullets through the skull.

      I leapt through hedges and ran across the loose gravel filling the gardens as I angled my way toward Donatella. Ignoring the flash of muzzle fire as my legs churned beneath me, I didn’t bother sighting as I dropped the guards one at a time, relying more on feel. As the last man dropped and I was about to turn on the fear-exuding monsters, four figures came racing out of the glass building.

      Two carried heavy briefcases while two others flashed blades. The shock of red hair and the tall, pasty-faced figure could only be one man, and it took all of my willpower to keep running into the cloud of fear and not straight at Matthew and his companions.

      “Fall back!”

      Dee’s face was sheeted in blood from a nasty cut across her scalp, and one arm hung limp and at an awkward angle. She’d lost her sword somewhere in the fight, but still fought like a whirling dervish one-handed. It took another shout to reach through to the Alpha, and when she noticed me, it nearly got her killed as a large claw came swiping at her head.

      The cloud of fear struck me then, and my knees grew weak. One of the creatures spun on me, and I could finally behold its horrific features in full. They had filed the rows upon rows of misaligned teeth into fangs, the tongue within forked like a snake and ever moving. The nose was flat against the face, and thick black hairs swayed from bulging warts. The eyes were as large as dinner plates, oddly flat, and filled with a mindless rage.

      Slashing at the thing’s neck, I realized immediately that the blade might be more of a liability in my hands than not as it turned on the monster’s leathery skin, angling back toward me. Releasing the weapon, I ducked a lumbering swing and danced to the side as the jaws chomped the place I’d been standing.

      “They’re in here!” Dee shouted, but her words were drowned out by my own quiet curses.

      I couldn’t land a solid blow on the eight-foot-tall creature. Though its movements were slow and sluggish compared to mine, the fear kept my muscles loose and it was tireless in its attacks. The helicopter’s blades rose to a high-pitched whirr, and I noticed out of the corner of my eye all four men on board as the aircraft lifted off while Dee fought desperately with her own monster.

      I’d just avoided a kick to my midsection and was digging deep to find another scrap of strength when a massive claw landed against my side and smashed me against the concrete. Pain exploded in my skull as it bounced off the ground, and I landed on my side, where I could feel hot blood coursing down.

      Spots formed in my vision, big black circles hovering between me and the world, and for half a second I lay there stunned, trying to make sense of what had happened to me. The world went dark as a clawed foot the size of my torso rose above me. The malformed muscles flexed, and my brief life flashed before my eyes as death descended.

      “NO.”

      The single word staggered the creature back and rocked me where I lay as another aura overwhelmed me. Head clearing, I glanced around, looking for a third or even fourth monster, but found only Dee. The young woman stood straight and tall, her silver hair whipped about her by the winds and an orange glow of fire highlighting her preternatural beauty.

      Donatella didn’t exude fear, but indomitability.

      The subtle but clear difference was potent. I saw a glorious, silver-haired creature, but whatever the monsters registered, it was too much for their twisted minds to handle. Letting out oddly high-pitched shrieks, the pair turned and fled in the same direction. Their stubby, little legs carrying them with shocking speed as they waddled away like giant, terrifying babies.

      “Courtney!” Dee blinked rapidly, the aura of command about her faltering then fading as she rushed over to my side.

      “Get your family to safety,” I ground out, already pushing myself to my feet and ignoring the screaming agony in my side.

      “What are you going to do? You’re bleeding!”

      “I’m going to end this,” I said and turned toward the helicopter as its skids left the ground and it rose into the air.

      One of the men in the open side door was pointing at the two monsters running off and raising a long rifle to sight on Dee and me.

      “Go!” I shouted, and though I filled my voice with command, it didn’t have nearly the impact her word had, and she hesitated.
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      Spying my discarded sword a few feet away, I snatched it up, spun on one heel, and hurled it like a spear. The man with the rifle watched incredulously as the blade flew like an arrow straight for the motor above his head. He was scrambling back and his companions shouting in alarm when the blade shattered against the spinning steel of the motor.

      The men laughed in amusement at my failed attack, unaware that it had been a ruse. I’d sprinted after the weapon, knowing it to be a gamble. As the blade shattered and the pilot’s attention was directed up, all of my weight landed on the forward tip of one of the skids.

      Like a frisbee falling at an angle, the helicopter came right down, and I was forced to throw myself against the fuselage as the rotor blades shattered against the ground into thousands of sharp shards. As it was, my leg got chewed up by several, and I was thrown clear of the wreckage as it crumpled to a stop.

      The sound of feet quickly approaching brought me back to awareness, but I breathed a sigh of relief when I scented Dee. I was pushing myself to my feet when a roar of rage rose from within the wreckage.

      “FOOLS! YOU SMALL-MINDED FOOLS!”

      “Can you—” Dee’s words were cut off as the shriek of steel tearing filled the air.

      “Shen!” The pain and hurt in Matthew’s voice was shocking as he rose from the column of black smoke like a redheaded demon.

      A small form shifted twenty feet away, and Matthew let out a sob of relief as he ran over. Dee and I watched the man cradle the other man with the pathos one could only hold for a brother or lover, and from the emotions swirling between the two, I was certain they were both.

      “Our dream will become reality,” the man sniffed, the broken body of his dying friend held in his arms. “Master’s perfect world is here, Shen… It’s here!”

      “It’s over, Matthew!” I shouted, dragging one leg as I limped over to the man.

      “Over?” the man asked in a dangerously quiet voice. “You think your little antidote will stop this?” He waved a hand around at the flames and chaos closing in. “Pandora’s box is open, fool, and there’s no putting the treasures back in. Master Williams was right.”

      “Master?” Dee asked, and I was pleased to see nothing of the affection she’d once held for this man in her face or scent, only contempt. “Don’t corrupt my grandfather’s legacy—”

      “Corrupt?” Matthew roared, his anger suddenly hot and fierce as he clutched at his dying lover with one arm and waved the other around at the chaotic world around us. “This is Dean’s vision! What is a world with Alphas who don’t lead? How can they guide humanity toward a better and brighter future? When the fools refused to see the wisdom in Shen’s plans…” A racking sob tore through him as he gripped the man even tighter. “We had to act! If we hadn’t, this world would be unlivable in two centuries and humanity gone in three! We gave you a chance!”

      “You murdered billions,” I said, unable even now to fully comprehend the loss.

      “We could, so we did.” Matthew shrugged as if it were nothing, and from his cold scent, I knew he really didn’t care about the loss of life.

      “You’re insane,” Dee said, her expression horrified.

      “Look in the mirror, Donatella.” The man smirked, his confidence suddenly back. “Alpha… Beta… all weak words that fail to describe what we are… Powerful.” He rose to his feet on unsteady legs, letting his weakly breathing lover down gently, and stood tall.

      “KNEEL.”

      The absolute command was similar to what Dee had done with the monsters. But where she’d been indomitable, Matthew’s naked voice of command was colder and harder, missing Dee’s warmth beneath it.

      If I hadn’t been walling out the beast within and its impulses, I’d have fallen to my knees and bowed my head in submission right there. The awful power of his control upon my unwilling body and mind was horrifying. Not only because it was directed at me, but because of its potential.

      I saw then that ascension and my little trick of walling out the beast within were half steps edging toward the same place. The thing Dee, Matthew, and most certainly Dean Williams before them had discovered was that, at its root, the Enkyos Serum empowered a person to dominate their enemies.

      All of this flashed through my head in the second my knees trembled and I fought off the man’s powerful control. I didn’t fall, however, and was able to dodge to the side awkwardly as a silvery curved blade cut at me from behind.

      The reason for Matthew’s sudden confidence was clear as two men surged up out of the darkness. The glow of flames and dense black smoke from the downed helicopter added to the lurking shadows, and all I could make out were two outlines as they danced in at me.

      One leg was weak and useless. The knee would bend, but it didn’t want to hold any weight, and the pain was excruciating. My arms still worked, and I had one thing neither Alpha facing me did, a desire to live that fueled my limbs with a wild strength.

      I also had no clue what I was doing in a fight against two trained men, and this was clear in seconds. Not only were they armed and better trained, but they worked in tandem. The dark-skinned man moved in low, his shorter blade seeking to cut at my injured side while his taller companion harried my left side, forcing me to pivot on the weak leg.

      Swordsmanship and hand-to-hand combat might not have been my strengths, but I was aware of my surroundings. Keeping track of Dee and Matthew as they struggled behind me, as well as the pair before me, I managed to edge the pair between me and the wreckage, earning a stab in the shoulder in the process.

      Blood coated my sides and one shoe was sloshing with it as they grinned in triumph.

      “Go low, Adesh,” the taller man said. “This fucker ends here.”

      The shorter man nodded, but before he could attack, I surged forward. When they tried to step back, to brace themselves for the impact, their heels clipped the wreckage. The shorter man went down under me, his screams of pain and anger cutting off sharply as I drove my fist into his neck, crushing the soft tissue and bones within.

      The taller man twisted around and got me beneath him. Flames licked at my injured side, but instead of walling the pain out, I drank it in. Drank it all in.

      As I did, I felt the certainty settle within me that this was how I was meant to be. As I would rule over my pride, with absolute authority, I would rule this thing beneath me. Reaching into my pocket, I yanked out the vial of antidote and smashed it down into the man’s mouth.

      Glass shattered, and I felt the shard tear through his cheeks and grind against the roof of his mouth as I forced it shut. Staring into those terrified Alpha eyes, I felt an indescribable elation. As the fear shifted to panic and his body convulsed, froth forming around his lips, my own smile grew.

      A cry of pain drew my attention, and I frowned in annoyance to find Dee fallen to the ground and Matthew standing above her with a steel beam raised in his hands, about to bash her brains in.

      “NO.”

      The redhead staggered but without missing a beat flung the steel bar at me. It spun through the air so fast that it nearly took my head off, and I had already been moving to duck when he let go.

      The shockingly powerful awareness flickered, and I released it with a shudder of revulsion. The shaking body of the dying Alpha beneath me was a shameful reminder of the thing I’d become for a second.

      The terrible thing was how desperately I wanted it back. Even knowing how cold and unfeeling I’d been, the power was too addictive.

      “YOU WILL DIE.”

      Every word hit me like a hammer blow as I struggled to my feet and a part of me wanted to die. The pain clouded out my concentration, not only of my injuries but also a stabbing pain in my heart that I shrugged off.

      “DIE!”

      The man thundered the command, and I almost fell to my knees again as pain exploded in my chest. Matthew seemed incredulous that I refused to follow his commands, and his rage filled the air with such a rancid taste that I gagged.

      “DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE!”

      He stalked toward me, every shout hitting my body like a sledgehammer, and I swayed under the assault, refusing to buckle or be bowed. Defiantly, I raised my one good hand and tightened it into a fist.

      “No.”

      My voice came out croaking and weak, but my arm never wavered. Matthew let out a wordless scream of anger and swung a hammer blow that would have taken my head off had Dee’s arm not reached around and snatched back his head. As she plunged the short dagger from her boot into his neck, I was coated in a spray of the man’s hot blood.

      Blinking, I stood there and stared around dumbly, waiting for something else to leap from the smoke or shadows and attack us. When nothing did, relief, instead of triumph, swept through me and I took in the chaos closing in around us.

      “What a fucking mess,” Dee said, glancing around at the destruction we’d wrought.

      My mangled leg gave out, and she caught me before I fell. “We need to get you seen to, fast.”

      “Pop the smoke,” I said. “And let’s go get your family. I want to be gone from here before the swarm reaches us.”

      “Gone where?” she asked, and I knew what she meant. Where could we go in a world turned to chaos? Then I remembered a dream from a couple weeks before.

      “We’re done saving the world.” I glanced around at the destruction we’d wrought and shrugged. “Or fucking it up. We’ve earned a rest. I know of this cabin in the woods of Montana… Sounds like a good place to raise a family.”

      Dee frowned, looking around us as we made our way to where a small group of women was gathering outside the apartment building the monsters had been guarding.

      “We’ll help the world as much as we can,” I said. “But let’s heal those closest to us first… and maybe ourselves too.”

      When she met my eyes, I sensed the same troubled thoughts in her head as in mine. The power slumbering within us, and possibly all Alphas, was frightening. Nor could we deny what Matthew had said: Pandora’s box had been opened. Try as much as we might, there might be no hope of putting the genie back in the bottle on this one.

      “Momma!” Dee’s excitement when the busty blonde raced ahead of the others and drew near pushed my worries to the back of my mind.

      Off in the distance, I spotted a Blackhawk helicopter flying toward us at speed. The attack helicopter kicked up twin swirls of colored smoke, but in the open air beneath its rotors, I saw five figures hanging from the open side doors. When I saw my pride approaching, safe and unharmed, a knot released within and I sagged in relief, the pain suddenly very real as I sagged against Dee.

      The helicopter barely held us all, but I managed to cling to consciousness as it rose into the air, Shandra and Annie furiously pressing gauze into my wounds. We landed outside of Shenzhen, at the airport, and while the plane was prepped, I stood and gazed back at the burning circles of fire off in the distance.

      We’d found order growing from chaos, but a corrupt and perverted kind of order. I felt responsible to make sure that whatever grew from this chaos was a better world than the one we’d destroyed, and hopefully better than Earth had been before the apocalypse. But Matthew’s words kept ringing in my mind, as did the addictive taste of true power.

      “Are you ready, C?” Ava asked, drawing my attention. “The plane is packed and fueled. Emma wants to get across the Pacific before the weather turns.”

      “Aye,” I said, turning and letting her help me up the ladder.

      “We’ll be back, someday,” Ava promised, her warm hand rubbing my shoulder comfortingly. “And we’ll have help with us.”

      She smiled and rested a hand on her belly, and the dark cloud that hung around my thoughts suddenly lifted as I remembered the precious life growing in her womb. All wasn’t death and destruction. There was love and life growing in the world, and with it came hope.
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      SLIGHTLY OVER ONE YEAR LATER

      

      The world was silent beneath a thick layer of freshly fallen snow. The sun was hidden behind clouds, and I could leave my eyes uncovered without the glare blinding me.

      A branch hung over my shoulder with seven rabbits hanging from it. Tonight was a special occasion, and Annie was making dumplings and rabbit stew, and my stomach was already rumbling even though dinner was many hours away.

      The thin line of smoke was my guidepost as it rose from the top of a cliff face above the mountain trees and wound its way into the gray skies above. I’d been leaving the cabin before dawn of late. Loving to be out in the woods, hunting or exploring as the sun rose.

      When Donatella was here, she’d join me, and occasionally Ava would as well, but the others left me to my own devices out in nature. Ava had grown a touch wild over the last year, and giving birth to our squalling daughter hadn’t tempered the thrill for adventure awoken in her by our trip around the world.

      It had been interesting to see the changes motherhood wrought on my pride. Ava and Dee had a newfound appreciation for life, the pair of them throwing themselves into every mission or adventure that came up, while Shandra and Madelyn had grown remarkably maternal and matronly.

      The pair had been there for every birth, working in tandem to make sure everything went smoothly. And in the months after the babes had been born, their arms had been full, and their cheeks sore from smiling as they bounced babies on their knees.

      In the chaos of this new world, struggling up from the ashes, it’s been Annie and Brianna who’ve helped me stay sane. The pair had become sisters in all but name, and as the rest of the world went crazy in how they saw and spoke to me, the pair never let my head get too full of itself.

      Leaping up the cliff face, I couldn’t help but laugh as my passage knocked bundles of newly fallen snow off tree limbs and I rose through a cloud of white dust. Landing atop the sheer face, I took in the sight of the little four-room cabin I’d built with my own hands. The sight filled me with an indescribable joy, but something about it was off and I wondered why my hackles hadn’t risen.

      A second later it registered that the sound of babies crying for their mothers or a meal was absent. An ache of loss settled in the center of my being, at the same time, I breathed a deep sigh of relief. I hadn’t believed Donatella’s mom and sisters would take the babes until just now, and I found myself skipping through the knee-high snow as I climbed the slope to the ridge-top cabin.

      We’d picked the location for its breathtaking view as well as the access north, east, and west. To the south, only Dee and I, or perhaps another powerful Alpha, could pass. In those trackless forests and broken hills, I’d lose myself each morning.

      The dim glow of golden light to the north signaled that Dee’s mother and sisters were waking. The family had insisted on staying near one another, although that had caused some problems in the first few months. The women were still pumped full of mind-clouding aphrodisiacs. They could hold out for days, even weeks, but eventually their bodies craved… union.

      The experiments done by Shen and his scientists had been the most advanced by far, and the women we’d brought from there had been a challenge for Dr. Gupta to help. In the end, they’d forced me into a drastic form of therapy that had required a night with each.

      Ava and Madelyn had been understanding, but Brianna and Annie hadn’t been able to understand until spending time with the women. All they’d seen was the women’s haunting beauty. But once they saw how Dee’s mother and youngest sisters suffered, all had been well. Still, I’d been careful to steer clear of the two-story A-frame unless there was a reason to go. I had no doubts about my willpower, even remembering the incredible evenings, but better not to poke the bears.

      Think of a she-bear and she appears.

      “You’re one rabbit short,” Annie said with a frown, resting her hands on her hips as she stood up from the icebox.

      I opened my mouth to correct her but noticed the end of my stick had a broken thread dangling from it where a rabbit should have been trussed up. Cursing to myself, I glanced back at the cliff and frowned.

      “It must have fallen off on jump… Thing’s hawk food by now.”

      “Playing in the snow, again?” the redhead asked with a raised eyebrow as she brushed dry snow from my shoulder. “I guess I can make six work. Go on inside, Bri’s got the fire built up for you.”

      I passed off the brace of rabbits to the short redhead and stole a kiss before slipping inside. The large living room had a flagstone fireplace against one wall with a mantle and chimney that dominated the wall. Couches and chairs were normally arranged around the fireplace in a loose semi-circle but had been moved back off the thick rug that covered the floor.

      “There’s porridge in the pot,” Bri called from the back room, and I grinned to see the woman had already filled a bowl with brown sugar and dried berries and set it beside the small copper pot.

      I filled the bowl with two big ladles of porridge and dug in, the berries bursting with flavor in my mouth. Annie came in a minute later with the rabbits broken down and a few onions, carrots, and potatoes. As the redhead chopped up produce and began searing off the meat, I watched the competent young woman work.

      “Dee won’t be here till later,” Annie said. “Ava said she’ll be flying the Blackhawk here around noon.”

      “And Shandra?” I asked. “Is she still up at the A-frame?”

      “Yes,” Annie said with a little laugh. “They’re so nervous about watching the babes, they wanted to make sure the doctor was there until the last minute. They can’t hide how excited they are, though… Maybe you should consider Ava’s idea.”

      “You’re pushing that now too?” I asked with surprise.

      “We both are,” Bri said, coming into the living room with a stack of clean linens and setting them on a side table. “You’ve been very sweet, CT, by staying away from there, but Ava’s right. If they’re unwilling to go out into the wilds and find an Alpha, or to take one of the regular men Donna has saved with the antidote… They just seem to get more and more depressed up there. I worry about those poor women.”

      “Speaking of poor women,” Annie said, pulling my empty bowl out of my lap and getting a twinkle in her eyes as she winked at her sister. “We have an hour before Ava and Madge will be back and…”

      “You want me to do the thing,” I said, sighing dramatically and suppressing my grin of delight.

      “Please, baby?” Bri purred, her hand slipping between my thighs and cupping the package in my jeans. “You know how much we love it… and we know exactly how to… demonstrate our appreciation… remember last Friday morning?”

      “Ohh God,” I said with a shudder of pleasure at the memory.

      “Come on!” Annie was pulling me to my feet taking one hand, and Bri joined her, pulling the other.

      We stumbled down the short hallway as the women peeled each other’s clothes off, their kisses and touches growing hotter with every step we took. They tumbled into the massive bed we’d built, and I stood there for a few seconds enjoying the sapphic sight.

      “I’ll never get over how hot you two look like this,” I said, and the two twisted to look up at me and grinned. One of Annie’s massive breasts was cradled in Bri’s hand, and the redhead had a firm handful of the brunette’s firm, little ass.

      “And we’ll never get over how sexy you look,” Bri said with a wink. “Go on then take it off, husband.”

      I removed my clothing and let it fall to the floor as the women’s hands reached between one another’s legs, touching and caressing their wetness. In a complete inversion of the reality, I knew before Armageddon came for the world, women now seemed to take more pleasure from seeing me disrobe than I did them, and I loved it even more than they did.

      Over the last year, my body had filled out and leaned up. No matter how much I ate, the Catalyst interwoven through my DNA pushed my body into physical perfection.

      “Gorgeous,” Bri breathed, and Annie growled in pleasure and turned into her sister, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss, tongues sliding along one another’s as the redhead rolled over Bri.

      The women had spent every moment together since I’d bonded them, both waking and sleeping. In that time, they’d discovered a position that sent them into nirvana, and almost daily I was roped into facilitating their desires.

      As Annie hunched her thighs forward, and Brianna spread hers wide, their bald pussies pressed together, Bri’s hands rose up her sister’s sides, gliding along the pale skin. One hand pulled the younger woman close, while the other gripped and massaged one of her massive breasts.

      Annie’s fingers were lost in the slender woman’s dark hair. The silky tresses were a wild halo around her beautiful face as Annie planted kisses on her neck and lips. The women whispered gentle words of love to one another, their touches and kisses growing more and more passionate, and both let out little whimpers as my weight settled on the bed.

      “Quick, baby, we’re so close!” Annie didn’t look back, but her wide ass flexed and hips rolled as she invited me in.

      Reaching down, I took hold of Annie’s soft ass and pushed down. The women moaned as my hardness slipped between their puffy lips. Hard little clits ground along the length of my cock and their wetness coated its length. As the women made out, their kisses growing more and more heated, I thrust between them.

      The sensations around my cock were soft and gentle, and it would take a long time for me to reach my peak, but the women were halfway there in moments. Slowing my pace, I edged them closer and closer to the moment. My cock throbbed, and I watched the sisters clutch at one another, their shudders stilling as they gasped out in bliss.

      “Mhmmm oh, God, I needed that,” Brianna purred as her legs slumped down.

      “I’m going to…” Annie shook with a small aftershock orgasm, hands gripping Bri tight before she sagged against the slender woman.

      “Bring that beautiful thing up here and let us give you your reward, big boy,” Brianna purred, rolling her sister over and cupping her massive breasts together.

      Annie’s green eyes were still hazy from bliss, but her lips curled into a hungry grin as she pulled me forward. My cock slipped between the girl's soft tits, and I sighed in pleasure as Bri wrapped her tight lips around the head.

      The slender brunette sucked the tip hard, then released it as I pulled back through Annie’s breasts. The women’s cheeks were pressed together, and as the head pushed through again, both swirled their tongues around it, and Annie even managed to mouth it gently with her lips before I pulled back.

      Each time I thrust through, my cock was bathed in their tongues or sucked hard by one of their mouths. Both pushed the girl’s massive breasts around my cock, gripping it tight as my hands explored their sexy bodies.

      “This is so hot,” I breathed.

      “And we thought you’d be tired of it by now,” Bri grinned before gliding her tongue along the underside of my cock.

      “Never,” I breathed.

      “Good boy,” Annie huffed. “Now cum for us, CT… cover our faces in your delicious cum!”

      “Cum for us,” Brianna purred.

      Their tongues worked as one, flicking around the head of my cock with light little motions that had my balls tightening and toes curling in moments. Pressing forward, Annie’s tits smooshed between us, I gasped in pleasure as thick lines of pearlescent cum arced out, coating the women's faces.

      I fell back onto the stuffed mattress with shaky limbs and caught my breath as the two sisters rolled around making out. Where my cum covered their skin, they licked and sucked it clean and would have crawled between my legs to finish the job, but a snort of amusement from the doorway drew all our heads around.

      “If you let the stew burn, Madge will never let you hear the end of it. She still thinks we should have had Emma cook.”

      “I’m not going to burn it!” Annie said, scrambling from the bed and snatching up her clothes as she hurried to the living room.

      “Do I have time for a bath?” Bri asked as she rolled out of bed lazily.

      “If you make it fast,” Ava said, drawing the slender brunette into a one-armed hug as she led her out of the bedroom. “You still have to run up to the A-frame and help Shandra with the things… you remember?”

      The women shared a secretive look, and Brianna nodded. “Good girl, now get along. Or else you two will leave our husband too tired to make this a proper anniversary.”

      The brunette shot me a sly grin and pulled on her clothes as they hurried out of the house. I was pulling on my pants when she turned and planted both hands on the sides of my face and pressed a kiss to my lips that left me breathless.

      “Happy anniversary, my love.”

      “Happy anniversary,” I said, smiling into her lips and groaning as she leveraged herself up and away from me. Looking up, she smiled and smoothed her blue dress over her belly. There was something soft and extra loving hidden in the merry twinkle of her eyes and I frowned, then saw her smile turn shy and realization struck.

      “Wait… two months ago when we spent that night under the moonlight… are you… again?”

      “Yes, my beautiful son,” Ava whispered as I stood and swept her up into my arms. “The others know, but I’ve been saving it until tonight.”

      “This is… this is wonderful!”

      “Don’t get too excited, it’s early yet, but Shandra says everything is going well. Speaking of which, she’ll be here any minute and we need to get things ready, so you have to leave.”

      “Leave?”

      “Yes! Dee’s landing soon. Go greet her at the landing site or something—”

      Her words cut off as I pressed a kiss to her lips. Ava softened in my arms, and I felt the tension melt in her, and when I pulled back, there were sparkling tears of joy in her eyes. The others welcomed us with hugs when we returned to the living room, but my stepmother stuck to her word, harrying me from the cabin before Madelyn could entice me with her new, matronly body.

      I took off north and west with images of the former actress filling my head. The woman had always had large breasts, but since giving birth and helping nurse the other babes, they’d grown even larger than Ava’s or Annie’s, and she knew how easily they distracted me.

      We had thoughts of putting a road in where the trail led down to the lower valleys. I’d sought solitude in the mountains that had once been Wyoming, but word had gotten out. Within weeks dozens and then hundreds of refugees began gathering in the valleys below.

      At first, I’d gone to visit and make sure they were safe and cared for, but soon their awe and the strange factions of worship that had formed amongst them made me uncomfortable. No matter how much I tried to push back against the narrative, the stories of my deeds spread and grew with the telling. When Tom Redding and his coven emerged from the wilds with a story that raised the hair on the backs of my arms, it relieved me of the burden of responsibility once more.

      The short mountain trees gave way to lower elevation fir and pine as I dropped down into the high valley. I’d gone a bare half-mile when a whiff of complex aroma told me Dee was nearby. Two minutes later I spotted a flash of silver ahead, and then she came loping out of the tree line.

      I froze when I saw Donatella. Her flowing silver locks streamed behind her, and her delicate-featured face was fixed in concentration as she leapt over fallen logs and avoided boulders. If anything, Dee had grown more beautiful since giving birth. The yellow of her eyes had a golden hue now, the deeper colors reflecting her maturity and growth.

      Those sharp eyes of hers spotted me in the tree line, and she flashed a bright smile of joy and ran over. As she leapt into my arms, the space between us flashed purple in that odd manner our eyes took on when we’d been parted for a time, then her lips met mine and all thought faded.

      “I missed you,” I breathed into her lips and felt them curl up into a hungry grin.

      “Prove it.” Her hands were beneath my shirt and pushing down my pants, and in seconds, I had yanked her tights down as well.

      Growling like a wild animal in heat, I bent the slender woman right there in the forest. Dee gripped the trunk of a tree, her face screwed up in need as I thrust into her from behind, my hands clawing at her body as she twisted back to meet my lips.

      “Ava… uhh… told you.” Those yellow eyes were filled with love as they met mine. “Ohhhh, God!”

      I exploded within her tightness as we gripped each other tight, her pussy shivering around my cock as her own orgasm faded. With shaky fingers, we slowly released one another and stood grinning like fools.

      “Congratulations, CT. Now let’s get back to the cabin before Ava has my hide for tiring you out.”

      “What did Tom have to say?” I asked as we started out on the trail back up to the cabin.

      “He was too busy to speak much. Donna sent another wave of refugees over, and it’s a bit chaotic down there right now. They’re forming the New America government, and he wants you to be a part of it still.”

      “I told him,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s a bad idea for me to get involved in their affairs. You know what happened last time.”

      “You might not have a chance soon. There are strange stories cropping up all over the world since the net was brought back online.”

      “Like what?”

      “You remember those things in Shenzhen?” Dee asked, and from the hint of fear in her scent, I knew exactly what she meant and nodded. “Well, there’s reported sightings of a thirty-foot tall giant with rows and rows of teeth in the mountains. I thought it sounded like a joke until there were reports of another one farther to the north with notes about an aura of fear... And there’s more.” She pulled out her phone and called up a video of a young woman with achingly beautiful features surrounded by a group of handsome young men. The young woman’s fixed stare flashed into a grin of triumph as a dead rose on her palm lifted into the air as if floating on currents of air and shimmered back into red and green life.

      “What the fuck?” I asked.

      “Do you remember what Matthew said? About Pandora’s box being opened? The world will never be as it once was… I don’t know if we can afford to stay apart from it forever.”

      I said nothing, pulling the phone from her hand and playing the video again as we continued on up the trail. The world was even wilder now than it had been directly after the bombs fell. But it felt cleaner too, somehow.

      “Forget it for now,” Dee said, taking the phone from my hand and pulling me forward, toward the rising column of smoke. “Let’s hurry. Shandra was going to get cupcakes from Mom.”

      “I think that was supposed to be a surprise,” I said with a laugh as we ran ahead.

      “Fake it!”

      I followed the young woman’s perfect ass as it bounced ahead of me and nearly collided into her when she froze to a standstill in the cabin’s doorway. Stepping up behind her, my breath caught in my chest at the sight before me.

      Candles had been lit all around the room, casting the darkened space in a warm, romantic light. The comforters and sheets Brianna had folded earlier were laid out before the fire and covered in a dozen thick pillows. But it wasn’t candlelight or linens that stole my breath.

      My pride lay reclined upon the pillows, each woman clad in matching sets of lacy white panties and bra. Wherever I looked, I saw stunning curves and tempting bare flesh. Donatella turned and took my hand, drawing me into the room as she shed her clothes as well to reveal the same set of white panties and bra.

      “Happy anniversary, my husband,” the young Alpha breathed as she sank to her knees before me.

      A growl of hunger grew from the back of my throat as the women drew close, their warm flesh pressing in around me. As nimble fingers plucked free my clothes and their own, I let my essence out, and the cabin was filled with the musky aroma.

      The effect my raw pheromones had on my pride was immediate. Tongues reached out, and lips pressed close, drowning me in a sea of bliss. I stood like a king of old as Ava sucked the tip of my cock and Madelyn ran her pink tongue over my balls. Shandra pressed her thick lips next to my mother’s, sucking the head of my cock as they traded off back and forth, while Dee kissed along the shaft.

      Annie rose, her lips pressing to mine, as I gathered one of the young woman’s massive breasts and massaged it, pulling on her nipple, feeling it firm up. Hungry lips on my cheek drew my head to the other side, and Brianna’s hot tongue slithered into my mouth.

      The hot mouth left the tip of my cock as Ava spun around and Madelyn drew me forward and down to my knees.

      “Take her first, CT,” the former actress husked as she bent low and spread my stepmom’s ass cheeks. Her massive, soft breasts swinging below her as she enticed me forward. “Just like that first, wicked night when you fucked your mommy.”

      “Yes!” Ava’s scream of pleasure reached its peak as the head of my cock came to rest against her cervix.

      With Dee’s hands on my ass, urging me forward and Madge’s hot words and massive tits swaying before me, I let the beast loose. My cock dug into my stepmom with powerful thrusts as she came on it again and again. Whimpering and shaking, she pulled me into a desperate kiss as her tightness milked a massive load of cum from my cock.

      We collapsed beside Annie and Brianna, who were twisted together in a sapphic embrace, and I gazed down as Madge, Dee, and Shandra cleaned my cock. The two MILFs took delight in guiding Dee’s mouth deeper and deeper as they encouraged her to work my dick into her throat. When she rested her nose against my pubis, they cheered her on, but it was Madge who threw her thigh over my hips and sank onto my stiffness.

      Reaching up, I cupped the woman’s massive breasts and shivered in awe once again at the sight of my fingers sinking into the soft yet spongy flesh. The older woman moaned out and cradled my head to her chest, drawing my lips to one sweet nipple as her hips rose and fell.

      Ava moved in at my back, her large breasts pressed around my head as Madelyn’s swallowed me as well. The soft flesh cushioned me in heaven as I felt Madge’s pussy grip my cock, and her sharp hiss of pleasure announce her first orgasm. Then she froze, body locking up as I felt a body move between my legs.

      Spreading the former actress’s ass wide, she dug her nails into my shoulder, massive breasts nearly choking me as the tongue worked in her ass. The shock and pleasure sent her to an even higher peak, and the added grip of her milking pussy added to the heaven surrounding me, sending my own orgasm rushing through me.

      It took me long moments to recover from the soul-shaking bliss. And from the eyes rolled back into her skull and the trembles in her limbs, it would be a while before Madelyn Heatherton was camera ready.

      Rolling over, I found Ava and Shandra in an embrace and pulled the dark-skinned woman’s firm ass back into my face.

      “Ohhh gods… right there… please… fuck me, baby… I need it!”

      My tongue dug through her folds, tasting her sweet nectar for only a few moments before her shivering hips needed something more fulfilling. Brianna and Annie were there. The pair gripped the base of my cock and had me hard as steel beneath their gentle stroking hands in moments.

      Thrusting into the doctor in one powerful thrust, I watched her dark hair fan backward as she threw her head back and cried out in pleasure. My stepmom slipped down and ran her hands up the woman’s slender body, cupping her firm mounds and nursing from the hard nipples, causing Shandra to let out grunts as I took her from behind.

      Within minutes, the slender woman’s face was pressed into the sheets and her ass up in the air as I drove down into her. Ava’s tongue had made its way down to Shandra’s pussy and swept back and forth over her clit, sending the doctor into another wave of body-shaking orgasm. My muscles were flexed, my cock throbbing as her womb sucked the seed from me and I shuddered above her.

      “The sun’s barely down, husband,” Donatella purred as she pushed me back, so I rested against a chair and pulled my still sensitive cock into her tightness, “Ohhh mhmmm, I hope you’re ready to give as good as you did last year… uhh uhhh mmhmmm… or maybe you’ve grown… weak… up here… lost your edge.”

      She smiled with pleasure and triumph as she saw me harness the beast within, then her golden eyes flashed as I uttered a single word of command.

      “CUM.”

      The effect was immediate and not isolated. Donatella’s pupils swelled, and I felt the inhuman tightness of her pussy shiver around my cock in orgasm. All around the room, my pride writhed as the word of command triggered their own orgasms. I saw Dee’s struggle for awareness, her lips trying to form the word.

      “CUM.”

      The second time I let loose the command word, the woman swayed as if struck by a stiff wind, and a gush of fluids coated my cock. Her mind lost in a white world of pleasure, I took the gorgeous creature with an unquenchable hunger.

      Hands pushed us down and lips found mine, whose I couldn’t say. The wildness was in us as we devolved into an orgy of lust. The sun sank beneath the horizon as the new moon rose, and I couldn’t help thinking all of it had been worth it.

      

      
        
        THIS STORY IS OVER, BUT A WILD NEW WORLD IS BORN.

        MORE ADVENTURES TO COME…

        STAY TUNED.
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      I imagine working at a funeral home must be difficult. Dealing with bereaving families and their deceased day in and day out. The people who work there must be saints or enjoy a morbid fascination with death. The man who ran the funeral home was a kindly if odd fellow and I tried to deal with him as little as possible as I made the arrangements and booked his services.

      When the day finally arrived, I found his odd manner comforting, and had to reassess my first impression of him. He kept himself apart, interacting with me of my stepmom as little as possible, but everything happened without a hitch, which I was more than grateful for.

      My father had been a titan.

      Growing up in rural Michigan, he’d fallen in love with cars and the culture surrounding them as a boy. After a stint as an engineer for one of the ‘Big 3’, he went into business for himself, manufacturing parts for top end cars. The products he put out were so reliable and consistent, a contract came through from Nascar, followed 6 months later by another from an F1 team.

      Soon his company was not only manufacturing and supplying, but providing testing services for the teams. That’s how I found myself behind the wheel as a ten-year-old with 400 horsepower sitting at my back. It was a wonderful childhood, and the best part was I got to do everything with my dad.

      There had always been women in and out of his life, but since mom’s passing, he hadn’t settled down with anyone until he met Naomi. The pair absconded to Monaco to watch the races and then disappeared to the Maldives for a month. When they emerged, Naomi had a ring on her finger and I had a new stepmom.

      Naomi never tried to mother me, but she made sure I never wanted for anything. She was a former centerfold and spent most of her time at the country club eating lunch or playing rounds of tennis or golf with her friends. Whenever something was needed for school or sports, she would be there and usually in the center of things. She and my dad often went away for the weekend or for a week at a time, leaving me at home with the maid and a stack of cash to feed myself with.

      You might think with the enormous house we live in, all the toys lying around, and the easy access to cash that I’d have turned out to be a spoiled and irresponsible kid, but the opposite is the truth.

      I can’t tell you why that is. My dad wouldn’t have cared if I spent the night at a friend’s on a random high school night or showed up smelling like pot or alcohol. So long as I hadn’t been driving drunk, and I arrived on time to work the next day, he only cared that I was safe and happy.

      I’d graduated near the top of my class and spent my evenings and weekends in shop class, wrenching on sleeper cars. I’d been working for my father since I was young and put everything I owned into a ’72 Datsun 240Z, then spent more time finding street races than parties.

      I made a couple of close friends who were into cars and racing and we took turns crewing for one another all throughout high school. It wasn’t until dad got sick four months before graduation that I took a break from the car and tried to spend as much time with him as I could.

      The smoking caught up with him and cancer grew faster than the doctors hoped. Chemo was hard, but the months after, when he was bed bound, were even harder. Naomi stuck by him through everything, shocking my grandmother and my mother’s old friends. They’d been certain the beautiful young wife would bolt the moment her meal ticket got sick, but she’d shown him devotion till the end.

      

      “They have some questions about how we would like the casket lowered,” Naomi said to me from behind her black veil. The woman’s throaty voice usually rose hairs on the backs of my arms, but not it awoke my pity as the emotion bled through. “Do you think you could deal with it, Matty? I can’t right now.”

      “Leave it to me,” I said, heading to the back of the funeral home to speak with the director.

      Mourners filtered into the small chapel, stopping me a dozen times to shake hands and commiserate with my dad’s friends and colleagues. There was an extensive collection of beautiful older women, which wasn’t surprising, but what was, is that each seemed to stop by my stepmom to pay their respects. I’d been worried Naomi might have to deal with their jealousies on top of her grief, but I was happy to see most were above such petty emotions.

      “Your father was a great man,” said a gorgeous redhead with the heaviest pair of breasts I’d ever seen encased in a silky black dress. Something about the woman seemed familiar, but I felt certain I wouldn’t have forgotten her incredible figure.

      “I’m going to miss him so much,” she continued, taking my hand in hers. I was surprised at their warmth and the familiarity the woman took as she pulled me close. “You look just like him… Has anyone ever told you?”

      “So, they say,” I said, trying to force the blush out of my cheeks as her heavy, soft breasts pressed against my arm. “I’m sorry who are you?”

      “I’m Lucia Montazzo, I… worked with your father.” I smiled and tried to extricate myself from her grip but the woman pulled me closer, her faint perfume filling my head. “If you, or Naomi need anything… anything at all… Don’t hesitate to ask.”

      “Of course,” I said, and just as I managed to pry myself out of the woman’s clutches, a younger and more beautiful woman drew me forward with a look of profound sorrow.

      “Matthew, I’m so sorry for your loss.”

      “Thank you…”

      “Selina,” she said with a hint of a smile curling the corners of her lips. “My sister Leigh and I were your father’s liaison’ with Detroit.”

      “Oh, you’re the twins!”

      The woman beamed when I knew who she was and turned, looking through the crowd and pointed out her identical twin, who was speaking with an older gentleman. The twin caught my eye and gave a wink, then went back to her conversation and I had to drag my eyes away from her figure, only to find the same body pressed to my side.

      I’d heard my dad speak of them but had never met the pair before and was surprised to see they were so young. From the way he’d spoken of them, I’d assumed they were his age, but seeing them, I guessed they were closer to my age than his.

      They had high, firm breasts and didn’t mind showing a bit of flesh, even at a funeral. Their dark gray and black outfits had short skirts that revealed slender, tan legs, and were topped in gray blouses with plunging necklines.

      “I’m glad you’ve heard about us. Look I know now’s not a good time, but Roscoe’s Imports put in a bid to Detroit this morning trying to undercut your Dad’s contract.”

      “They did what?” I asked, my mind trying to catch up to what had been going on with dad’s business over the past few months. “When does our current contract expire?”

      “Not for another six months, but there’s a clause that states if a ‘Matthew Dalton’ isn’t in charge of the company then the contract’s void. Izumi doesn’t want to bother you with it, but I thought you should know.”

      “Thanks,” I said, trying to find my dad’s assistant, who’d taken interim control of his company, in the crowd but couldn’t spy her blue-black hair anywhere.

      “Are you going to step up and take control?” She asked with a raised eyebrow. “It’s an exciting time in the market. Things are about to get very interesting.”

      “We’ll see,” I said, and the woman’s grin grew, and she offered me a mirror wink to the one her sister had given me.

      “Smart, keep those decisions close to your chest.” as she said the last word, she brushed her firm breasts against my arm as she turned. “Let me offer you this bit of information as a sweetener, so you remember my sister and me when you start making moves… if, you do,” she offered me another wink and continued in a whisper, her warm breath tickling my cheek. “There’s a merger coming… a Big one… and when it happens all the old contracts will be ripped up and the ‘players’ will be looking for new opportunities. You understand?”

      I nodded, my head spinning. I’d been trying to guess what the funeral directors’ problems were going to be a minute before. Now I was neck deep in Detroit intrigue my dad and I’d been obsessed with for years. He’d always guessed a merger would come. The international competition in the manufacturing space was too fierce, but with consolidated engineering and combining best practices ‘American Made’ could once again be a byword for quality the world over.

      Or so he had believed.

      “Here’s our card.” she slipped something into my pocked with the delicate touch of a pickpocket and pulled back from me. “Call us.”

      The woman’s twin was there, pulling her back into the crowd. There was something smoldering in the woman’s green eyes I couldn’t recognize. But someone else was steering me away.

      “I’m so sorry for your loss.”

      It only takes a few times for the refrain to become white noise at the beginning of each stilted conversation. Our family is small, and those who attended the funeral were more interested in dad’s fortune and who would inherit it than easing my grief. It was his golf buddies, and employees who offered the sincerest condolences, which told me he’d been good to those closest to him. Further confirmation that he had been the man I’d always known.

      “If it isn’t junior,” said a throaty purr from behind me as I was about to step into the back part of the chapel. “You’re taller than I thought you’d be, but just as… unformed.”
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      Turning, I found a beautiful young woman behind me. She could have been a decade older than me or just a handful of years, it was hard to tell. There was an air of entitlement about her, and she was dripping in more diamonds and jewels than any woman I’d ever seen.

      Instead of wearing black, she wore a cream-colored ball gown that trailed a small train behind her, complete with a girl dressed in a maid outfit who held it off the ground. Her face was hidden behind large sunglasses and she wore a floppy hat, even indoors.

      “I’m sorry…?”

      “But begins conversations with weak apologies… hmm. Bonnie, my mirror.”

      The servant slipped a mirror from a purse hanging from one shoulder and awkwardly handed it to the young woman. The maid offered me an apologetic smile when her mistress wasn’t looking, then ducked back behind the woman. After plucking the glasses off her face and tucking an errant lock of auburn hair behind one ear, the woman passed the mirror back and looked at me expectantly.

      “Your father was over extended and didn’t have the cash on hand to pay all of his outstanding invoices… If they were called to account at the same time. I held the dogs off while he was sick, but Monday morning you’ll be receiving a notice from Broker Capital demanding payment in full, or…” the woman’s eyes took on a cruel light as her lips turned down in a faux-frown. “The bank will sell everything off piece by piece.”

      “Who the fuck are you?” I said, the vehemence in my voice killing conversations around us as eyes turned to watch me confront the bitch.

      “Enolla Frezzazzi… I believe you’ve heard of me?”

      There were small gasps as she swept her hat off dramatically and let the thick, dark locks of her gorgeous hair tumble free. Once the glasses and hat were off, I recognized the woman from magazine photos and articles.

      “What are you doing in the United States?” I asked, feeling slightly numb to the shock. “I thought you never left Italy except for F1 races.”

      In answer, the woman’s eyes widened in outrage and such a look of rage swept over her face and her hand flashed out to slap me. My reflexes had been trained behind the wheel in cart races since I was old enough to reach the pedals. It was a simple thing to snatch her wrist out of the air, freezing the hand inches from my cheek.

      “You insult me!” Enolla hissed, her lips inches from mine as she stood as tall as possible in her heels.

      “I insult you?” I asked incredulously. “You come to my father’s funeral and offer no condolences? You insult his memory to my face and when I don’t bow and scrape you, try to slap me?”

      Her eyes stared a challenge at me, but I saw the muscles around her mouth soften as my words hit home. As the silence grew, the woman’s eyes flickered around and she realized what a spectacle we’d made, then noticed several cell phones taking video of us. But instead of shrinking within herself, she grew, her impressive bosom swelling between us.

      “I won’t be questioned in such a way, by a man who’s built nothing!” Her sneer slipped, and I saw some other emotion peeking through. “Your father made promises to me, and then broke them.” The hurt in the woman’s voice and face was clear, as was her overweening pride.

      “My dad is dead.”

      “Enolla!?” I turned to find Izumi, the woman who’d been running the company in my dad’s sickness, hurrying forward. “We can discuss this at the office on Monday. Matthew hasn’t spoken with the lawyers, or been briefed on certain… promises.”

      “I will be there first thing in the morning. 11am sharp,” the woman sniffed and slipped her sunglasses back on as she turned away.

      Before the woman disappeared into the crowd, she cast a heated glance back over her shoulder, but the anger from before was gone as her eyes scanned the length of me. She whispered something in her assistant’s ear and I saw the young woman blush a furious shade of red as her eyes flicked up and met mine. But when I frowned, Enolla only laughed and slipped into the crowd.

      “I hate to disturb you, sir,” said the funeral director, “But we were wondering if you wanted to say your last respects before we lock up the casket.”

      “I would like that,” I said, then turned to Izumi who stood patiently by my side. “We should connect soon.” The short woman ducked her head in a formal bow as I let the director lead me into the back room. “My mom said you wanted to speak with me about something?”

      “Yes, of course,” he said with an unctuous manner as pulled open the casket. “As you can see, your father will be resting in the most luxurious casket we have. But if you want to ensure he has the most peaceful slumber possible, then I can’t recommend enough the silk shroud package.”

      I frowned at the man, but he didn’t recognize the anger growing in me and went right along with his high-pressure sales tactic.

      “Your mom was too distraught, you know how women are, to make the decision, but a fine young man like yourself would want nothing but the best for his father. You know I went to one of your dad’s shows when I was a boy. It was the most amazing spectacle I’d ever seen and made me fall in love with cars and their culture… Shouldn’t Matthew Dalton stride into the afterlife in all the wealth and comfort he’d grown accustomed to in life? I know if I had a son, who really loved me-.”

      “That will be enough of that,” the clipped nor’easter accent had the firm note of a woman used to commanding and being obeyed.

      Turning, I found my grandmother striding into the room. Granny Dalton looked more like my father’s older sister than his adoptive mother. Coming from a wealthy New England clan, Granny Dalton had eschewed the family business of pork production and shipping, in favor of charitable works. One of her first had been to adopt a young man. Though their relationship had been strained for the past few years, they’d once been inseparable.

      “If you want to upsell Matty during the funeral, perhaps I should arrange for the reception to be held somewhere else?”

      “That won’t be necessary, ma’am,” the director said, flapping his hands as he tried to calm Granny Dalton’s cold anger. “I just wanted to let the young sir, know what options were available. If you’ll both excuse me, I think I hear my embalmer calling me.”

      The hatchet-faced man smiled in apology as he slipped out of the room, but the smile dropped the second he turned to go, and I could hear his quiet muttered curses as he headed to the back of the building.

      “I didn’t know you were coming,” I said, feeling a hitch enter my throat and cutting off my words before the emotion swelled in me.

      The woman’s face softened, and she stepped forward and drew me into a warm embrace. Grandma Dalton hadn’t been around much when I was growing up, but the distance between us disappeared as her warm arms enfolded me and I found myself weeping into her shoulder.

      “I miss him too,” she whispered in my ear, her warm breath tickling the sensitive flesh of my neck. “But he wouldn’t want us to be sad, not today. Let’s go out there and celebrate you dad’s life, what do you say?”

      Feeling embarrassed by my tears, I pulled back and wiped my eyes dry, only to find Grandma Dalton smiling warmly. I released my grip on the small of her back, but she didn’t loosen the arm that held me close and I grew a touch uncomfortable when I realized how low cut her black dress was. The sight of all that flesh stretching down into deep cleavage set my heart racing and filled me with shame at my response.

      “Thank you,” I said. “I don’t know where that came from.”

      “It came from grief and love,” she said, her arm tightening around my back and her heavy, soft breasts pressing against me in a way I was all too aware of. I tried to shift to the side to hide the lump forming in my crotch, but there was little room and my cheeks heated as I felt my stiffness dig into her hip. “You never have to be embarrassed or ashamed around me… About anything.”

      The woman’s dark green eyes were soft with emotion. But the corner of her lips quirked into a grin as her fingers trailed down my chest and stomach.

      “Naomi is going to need you in the months to come. We can’t have her falling back into old habits. Perhaps I’ll stay around for a few weeks and make sure everything is going smoothly. Make sure the company is in good hands. How would you like that?” Her long nails stopped at the buckle of my belt, and I felt my cheeks turn a darker shade of red as I struggled to meet her eyes. “Would you like me close by to… help with anything you need?”

      “Sure,” I said, my back bumping up against the wall.

      I’d backed up a couple of steps, but Grandma Dalton had moved with me. I found myself pressed against the back wall of the small room, and unsure what to do. A part of me wanted to escape, fearing I would say or do the wrong thing and ruin our relationship, but a larger part was lost in teenage fantasies of this sexy woman. She hadn’t visited often, but when she had it had been hard to tear my eyes away from her couture clothing and a figure maintained with several personal trainers. She’s always been more like a cool aunt than a grandmother, and I’d spent far too many hours dreaming of her massive breasts and thick lips to be comfortable with her pressed so close to me.

      “We should discuss your plans for the Company… I have some ideas that might be helpful.” There was a heat in the woman’s eyes that dried my mouth and made my palms sweat. “Come by my hotel room tomorrow and we can… talk.”

      “Matt, you in here?”
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      Turning, I saw Lucia poke her head in and look around for me, but before the woman could spot the two of us pressed together against the wall Grandma Dalton retreated an arm’s length away. The older woman was smoothing her dress down and looked as if nothing had happened when Lucia spotted us.

      “Your mom’s looking for you.” The pretty woman said, her gaze taking in my beautiful grandmother with a glint of appreciation in them. “They’re about to begin. Do you want me to tell them you’ll be a minute?”

      “We were just finishing,” grandmother said, sweeping out of the room and turning back to me before she slipped out the door. “Room 421. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “Sir?” Lucia asked me with a look of concern in her eyes as I watched Grandma Dalton’s round ass sway back and forth down the hall. “Is everything alright? Do you need me to…? Do you need me, sir?”

      The redhead was biting her bottom lip and staring at the tent that had formed at the front of my pants. Her invitation was so naked and blatant it took me a long second to realize what she’d said. When I did, a wave of embarrassment swept over me and I shook my head quickly.

      “No, let’s go get this over with.”

      “Of course, apologies for my presumption. Please follow me.” turning she led me from the room, walking briskly. The woman’s features had fallen, and I thought I caught a hint of sadness in her face, but it must have been my overactive imagination, because when she held the door open for me her face was composed and serene. “I know you haven’t decided what you’re going to do with your fathers’ company, but he hoped you would take it over after he passed.”

      “I know,” I said, acknowledging what had been unspoken for so long. I’d always known he wanted me to go into his business, and I’d definitely shown an aptitude over the years working for him. But he hadn’t wanted to pressure me about it, like his dad had pressured him. It hadn’t been an issue and wasn’t something I’d thought to worry about until much later in life.

      I was about to graduate high school and had just turned eighteen. I should have been getting ready to go off to college, meeting girls and getting into trouble. Instead, I’d dealt with the illness, and its fall out for the last couple years and put my life on hold. My friends were heading off to engineering school, or to chase dreams of being professional drivers.

      Naomi was waiting for me in an alcove off from the main chapel, a handkerchief clutched in one hand. Hooking her arm in mine, she let me lead her out into the chapel and to our seats in the first row. There was a hush over the crowd as the pastor took his place before us and began the sermon.

      I’m not a religious person, but the man’s words about fidelity and faith hit home, and I listened with rapt attention. He’d known my father, being a fan of racing, and spoke of him well. Others came up to honor him, speaking of charity work he’d done and jobs he’d given people. Their testimony filled my heart. But it was when Lucia spoke of her early years working for him, of his generosity and strength, that Naomi wept hardest.

      I didn’t realize the women had such strong emotions for one another, but when Lucia left the podium to head to her seat, Naomi rose and gave her a hug. They whispered something to one another, and I caught Lucia smiling at me from over my stepmom’s shoulder with a glint of something in her eyes.

      When Naomi took her seat beside me, her hip was pressed to mine and she pulled my hand into her lap, folding her warm fingers over mine. The rest of the funeral passed by in a blur. I was filled with sadness and grief, but my nerves were also on edge. Being an eighteen-year-old boy, even if I was as tall and wide-shouldered as any of the men, I was all too aware of the beautiful woman pressed against my side.

      Blessedly, the ceremony was only an hour long and came to an end without me having to speak. The last was my grandmother who took her time approaching the podium and carried such a weight of grief there were few dry eyes by the time she took her place.

      “We’ve all come here to honor my son, and I thank every one of you from the bottom of my heart. I know Matthew would have loved to see you all here, but he’d have hated to see us sad,” wiping a tear from her cheek she smiled and all could see how hard it was for her to push through the grief, but it was so dazzling I could feel the mood lighten in the chapel.

      “Matty loved life almost as much as he loved speed,” there were chuckles at this, and a smile found its way onto my lips. “The only thing he loved more than cars was women, as anyone who knew him in school can tell you.” More laughter rose at that, and I gave a start of surprise when I heard a chuckle escape my stepmom’s throat. “He was lucky enough to find the perfect partner in Naomi, after my daughter-in-law passed, who let him be himself, and he raised the best young man any grandmother could ask for.” My cheeks heated as I felt the eyes burning into the back of my head, but I sat straight and felt Naomi shift even closer to my side, if that was possible and rest her head on my shoulder. “We could spend our time in grief over what we lost.” her voice caught, and she swallowed the emotion down before going on. “Or we could live as Matthew, did. Taking each day like it could be your last and owning it. I could think of no better way to honor my son’s legacy. Thank you all, and God bless.”

      I found myself turning Grandma Dalton’s words over and over in my head throughout the reception. In between the inane conversations about school and the mundane details of people’s lives, I tried steering my stepmom away from the open bar with little success. Within two hours she was so sloppy drunk I had to ask Lucia to drive her home.

      “I’m fine!” Naomi said, her voice rising so high that heads turned towards us then right away when they saw the drama unfolding, “No one told me I can’t drink… hic… Are you going to?”

      She stabbed a long nail into my chest when she stabbed it at me for emphasis, and I struggled to suppress my frustration and annoyance. I’d rarely seen Naomi drunk or out of control, but the few times I had, she’d been just as unhinged and bratty.

      “I’m not trying to tell you anything, Naomi -.”

      “Ha!... hic…,” swaying the woman nearly toppled over and it was only because Lucia slipped an arm around her waist and held her up that she stayed on her feet. “But you don’t have anyone now and I’m all there is, but I can’t be there because I’m broken and sorry, Matty. I’m so sorry!”

      The swings of her emotions were too rapid for me to keep up with, and I looked to Lucia helplessly.

      “Come on, dear, let’s leave the boy. He’s dealing with enough right now,” the redhead gave me a smile of apology, though she wasn’t at fault, and steered my stepmom out of the wake.

      “Poor thing,” a woman said, resting a warm hand on my shoulder as she stepped up beside me. “She’s going to need a firm hand, or the monkey will be on her back, again.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked, turning to find Selina, one of the twins from earlier.

      “Have you wondered why there are so many beautiful and powerful women here?” Selina asked.

      “Or why most of them have such dark pasts?” Leigh asked as she moved up to my other side.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but as I glanced around the wake, and took everyone in with an eye for it, I saw the woman was right.

      There was a larger than an average gathering of beautiful women paying their respects in ones, two’s and even a few groups of three or four. They spoke quietly with one another in commiseration, but they were the strangest assortment of women. There were older beauties and younger from all walks of life, mingling like sisters.

      “Selina and I are wondering if you’re going to step up and fill his…” The twin’s dark eyes twinkled with amusement as she ran her fingers down my arm.

      “Shoes.” Selina purred the word in my ear and, laughing lightly, stepped away with her sister, drawing my gaze after the pair.

      My head was spinning as I climbed into my car and headed home. There were too many things said or hinted at I didn’t understand. Parking in the covered garage, I headed in through the side entrance and up to my room to change.

      Our house is one of the largest in town. More of an estate than a true home. There is a small house out back where staff live and the gardens alone cover three acres. Each of us had our own separate wings of the house, but mine was the only one with a room on the second floor.

      Pulling off my suit, I fell onto my bed and pushed down the sadness threatening to engulf me. When I rolled onto my side, something sharp stabbed me on the cheek and I sat up and found a thick manila envelope tucked beneath my pillow.

      Maria, our house cleaner, was the only one who typically came up here, but from the layer of dust on my mantel it was clear she hadn’t been there for a few days. The envelope was made from expensive paper, so thick I couldn’t make out the outlines of what was inside, but I could feel something heavy shifting within.

      Cracking the seal, a heavy brass key fell out and my heart skipped a beat when I saw my father’s handwriting on the letter within. With trembling fingers, I pulled out the thick paper and unfolded it.
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      Son,

      I pray this letter finds you before you have a chance to search my office. There are aspects of my life I’ve kept from you, because their secrets weren’t for me to reveal. Now that I have passed, so too has my ability to safeguard them, and I ask that you take my place.

      This key will give you access to a secret room in my office. I trust you’re clever enough to find its door without help, but I’ll give you a clue: it’s where your mother would never check.

      The business I leave in your hands.

      Sell it or run it into the ground, where I’m going, I won’t care. I grew ill before my great work was complete, and it may have been fantasy, anyway. America probably isn’t ready for a luxury sports car that could compete with MacClaryn or Frezzazzi.

      I would have loved to give those bastards a run for their money on the track and in the salesroom, but it wasn’t meant to be. If you do take up my work, you must understand it isn’t a job but an entire lifestyle.

      I love you, Matty, and know you’ll do great things with your life. When you remember me, do it with grace, and know I will whisper into your better angels’ ears.

      Love,

      Dad

      

      I read the letter again. Secret room?! Grabbing up the heavy key, I looked at the slender end and tried to figure out what I might fit in before realizing I could go in and check.

      The long hallways echoed as I made my way across to my father’s wing of the house. His office had been off limits for years. Tucked behind the bedroom, its walls were covered in books, paintings, and brass fixtures, giving it the feeling of coming from a bygone era.

      Feeling like a kid who was doing something wrong, I turned the knob and stepped into his office. Everything in the room was covered in a fine layer of dust, and the couches and chairs in the sitting area were covered in sheets to keep them clean. My father had been in the hospital for months and only the maid had come in.

      I noticed a yellow post-it note sitting in the center of his massive mahogany desk, atop the folded laptop. Making my way over I scanned the note.

      This computer contains sensitive company documents.

      Login: matt3.dalton3

      Password: intimidator_3

      

      There was a phone number scrawled beneath the post it that looked familiar. Typing it into the heavy landline phone, I was able to call up my dad’s contacts and see that it was Izumi’s number. I didn’t remember the assistant coming by in the past couple weeks, but then again, the house was so big, she could have slipped in and out with me at home, and I wouldn’t have known.

      I wanted to search through the computer to see what my dad had been up to, but the key was still resting heavy in my hand. I was drawn to the mantel above the fireplace. My dad had all my old carting trophies placed on the carved shelf and a couple of framed pictures of the two of us on podiums.

      The one in the middle caused a lump to form in my throat when I remembered how happy the two of us had been. I’d only placed second that day, but on the last stretch I’d been forced to drive in reverse after getting spun around, and my dad was still laughing about it in the photo.

      Pulling the frame down, I felt my eyes burn and dropped onto the nearest chair as emotion overwhelmed me. Unfortunately, the chair was covered in a white sheet that sent a cloud of dust around me when I sat, making my eyes burn all the more and causing me to cough as I muttered an oath.

      When I stood and stepped out of the cloud of dust, my shoulder struck the mantel and nearly stuck one of the junior trophies off. Reaching up to grab the little statue, my eye fell on the carved lintel. Feeling a sudden burst of excitement, I ran my fingers along the entire mantle, but didn’t find any holes or slots that might match my key.

      Undeterred, I moved around the room, checking the shelves of bookcases and behind paintings. I even tried pulling up the carpet in places, but had no luck there. When I saw the small bookcase filled with paperbound manuals for Detroit cars stretching back to the early days, my excitement returned.

      It only took a couple seconds to spot the manual for the 1963 Pontiac GTO, and I knew what I’d find before I pulled it out. I felt my lips curl into a rare smile as I spotted the black iron slot on the other side.

      The key slid in and turned with a click, and I felt the wall suddenly released. Pulling it forward, I felt the same giddy excitement as I had on Christmas morning as a kid. Only within wasn’t a pile of shiny presents, but a small room with a four-drawer file cabinet, a chair and a narrow bed of all things.

      The walls were bare, and I saw with annoyance the bottom three drawers of the cabinet were locked. Testing the key it wouldn’t unlock them. The top drawer was unlocked, and I pulled it open to find a single hanging folder within labeled ‘H’. Curious, I reached in and found a term paper from the woman’s time at Harvard with a perfect score on it. When I flipped to the next document, I found a printout from a two-century old essay on macroeconomics. Sections of the essay were highlighted, and I saw the same sentences and paragraphs in the Harvard term paper, copied over word for word.

      “Plagiarism?” I was holding proof that the Harvard MBA grad had plagiarized her final paper, but why would my dad have it? My heart began to sink as I flipped through the next stack of papers and found citizenship papers for her parents. There were photos of a beautiful Japanese woman being escorted into a hotel by a fat white man, and then a waiver signed presumably by the man, allowing the couple entry and citizenship in the United States at the height of tensions during the war.

      “Dad… what the hell were you up to?”

      I tried again to open the lower three drawers, but without success. I found myself sitting behind his desk, resting my head in my hands as I tried to understand. I’ve never been a person who enjoys being kept in the dark or waiting for an answer to come to me when I know it’s out there.

      Pulling out my phone, I dialed the number written on the post-it note. It only rang once before a breathless voice picked it up.

      “Matty, is that you?” Izumi voice was tight with emotion. I thought I heard sorrow, but there was also excitement.

      “It's me,” I said. “Are you the one that left the letter in my room?”

      “Letter? No, I didn't leave a letter. Have you had a chance to go through your fathers… things?”

      “I have, and I think we need to talk.”

      “Yes, of course. I'm sure you have a lot of questions. I'll be over right away.”

      The phone clicked off. And I was left sitting at the desk as darkness fell. I went into the little room and pulled out the hanging folder with Izumi’s items in it. Laying them out on the desk, I went over to them again.

      I couldn't see any other reason besides blackmail that my father would have been holding these things and my guts twisted at the thought he would do something so horrible. It didn’t line up with what I knew about my father, so I flipped open the laptop and began searching through the files, searching for anything that would make me feel better about him.

      It took a minute to orient myself in the file structure, but then I found his notes and began reading them over. I saw several references to Izumi, as well as Lucia and a few other women, but all seemed to be in relation to work.

      When I found the engineering notes marked ‘Top Secret’ my excitement grew as I began pulling out drawings. They didn’t line up with anything I recognized until I had all of them laid out and could see what he was having built. When I took in the full design, the hairs rose on the backs of my arms and neck.
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      I was still pouring over drawings when I heard the front door open and a pair of heels made their way back to me. Pushing the paperwork back, I pulled out the items I’d found in the cabinet and walked over to the bar to pour myself a cocktail.

      When Izumi stepped into the office, she found me stirring a whiskey sour.

      “Would you like a drink?” I asked the slender woman.

      “That would be nice,” she said.

      Izumi had worked for my father for years. Having come from MIT, she’d showed remarkable skill managing engineering projects and soon my dad promoted her from staff engineer to a technical project manager. Over time, she’d proven herself capable of more and more, until eventually she was his right hand in running the company but with the title of Executive Assistant that belied her authority.

      I’d never been entirely comfortable around the young woman. Her Japanese and Puerto Rican ancestry had combined into a delicate beauty that made it hard to look directly at her without staring. Many a night I would lay in bed, dreaming of the tiny woman’s slender legs and sharp features, but I forced the memories out of my head as I handed her a drink, our fingers brushing lightly.

      “Thank you.” there was a tightness around her eyes as she accepted the glass from me, but a spark leaped between our fingers on contact and we both gave a start at the shock.

      “Have a seat,” I said, indicating the chair before the large desk. “I have some questions that I hope you can answer for me.”

      The woman’s dark eyes widened when she saw the items laid out on the desk and she took a large sip of her drink before setting it on a coaster. Drawing in a deep breath, she smoothed her blouse and folded her hands in her lap.

      “Ask me anything. I remain at your service, sir.”

      I raised an eyebrow at that, but Izumi’s features remained smooth. The slender woman wore a long sleeve blouse that billowed around her slender form. Her slackers were black silk, and I had to force my eyes away from where the material molded itself to the ‘V’ between her legs.

      “Was my father blackmailing you?”

      I watched her face carefully and noticed the surprise flit across her features. My relief was palpable when she waved her hands in the negative, shook her head.

      “Is that what you thought? Your father would never do something like that, but I can see how it looks that way… No, I gave those things to your father as security. So, he would know he could trust me and never fear I might sell his secrets to the competition.”

      “What were you working on that required so much secrecy?”

      “Have you had a chance to go through all of your fathers’ notes?’ She asked, motioning to the laptop.

      “Very little,” I said with a shrug. “Why don’t you explain it to me.”

      The beautiful young woman took a deep breath, and I saw her composing what to say as she folded her hands in her lap. Izumi isn’t a woman given to powerful expressions, so she was composed and calm as she spoke, but the words shocked me.

      “I was your fathers’ slave in all but name.” Her small mouth quirked into a delicate little smile when my eyes widened, but didn’t stop her explanation. “The relationship will seem incredible to anyone outside of it, but for me it was necessary… Is necessary.” Izumi’s pale cheeks turned the faintest shade of pink, but she pushed through the embarrassment.

      “I spent my teenage and college years without direction or purpose. I was a gifted student and excelled in school but if my mother hadn’t insisted, I study engineering I’d never have been able to pick a major. After graduation I was sent to meet with your father and he… he saw me.”

      Her fingers twisted in her lap, and I saw the shame she struggled with. The slender little woman was brave though, and she forced herself to go on despite her embarrassment, and I saw with shocking insight that she wasn’t only embarrassed but also turned on.

      My experience with girls was almost nonexistent, but I could read the struggle happening within Izumi. The embarrassment wasn’t a barrier for her, but a turn on, evidenced by the firm little points pushing against her silky blouse.

      “He hired you after this meeting and you two… what? Became lovers?”

      “Not exactly…” Izumi closed her eyes and drew in a deep breath before continuing, and when she opened them and met mine, I saw her pupils swell but had no idea what it meant. “I was hired two years ago, a couple months after his first diagnosis. You see, the tumor affected his… He was unable to perform, during the time I knew him. But it was a contract I was willing to sign.”

      “Does anyone else at the company know about this relationship? Did my stepmom?”

      “Those aren’t my secrets to reveal,” Izumi said, her voice a touch breathless as her eyes cut over to the office’s heavy door. There was something behind her expression, but I couldn’t tell if it was embarrassment or nervousness.

      My mind turned over the woman’s revelation. She hadn’t been explicit, but I got the impression they might not have been lovers. But something had certainly happened. My father had been a charming and gregarious figure who commanded every room he stood in. I’d never known him to be lascivious or overly flirty with women. Just the opposite, in fact, he often treated them with perfect manners.

      Pulling my thoughts off my dad, I focused them on Izumi and went over everything I knew about the tiny woman. She’d graduated near the top of her class from MIT, but without a product to bring to market, like most of her peers. She was a brilliant engineer, but an even better project manager, and she’d kept the ship right after my father’s passing. Navigating the past couple months without major conflicts in the organization.

      To all outward appearances she was a powerful, brilliant, brave and competent career woman, but deep inside was a frightened little girl, desperate to have a powerful man take charge. I don’t know why it suddenly became so clear to me, but it was as if the clouds parted and I could see the forest for the trees.

      Ideas and concepts flashed through my brain rapid fire, linked together by a logic that now seemed inescapable. A woman bowed by the forces of patriarchy and culture. Told she should be independent and strong, but unable to ignore her nature. There would have been shame when she was younger, perhaps still, that she would want, or even need, a man to take charge. Admitting that in this day and age might have seen her ostracized or marginalized simply for being herself.

      “Why did my father pay a team of engineers to design a new engine?” I flipped open the laptop and motioned to the drawing on screen.

      The change in topic didn’t seem to affect Izumi, who pushed her large black frames up her delicate nose and leaned forward to inspect the drawings.

      “I’ve never seen these before… Dalton Industries spent N.R.E. on this?”

      “It looks like we spent more than a million on non-recurring engineering costs,” I pulled up the invoice, also hidden in the folder and Izumi’s frown deepened.

      “He paid out of a shell company I’ve never heard of. Mula Imports? What’s that?”

      “I’m not sure, but I found other expenses that don’t make sense.” Turning the laptop back to me, I frowned at the screen. “He was up to something.”

      “And he didn’t trust me enough to tell me,” The pain in Izumi’s voice was clear and my heart broke to see the sadness enter her face. “I was too late to gain his complete trust,” her eyes shot up at met mine, suddenly fierce, her expression hardening with determination. “But if you’ll have me, sir, I offer you the same contract as your father.”

      “You offer to be my slave?” I asked.
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      I hadn’t meant for my voice to come out so low and dangerous sounding, but Izumi sat up straighter, her features carefully composed. Her thoughts raced behind those dark eyes, and I saw her fingers tighten their grip on one another. Her eyes swept over my face and broad shoulders, and I saw her lips quirk into a hungry little grin. Then my age registered, and I saw her expression fall.

      “Let’s pick this up tomorrow,” I said suddenly, breaking the tension and rising to my feet. “I don’t think either of us are thinking clearly after the funeral. You’ll be at the track?”

      “Of course,” Izumi said, blinking rapidly as she rose to her feet.

      “Good. Make sure you wear the red dress, with black trim.” This time it was my turn to run my eyes over her features and down her body. I didn’t hide my regard, taking my time as I took in her figure. And Izumi’s cheeks heated a pretty shade of pink again. “Bring all your notes on Enolla and Frezzazzi. I want to be ready for our meeting with her on Monday.”

      “Yes, sir,” Izumi said, and I saw surprise register on her face at how quickly she replied, then a pleased grin steal onto her adorable face. Pausing at the office door I held open for her, she turned to me with a question, “You will be assuming control of the company?”

      “I haven’t decided yet,” I said, then because it was late and the alcohol had loosened me up, I added. “But after tonight I have to say I’m intrigued at the… possibilities.”

      Her pale cheeks heated again as she ducked her head and slipped out. I watched her firm little ass bounce back and forth as her heels clacked down the hall. There was a cheerful sound to the heels as I made my way back to the desk and fell into the chair.

      “Dad, what were you up to?”

      Settling down to a long night of reading through his notes, I tried not to think about what Izumi had said. I thought even more about what I’d asked, and whether I even wanted it. The idea was sexy. But when I really thought about it, I knew there would be far more to it than simply ordering her around.

      Exhausted, I finally quit around midnight and made my way up to my room. Turning down the middle wing of the house, I stopped by my stepmom’s room to check on her. I found Naomi passed out onto one of her sheets with a pile of tissue clutched in one hand and an empty glass of wine on the bedside table.

      I’d never seen Naomi drink, but didn’t think much of it as I took the glass to the kitchen. The small bottle of pills I saw on the nightstand gave me pause. But she’s a grown woman and knows best what she needs to get through this.

      When I finally lay in bed, I stared at my ceiling for long minutes, trying to push the image of Naomi in her silk negligee out of my head. In the end my fantasies shifted to Izumi and I eased my stiffness, dreaming of her tiny Asian body.

      I woke to my phone’s alarm blaring and instead of popping out of bed, as I usually would, I hit the snooze button and rolled back under the covers. All I could think of was my dad, and how he would come into my room on race days and wake me with the dawn. We would spend the morning racing carts in the yard before a hearty breakfast.

      It was the smell of biscuits and sausage gravy that pulled me out of bed, finally. Rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, I washed my face and tried to push the ache of my loss aside but was unable to. I found Naomi in the dining room, picking at her plate. My stepmom didn’t look up when Maria handed me a plate and I took the seat across from her.

      “How are you this morning, Mr. Dalton?” Maria asked, as she poured me a glass of orange juice.

      “I’ve been better, Maria. How about you and Ernesto? Did you make it home ok last night?”

      “Si, Mr. Dalton,” Maria beamed. “Ernesto called us one of those Uber cars. It was a beautiful service.”

      I saw the emotion cloud her eyes as she pressed a hand to my shoulder. Then Maria’s expression fell when her gaze swept over Naomi. My stepmom reached for the bottle of champagne and topped off her glass. From the lack of color, there was more champagne than orange juice in it and I was shocked at how easily she drank down half.

      “How did you sleep?”

      Instead of responding, Naomi stabbed a fork at her biscuits and shoved a large bite in her mouth. Her eyes met mine in a challenging stare as she washed it down with another big swallow of her drink. “Should you be drinking this early?”

      Naomi’s eyes flared in anger and I realized a second too late how judgmental and weak I sounded.

      “Who’s going to stop me?! You? Try it, Matty… I dare you.”

      As I sat there in silence, overwhelmed with my own grief and surprise, Naomi tossed back the rest of her drink and stood on wobbly legs.

      “I’m not feeling well today… hic… I think I’ll spend it in bed.” Shame flitted across her features for one second and I thought she might apologize or say something about dad, whom she’d always spent race days with. Instead, she spun and stormed out, her perfect ass weaving from side to side on unsteady legs.

      “Dios mio,” Maria whispered under her breath as she took the dirty dishes away.

      I was raised to be self-reliant and find it hard to recognize when others need comforting or acts of service. It’s a common misconception that all rich kids have it easy. Many do, but some of us are forced to work twice as hard.

      My dad believed the abundance mindset some parents instilled in their kids wouldn’t serve them as adults. I saw the truth of it in friends growing up and remained focused on school, racing, or whatever kept me out of trouble. This has benefits for me, but it also has drawbacks and would come to bite me in the ass with Naomi.

      I put her out of my mind the moment she stumbled back to her room. My head filling with thoughts of Izumi, the company’s potential and a hundred other things.

      “Sir, the staff was wondering if you might speak with us concerning our futures with the household.”

      Roused out of my thoughts, I offered the housekeeper a nod and pushed back from the table.

      “No time like the present. Gather everyone in the kitchen, please.”

      Maria dipped a curtsey and ducked out of the room. I found the five members of the household waiting nervously in the kitchen for me. I saw red-rimmed eyes and signs of lack of sleep on most faces, and Maria even broke down when she saw me step into the kitchen.

      “Oh Mr. Dalton, you shocked me with how similar you and your father look, forgive me.”

      “No need to apologize, Maria. It’s a tough time for all of us.” Turning to take them all in, I was surprised at how old and gray-haired the group was. My memories still showed Ernesto with a thick head of black hair, and not the white speckled with gray I was seeing. “I wanted to reassure you all there won’t be any changes here. Not for several years at least.”

      There were audible sighs of relief, but they saw I wasn’t done talking and held their silence.

      “It might seem sudden, but things with the business are at a delicate place. I haven’t made up my mind yet, whether to sell it and go to school, or run it, but I will be shortly. If I run the business, I wanted to warn you I’ll be holding some parties and get-togethers here in the coming weeks.”

      “Like your father used to hold, sir?” Maria asked, and I was pleased to see an air of excitement about her and the others when I nodded. “Excellent, sir. We do so love to throw parties on the estate. Should I have Ernesto pull out the Bentley for you to drive to the races this morning?”

      “I’ll drive the Datsun in.” He gave a sharp nod at that, and I took the staff in once more. “Do you have any questions for me?”

      There were glances shared between the five and it was Maria worked up the courage to speak.

      “You may not have known, sir. But your father had a standing order that Mrs. Dalton not be allowed in the wine cellar…” the housekeeper looked embarrassed, and Maria spoke up.

      “She took two bottles last night,” the white-haired cook said with a frown. “Some of the best vintages, too.”

      “I’ll speak with Naomi,” I said. “She’s going through a tough time, let’s all have a little compassion, yes?”
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      I could see something still troubled them, but they nodded in agreement and I let them get back to their work. Naomi was passed out in bed when I came to check on her and I found the bottles Maria had mentioned, empty and stuffed in the closet. Pulling the comforter over her, I tried not to stare at her massive breasts pressed beneath her, or the swell of her ass beneath the satin gown.

      The images wouldn’t leave my head though, and I was forced to relieve my stiffness in the shower with taboo thoughts flashing through my head, no matter how much I tried to stifle them. I felt shame as I pulled on my clothes, but it was nothing new, and I put the fantasies in the back of my mind along with the rest of my dreams that could never be.

      The Datsun was waiting for me when I stepped outside. When I started up her throaty engine, I felt some of my sadness fade. Punching the gas, the backend swung wide, tires squealing as I tore down the driveway. As the g-forces pressed me back into the seat, the last of my bad mood dissolved as the world flew past.

      The karting track is ten miles outside of town, along country roads. The land was leased from the city, but my father had built the track, stand and facilities. The fact that the city wouldn’t sell the land after a verbal agreement to do so, nearly went to court a few years back but the council would have shut down the track while the case made its way through the courts and he’d been unwilling to take the spot away from all the kids for whom it was their only refuge away from a troubled home.

      I arrived early, like I normally do, and found a large group of volunteers hanging a banner above the entrance to the parking lot. “Matthew Dalton Memorial Racetrack”, the banner read, and I had to blink rapidly to fight back the burning in my eyes.

      “Matty! We wanted it to be a surprise.” John Stockton had been running the track since my father first founded it, and I had fond memories of the barrel-chested plumber.

      “I love it, thank you,” I said.

      “Sarah brought cupcakes and coffee for everyone, it’s over in the tents. We got everything covered here. Why don’t you help her keep Councilman Franklin occupied?”

      “What the fuck is he doing here?” I asked in a dangerous tone.

      “Now, now, Matty, don’t get angry. I’m sure the man isn’t here to start anything.”

      “Are you?” I asked, but John fell silent when he met my eyes, and I could see the unease in him when he took in my broad shoulders and the anger clouding my face.

      Turning, I marched to the tents and felt my hackles rise when I heard the fat man’s booming laughter ring out. Councilman Frank Franklin is the most powerful man on the city council and always manages to show up at the worst possible time. When my father was trying to get the permits to build the track years before, he was forced to ‘entertain’ the man over a long weekend in Vegas that cost more in the low six figures. I heard horror stories of the man’s excesses and shamelessness and couldn’t imagine he was showing up now for a good reason.

      “With management in question, and the city going through its struggles, I thought I’d come out and offer some leadership to the poor woman.” Turning the corner, I saw Councilman Franklin speaking with one of the team’s sponsors. The business owner looked like he wanted to be anywhere but trapped in the corner of the tent by the blustering man but couldn’t find an escape. “A tragedy for Naomi, is what it is. Such a beautiful woman, alone with all that money and no one to spend it on, HA! I could find a few uses for them both, if you know what I mean.”

      The man he spoke with looked even more uncomfortable when he spotted me standing behind the councilman and opened his mouth to warn Franklin, but the fat man continued, oblivious.

      “You know the fool tried purchasing the lot along the freeway? 24 million and he wanted to pay cash! When the bank complained, I saw an opportunity,” the fat councilman seemed to realize where he was talking and glanced around himself and spotted me standing a few behind him. My fear of the man increased when he didn’t show a hint of embarrassment or shame as he painted a false smile on his face and opened his arms wide. “My condolences, Matty, a shame what happened to your father. A shame.”

      He approached to give me a hug, but I stood stiff and angry as he folded his soft arms around me.

      “I was just telling Dave here about how hard this must all be for you and your mom.” the fake smile never slipped from his face but something predatory entered his eyes as he asked the next question. “Did she come to the track with you?”

      He craned his head to try and look around my broad shoulders, but I ignored him and his question, instead pinning Dave in place with a look.

      “How’s the team doing this year, Dave? The boys have everything they need?”

      “They’re great, Matthew! Wanted me to tell you how sorry they all are about your pa. It’s a tragedy.”

      “Tell them thank you,” I said with a grateful nod. “But if they really want to honor my father, they should race their hearts out today.”

      “I will, Matthew,” Dave said with a nod, and I was happy to see a grin on his face as he hurried from the tent.

      I spotted Izumi with a clipboard waiting for me near the track and I started heading over, sighing when Councilman Franklin fell in at my side. The rotund man beamed around himself, waving to parents and spectators alike when they glanced over.

      It took a second to see what he was doing, using the attention I was sure to receive after the funeral, to burnish his own reputation. Unwilling to cause a scene as I walked beneath the bleachers, I felt my shoulder knot up when he spoke loud enough for several nearby families and Izumi to overhear.

      “What was it, two years ago, that you were racing on this track with the other boys?” His face shone with pride, but I read something darker in his beady, black eyes. “And now look at you. Heading off to college and in a couple years you’ll be a man! What will you do with yourself then? Nascar and the Formula circuits are way beyond your skill. Maybe take that big inheritance and party it up? Eh?”

      Waggling his eyebrows, he ribbed me with his elbow. I saw discomfort on the faces of those nearby, but they avoided my eyes, intimidated by the powerful politician. Izumi had turned and was frowning in our direction, but the world shrank down to a narrow beam of focus as I stepped close to the councilman.

      Speaking in a low tone, I saw the ears of those nearby burning as they listened in. “My father tolerated your rudeness because he was a more charitable man than me. This will be your only warning.”

      The man’s black eyes glittered dangerously, and the fake smile on his lips slipped as I went on.

      “I was debating what to do, but you’ve helped me see the light. On Monday I’ll be announcing myself as the new CEO of Dalton Industries. Consider our bid on the lot alongside the freeway placed. The paperwork will be filed before close of business Monday.”

      “Preposterous!” he hissed in anger, then hissed. “That’s Family land, boy! If you think you can just-.”

      “That will be all, councilman.”

      “Don’t you interrupt me, bo-.”

      Raising a single finger between us, and the man’s teeth clicked shut. I wish I could have seen the look on my face, because his florid features turned a sickly green and he spun on his heel and marched in the direction of the concession stand. Eyes followed me as I approached Izumi, and I could hear the hushed whispers spreading as those who’d overheard the confrontation spread the story.
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      The people would say what they wanted, and I could do little to stop them. But the small woman I approached watched me with new eyes. I tried to puzzle out what lay behind the intensity of her stare, but there were too many people around to ask and an old friend of my father’s came up to pay his respects.

      “Matthew, I’m so sorry for your loss…”

      The words melted into one another after a few minutes, just like the faces. It was torture standing on the platform, beneath the announcer’s box as a dozen men and twice that number of women came to pay their respects. I wished my stepmom had been there to see how much dad had meant to everyone, but perhaps it would have been too painful.

      When the kids lined up alongside their carts, and the announcer began the festivities, I felt a tug on my elbow. Turning, I found Izumi and let her draw me behind the announcer’s booth.

      “I’ve made my decision, sir. If you’re staying on as head of Dalton Industries, then I agree to be yours.”

      “In mind and body?” I asked, my heart racing.

      “In every way you desire.” her large dark eyes looked even larger behind the lenses of her glasses, but it was to the vein throbbing in her neck my eyes fell. It fluttered like a baby bird, racing even faster when I reached up to run the back of my fingers down her smooth cheek.

      “Offer your body up to my free use,” I said, my cock throbbing at the thought of playing out one of my greatest fantasies.

      “Sir?” Izumi didn’t recognize the fetish and my heart fell when her eyes shrouded in confusion, then again when a shadow loomed around the corner of the building.

      “What do we have here?” Lucia Montazzo’s lips quirked into a plump grin and her eyes twinkled with amusement when she saw Izumi and I standing so close. Glancing back over her shoulder, checking the coast was clear, she offered me a wink. “Did I hear you mention ‘free-use’, Matty? My, my, my, don’t you work quickly.”

      “What exactly was it you did for my father again?”

      “A little of this, and a little of that,” her bright green eyes hooded behind a broad smile and she raised a nail to her lips and dragged her eyes up and down the length of me. “My arrangement with your father was… specialized. I could see carrying it over to yourself, assuming an understanding can be reached.”

      “And the scope of this… understanding?”

      In my head flashed the sheet I’d read in my fathers’ things, with this woman’s name on it and a contract with Frezzazzi from 20 years before. My interest only intensified when she leaned forward as if to whisper a secret but tugged down her shirt to flash me her impressive cleavage.

      “Let me watch you tame that little filly and I’ll speak with my cousin Enolla before your meeting tomorrow morning. If you’re as smart and charming as I suspect, you’ll be able to leverage it into building what your father wanted to… You’ve figured out what that is by now, right?”

      Turning to check how Izumi was taking things, my lips quirked in a grin when I read the mingled shame and eagerness warring on her face. Turning back to Lucia, I gave the beautiful redhead a firm nod.

      “Be at my offices by five this evening. We have much to… discuss.”

      “Indeed, we do,” The beautiful older woman’s eyes flashed as they fell on Izumi. “And you, little flower? Do you have a problem with an old woman enjoying the show?”

      “I live to serve, sir.” She bowed her head low, straight black hair falling over her shoulders and cascading over her firm little breasts. There was no meekness in her expression, though. Fierce pride shone as she looked up at the taller redhead.

      “Let’s get back to the race, it’s about to start.”

      “Yes, sir,” Lucia said, her dark green eyes twinkling with amusement, and she hooked an arm in mine as we stepped out from behind the building.

      A few glances slipped our way, but there was nothing untoward about our appearance. Unless one looked close enough and spotted how firmly she tucked my arm beneath the weight of her heavy breast.

      “Are any of these drivers’ good prospects?” Lucia asked as she slipped a pair of large sunglasses on and took a seat beside me in the bleachers.

      “The kid in pole position is a talent,” I said, pointing.

      The lights clicked on, signaling the start, and the driver’s crew chiefs left the paddock. As the red lights clicked on, I felt that old excitement rising in my breast and wanted nothing more than to be strapped in behind the wheel.

      When my eyes strayed to the stands, I spotted Councilman Franklin. The florid featured man was speaking with a young mother, his expression jovial but with a predatory light behind those cold black eyes. Then my gaze swept over Lucia and her impressive bosom as she thrust if forward over the railing.

      Perhaps it won’t all be that bad, I thought to myself.

      The roar of engines signaled the start of the race, and I pushed aside the thoughts and watched the kids take off around the track. It was a good morning, but I slipped out of there before the final heat. Climbing in the Datsun, I drove home to change before heading into my dad’s office. When I pulled into the driveway, I found my grandmother’s Bentley parked in the driveway, with her sitting in the shade reading a book.

      “Hello Mr. Dalton,” the diminutive blonde said in a high-pitched voice. “How were the races this morning?”

      “They were good… Do I know you?” I remembered Grandma’s driver being an older gentleman with a potbelly and a well-manicured mustache, and not this adorable little blonde who looked so familiar.

      “I hope you remember me, Matty. I gave you your first whipping on the track.” the woman’s pale blue eyes twinkled merrily as she went on. “Maybe you remember me now?”

      Turning to the side, she pulled the tails of her white button up blouse out of the black slacks she wore and tied them above her belly button. The moment I saw the smooth belly and knotted garment, the hairs stood on the backs of my arms and neck, and I felt suddenly awkward as if I were still that thirteen-year-old boy.

      “Michelle?”

      “You do remember me.” her eyes alighted on my shoulders, traveling down the length of me as she licked her bottom lip. “Nice to see you all grown up… And damn, did you grow up fine.”

      “Thanks,” I said, my cheeks heating as my embarrassment increased. I don’t normally get embarrassed easily, but the shock of seeing a girl I’d been obsessed with for years, suddenly all grown up and standing before me with interest in her eyes, had my head spinning. An awkward silence stretched for a second, and I fled her knowing eyes, entering the house.

      Loud voices made their way to me from my stepmom’s wing of the house, but they cut off when the door closed shut behind me. I met Naomi coming down the hall, and she wiped a frustrated expression off her face when she spotted me.

      “I thought you’d be at the races for another hour. Is everything ok?”

      “I wanted to come home and change before going into the office tonight.” I plucked at the track suit I’d worn to the races. “Doesn’t feel right going to dad’s office for the first time since… in this.”

      My voice caught and Grandma’s face crumpled in sadness, and she pulled me into a big hug, pressing my face against her warm cleavage.

      “Go change then, I’ll drop you by the office on our way.”

      “Our way where?” I asked, pulling back from the hug, a touch uncomfortable at how strongly she clutched me against her curvy body. If I hadn’t forced my thoughts to cold engine parts, I’d be poking her belly with my raging boner, and that would be the last thing either of us wanted, I was certain.

      “I have a surprise for you.” Her eyes dances with amusement as she released me and gave my firm behind a swat. “Go on then, and hurry. Before that mother of yours drives me so crazy I haul her out of that bed.”

      I wanted to ask how my stepmom was doing but could see that was the last thing she wanted to talk about. Trying to ignore her eyes on me as I headed up to my room, I threw on a polo shirt, a pair of jeans, and some loafers. Grabbing my dad’s laptop, I threw it in my backpack and headed downstairs.
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      Grandma was waiting in the back seat of the Bentley, and Michelle stood with the door held open for me. The blonde’s features were smooth and her manner professional as I slipped into the backseat. But I thought I detected a hint of amusement about her eyes as she shut the door behind me.

      “I assume you’ll be taking control of your fathers’ company,” Grandma said when we pulled away without a hint of a question in her tone.

      “I will be,” I said. Michelle glanced in the rearview mirror and I saw her and my grandmother share a smile.

      “Good lad,” Grandma said, patting my knee. “That fool father of your refused to let me invest until he had everything lined up, but with his passing,” her voice hitched with emotion but she pushed through, reaching up and brushing a single tear away with one hand, while the other remained gripping my thigh. “I’ve taken the liberty of putting my lawyers on his latest deal. I hope you don’t mind.”

      “That depends,” I said carefully. “What was the deal?”

      “You’re just like your father,” Grandma said with a harrumph. “Always need to have your hands on the reins.”

      “I like to know what I’m getting the company into.” I felt a twinge of annoyance at her attitude, but it faded when my grandmother chortled in amusement.

      “Don’t be offended. It’s a good thing.” Shifting over so she leaned against me, she whispered in my ear. “I always told Matt you had a head for business on you. I’m glad you’re putting off college.”

      “You are?” I asked incredulously. It had always been important to her and my mom that I go to a good school and have a degree to fall back on.

      “You’d have done well at Harvard, and I’d have loved having your nearby to come visit on weekends, or even do your laundry,” there was a wistfulness to her tone that made me think she’d thought about this a lot more than I had. “But your father had big dreams for Dalton Industries, although he’d never tell me exactly what they were. I know Izumi would do a good job running things in my son’s absence, but it needs a Dalton at the helm.”

      “Ok,” I said, unable to keep the frown from my face.

      Her words were oddly inflected and amusement danced behind her eyes, making me think there was a deeper meaning to her words that I wasn’t getting.

      “What do you know of this merger happening between the big three?”

      “I hadn’t heard there was going to be one… it makes sense with their debt problems. Who did you hear this from?”

      “Doesn’t matter,” I said. “But if it’s true, there are going to be a lot of angry suppliers looking to replace broken contracts.”

      Grandmother looked puzzled at that, and I figured she must have been telling the truth when she said my dad never revealed his plans. It all seemed obvious to me, and doubly so when Michelle pulled off the freeway and along the frontage road. Stretching out beside us was a field of brown grass, surrounded by an old chain-link fence.

      “Here it is,” Grandmother said, turning and looking out at the field as it passed. “Three acres of industrial real estate. I don’t know what he wanted it for, but the market around Detroit has cratered and we can get it at a steal. I’m always looking for new investments and this caught my eye a few years ago, but your father warned me off it. Then I find out he was in secret negotiations to buy it when the price dropped 30%. Sneaky bastard.”

      There was pride in her voice, but I caught the moisture forming at the corners of her eyes.

      “He wanted to build a factory,” I said. I hadn’t meant to divulge my father’s secrets to her so soon, but I couldn’t help it seeing the pain in her.

      “A factory? In Detroit? Hah!” She brushed a tear off her cheeks when it fell and couldn’t contain her chuckles as they rose up in her. “That man and his silly dreams.”

      “It’s true,” I said, seeing the building in my head. “A grand monument to American ingenuity and engineering.”

      “Surrounded by the detritus of a century,” grandma said, flicking her fingers and pointing to the rusted-out cars up and down the road and the surrounding buildings and shops, which looked like they’d seen better days. “What did he want to build here?”

      “Are you really curious?” I asked.

      “Of course, I am, Matt. In case you didn’t notice, I want to help you get started. You could use an advisor who doesn’t rely on you for their paycheck or want to use you up and spit you out.” Motioning at Michelle she said, “Circle around the lot, and I don’t need to inform you about the consequences if anyone learned about this conversation, correct?”

      “Of course, Ma’am,” Michelle said, and I thought she sounded a hint affronted, but her eyes showed no sign in the mirror.

      “Now, what is this great secret Matty was keeping from me for so long? What has you so excited you can hardly sit still and keep fidgeting like you’re on drugs?”

      “I’m not fidgeting,” I said, but felt my cheeks heat when I glanced down and saw my fingers flicking the leather strap on the door handle back and forth. Grimacing, I made a fist and shifted around in my seat and faced the beautiful older woman.

      “The dream is to build and sell an American super car.” I waited for grandmother’s reaction, but instead of laughing or dismissing me outright, she waited for me to go on. The car did lurch to a stop, and I glanced up at the rearview mirror to see Michelle’s eyes wide with shock.

      “Like MacClaren or Renout?”

      “Exactly,” I said, nodding grinning as she shared my excitement. “There’s nothing like it in the domestic market currently, and the timing is perfect with the merger about to happen. There will be suppliers willing to cut deals and if we can get enough investors to build the factory, dad lined up a string of patents and plans, so we can start constructing right away.”

      “It’s an ambitious plan,” Grandmother said, nodding. Tapping her bottom lip with one long red nail, she stared off into space musing. “I can see why your father and you want to keep it secret as much as possible but it’s unsustainable.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Do you have any idea what kind of investment you’ll need to get this operation up and running? The distribution alone will be a considerable commitment. I suppose you could obviate the need to sell from dealerships by using the internet. Have you thought about going to Silicon Valley for investors?”

      “No,” I admitted, “but I’m open to the option.”

      “Good.” the older woman’s thick red lips curled into a grin as she patted my thigh again. “Michelle, take us to Dalton Industries, we’ll drop Matthew off. I have some travel arrangements to make.” Pulling out her phone, she tapped through an app. “The plane will be free Wednesday. We’ll leave early, maybe pop up to Napa Valley and do a little wine tasting before coming home. What do you say? I know a few venture capitalists who might be interested in disrupting the automotive industry.”

      “Thank you,” I said, gripping her hand and feeling a wash of relief sweep through me. I’d been worried she was going to tell me it was a terrible idea; that American manufacturing was dead, and it was bound to fail. But hope filled me as I glanced out the window and watched the empty lot pass by, my head filling with images of what it could look like with shiny cars rolling out one end.

      “You can thank me later.” something in her tone made me turn, and I caught a predatory light glinting in her eyes as they scanned me up and down. “I’ve got a few ideas on how.”

      Winking one eye at me, she ran a long nail down the neckline of her blouse, and my eyes tracked the deep shadow between her massive breasts. I swallowed hard and thought I heard a chuckle escape the beautiful older woman’s throat, but when I glanced up her expression was smooth, and she offered me a warm smile.

      “Tell me more about this car you want to build,” turning and shifting to lean on the backrest. Her expression was one of open curiosity, but her blouse pulled tight against and under her chest.

      Forcing my eyes away from the perfectly encased breasts, I spoke about the plans I had and what I’d learned from reading through my dad’s notes. Every now and then Grandma would ask a question and I’d glance back, forgetting and lose my train of thought when I saw large round nipples pressing against the silky material of her blouse.

      The Bentley pulled up outside the two story offices and I saw two cars parked in the lot and a single light on in the upstairs office.

      “It looks like you have company tonight,” Grandma said with a small grin, tugging the corner of her lips. “I’ll let you get to them, but Matthew, make sure you check on Naomi. I worry about her without your father’s firm influence to keep her from falling back into her old ways.”

      “I will,” I said, and before I could open the car door, Michelle pulled it open for me.
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      I could feel the blondes’ eyes following me as I stepped out and headed for the front doors. The woman’s pert little ass had looked amazing in her tight pants. But instead of admiring it as she slipped back into the Bentley, I put my thoughts on Izumi and Lucia.

      The assistant I felt I could trust. But Lucia’s motivations were unknown.

      Dalton Industries’ building isn’t much to look at, but it’s always felt like a second home to me. The ache of loss felt especially strong as the old smell hit me and I stepped into the wood paneled hall. The walls were covered in old photos of my dad and his old partners and associates, or from races.

      Passing the door to the shop, I glanced in and double checked the old Corvette was still in the corner. The old thing had been a project my father, and I started years before but hadn’t been able to finish before he got sick. The familiar curves nearly pulled me into the shop, but the sound of glasses clinking upstairs drew my attention and I heard the quiet murmur of two women speaking.

      The stairs creaked as I climbed the narrow stairway to the second floor. The conversation cut off as I approached the top, and I felt a fluttering of nervous excitement in my chest when I saw the warm light spilling into the hallway.

      I stepped into the narrow office to find Izumi in a chair before the desk and Lucia sitting behind it with her heels resting on its surface.

      “It’s about time you showed up,” Lucia said, her thick lips quirking into a crooked grin.

      All I did was glance at the woman’s heels on my father’s desk and she dropped them down. I wish I could have seen the look on my face because it wiped the grin off hers. Glancing down at Izumi, I caught the satisfied smirk before she could wipe it.

      The diminutive woman had changed from her pencil skirt and blouse from the track, into a lacy top and tight leggings. As my eyes swept up her athletic legs, I noticed the white line of her panties poking over the top and the smoothness of her stomach.

      “Good evening, sir,” Izumi ducked her head, and I caught her cheeks heat when her eyes lingered on the lump forming in my pants.

      If Lucia hadn’t been there, I might have thrown the gorgeous Asian woman on the desk and had my way with her right there. Not only was she sexy, but something about her shyness inflamed my desire. The older woman felt more and more like an intrusive presence as I circled the desk and motioned for her to vacate the chair.

      “You don’t want to sit on my lap?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she stood, but instead of circling around the other side of the desk, she passed where I stood.

      There was no space and the thick beauty pressed herself against me, her eyes drinking in the lines of my face as she pressed her soft breasts against my chest. Her lips curled into that crooked grin again when she felt my manhood shift in my jeans. I tried to pull back the lump pressed against her.

      “You’re going to drive my cousin crazy,” Lucia husked, her thick lips mere inches from mine. “And you don’t even realize it, do you? Enolla’s always had a thing for drivers… And men who take what they want… Are you the type of man who takes what he wants, Matthew?”

      The invitation in her tone was blatant, and I couldn’t hide the hardon pressing painfully against my jeans, but I managed to master myself. Hands moving with deliberate firmness, I moved Lucia to the side and stepped behind the desk. The MILF gave a tittering laugh and took the chair beside Izumi.

      “If I’m not going to get the workout I wanted, or the show I was promised.” she glanced over at the younger Asian woman with a frown. “Then what is this big secret you wanted my help with?”

      “Izumi I know I can trust,” I said, leaning back in the chair and steeling my finger before myself, “but how do I know you won’t divulge my plans to your cousin, or anyone else?”

      Lucia’s eyes flared with anger and her cheeks colored red. “Two hours in the job and you think you know so much? Why can you trust this… this child and not me? It’s an insult!”

      “It’s the truth,” I said, keeping a tight rein on my tone of voice.

      The anger fled the beautiful MILF as quickly as it appeared, and she threw her head back barking a laugh. Izumi glanced at the older Italian with a look that said she didn’t think the woman was entirely sane, and I had to agree. The woman leaned forward and pulled out her phone. She pulled up a photo and passed it to me. It took a second for me to register what I was seeing, but a flush passed over my skin when I did.

      It was a photo of a photo. The original had yellowed with age, but Lucia was easy to recognize with her bright red hair and stunning figure. The woman wore a tiny black dress in the photo, her stunning figure on display as she bent low and hugged a boy clutching a trophy close. The flush to my skin was when I recognized myself, holding a first place trophy from a race. I had a vague memory of winning my first race when I was six, but I hadn’t seen photos of it in more than a decade.

      “That’s you!” Izumi said in shock, glancing up at me.

      “I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised you don’t remember me, but you mother and I were best friends before her passing.” Lucia said with a sad frown. “God, I loved that woman so much. The most beautiful and charming woman I ever met, and a riot too… We had so many good times together when we were young.”

      “And after her passing?” I asked.

      When she’d mentioned my mother, it tickled old memories of dinner parties and late night gatherings at the house. I couldn’t remember the faces, but I had clear memories of standing in the hallway late into the night eavesdropping on their conversations and laughter, oblivious to what they were talking about but hungry to be involved.

      “Hmph,” Lucia’s expression soured, and she sat back in her chair. “I don’t want to speak ill of the dead.”

      “What did my father do?” the tightness around her eyes told me it wasn’t my mom she had the issue with and I guessed it was my dad.

      “You’ve got your father’s perception,” Lucia said, her lips curling in a small smile before she let out a sigh. “A week after your mother’s passing, Matt absconded to Monaco with a Victoria’s Secret model. Left his young son at home with only a maid to care for him… Took me years to forgive your father for that.”

      “He made amends for it,” I said, remembering the trip we’d taken to Hawaii when I was twelve, and the night he’d broken down in tears apologizing for how he’d acted those first couple years after mom’s passing.

      “He did, and found a good woman to help raise you,” she said with a firm nod. “I love my cousin, and Frezzazzi, but they don’t need me to build their brand. Apple and Google are too easy, though lucrative… I need something new. A challenge. You father promised me one, but that was two years ago and he fell ill shortly after. If you still don’t think you can trust me, I’ll go…”

      Lucia rose to leave, but I held out a hand, stopping her.
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      “Stay,” I said, and she grinned, falling back into her seat. “I want to create a new car manufacturer. One that builds high performance, luxury cars. Machines that are works of art, and build for speed. American made super cars.”

      “Ridiculous!” Lucia burst out in laughter, one hand slapping the table as she bent forward.

      I frowned at the woman, but Izumi looked more offended than I felt.

      “Shut your filthy mouth!” The tiny woman hissed the words with such vehemence, it wiped the amusement off Lucia’s face and replaced it with shock. I’d never seen the quiet and demure woman speak this way and felt the same shock inside, but felt a grin growing on my lips as she continued.

      “You think because the world’s always been one way, it can’t change but you’re wrong. Matthew’s going to change the world. And fools like you will be left in the dust. Laugh in my masters face again and I’ll drag you out of here by that weave you call hair.”

      There was no embarrassment or shame on Izumi’s face as she sat back in her chair, folding her hands carefully on her lap. Lucia’s features had gone cold and hard though, and I worried I was going to have to jump between the two. Something about the Italian woman’s expression told me she was contemplating slapping the younger woman, but before I could open my mouth to break the tension Lucia spoke up.

      “You believe in this boy and his plan so completely?”

      “I do.”

      “Are you willing to give everything you have in order to make it work?”

      “Of course,” Izumi said without a second’s hesitation.

      “Because those hoary old bastards in charge of things won’t make way for just anyone,” Lucia said, shifting forward in her seat with a glint of excitement in her eyes. “They only respect Sultans, and men who live like Kings. Will you be ok with your gorgeous young lover fucking a CEO’s wife in order to close a deal? Or angry when he gathers others to… help in his great work?”

      “I understand the nature of powerful men,” Izumi said, her back straight and her eyes locked on mine as she spoke. “And I always knew I would be serving, sir, in this way.”

      “I still think it’s madness,” Lucia said with a snort, “but if you can command this level of devotion on your first day, you might have a chance. Assuming you can find some brilliant engineers.”

      “Why?” I was staring into Izumi’s eyes when I asked the question and saw her gaze soften.

      “I told you before how I must live, or else fall back into addiction and bad choices. It’s more than that though… I’ve watched you grow into a brilliant and handsome young man, Matthew. The kind of man I need in my life. If you can find a use for me in the company, then I’m happy to fulfill it… and if you need me for anything else… anything. I’m yours.”

      “Prove it,” Lucia said, her dark eyes glittering dangerously as she tapped the desk before her. “Bend over the desk and let him relieve his young lusts on your body. Go on, or was that pretty speech all for show?”

      Izumi looked to me and when I nodded in approval, she rose from her seat smoothly and slipped her leggings down over the swell of her tight little ass. Bending forward, she rested her elbows on the desk before me, blouse hanging low and giving me a perfect view of her small, firm breasts.

      My heart was hammering in my chest as I rose to my feet. I glanced at Lucia and saw desire and envy clouding the woman’s features. I’d had my fair share of girlfriends in school, but I’d never been with a woman, let alone with another in the room.

      The beautiful Italian woman stared at me as I moved around the desk. A challenging stare that seemed to ask, how far are you willing to go, boy? She may have known me as a boy, but she obviously didn’t know about my stubborn refusal to be manipulated.

      Stopping right behind Izumi, I watched the slender woman’s back rise and fall as her breath quickened. The sight of her pale cheeks and the dark slash of her sex beneath, coated in glistening juices, caused my already firm cock to throb painfully in my jeans. But I rested my hands on my hips and stared down at Lucia.

      “If you want to see me fuck her, then you better get me ready.”

      The redheaded MILF’s eyes widened in surprise, and her pupils swelled. She parted her thick lips and moistened them with her tongue as her eyes drank in the lines of my face. A sound escaped her throat as she tried to speak, but either excitement or shock garbled the words into a throaty purr.

      I could hardly believe the words had come out of my mouth. And when Lucia slipped off the chair and sank to her knees before me, I thought my heart would burst from my chest.

      The behavior that had caused teen girls to recoil in embarrassment or shock seemed to spur these older women on. I couldn’t be certain why, but it filled me with confidence to know I could show my true self.

      Izumi was facing the opposite way, but she tried turning her head when she heard the older woman’s knees strike the floor. Reaching down, I pressed my hand to the small of the slender little woman’s back and she froze in place.

      “The mirror,” I breathed and Izumi’s head turned towards a mirror hanging on the wall. Her adorable face was flush with passion, but her features were composed in a mask of subservience. Her eyes burned with desire and it was all I could do not to tear my dick out and thrust it into her waiting tightness.

      With self-control I didn’t know I had, I kept my hand at my side, the other wandering down to enjoy Izumi’s tight ass, while Lucia shuffled forward and reached up to the fly of my jeans. With trembling fingers, the older beauty plucked the first button free. When her warm fingers came in contact with the firm flesh of my stomach, she let out a high-pitched giggle that cut off a second later.

      “For a woman who was in such firm control of herself a moment ago… You’re showing a wanton side of yourself now…” her eyes pled with me, as her fingers fumbled with the second button, but I reached over and ran a calloused thumb over her soft lips, causing her to shudder freeze in place. “Tell me, is it your lack of control… or my age that’s got you so worked up?”

      “I don’t know.” the words sounded like they were dragged out of her, and her cheeks grew so red it extended down her neck. The effect looked incredible against her olive-colored skin, and I couldn’t help reaching my hand down and cupping one of her massive breasts, hefting the heavy thing in my hand as I rolled two fingers up to tweak her nipple. Interestingly, the woman only breathed in a sharp hiss, and her eyelids grew heavy, but she didn’t complain or protest.

      That’s right, she knew about ‘free use’, I thought to myself.

      Slipping my hand inside her top, I stretched out the material as I pulled the breast free. My dick throbbed against my jeans, causing Lucia’s eyes to flicker down its considerable length as I took in her heavy tit. The flesh was pale, and the nipple a lighter shade, with a large nipple that stood out on the smooth flesh.

      Lucia was breathing heavily as I slid my fingers down the smooth flesh, and gave another sharp intake of breath when my fingers grazed her nipple. Her eyes grew pained when I took my hand away and motioned to my still buttoned fly.

      “Continue.”
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      I felt Izumi relax against the hand cupping her ass. The little woman was eager, but the drawn-out tension seemed to be exciting her, if her shifting knees and the wetness tracking down her thighs were any indication. Sliding my fingers down her smooth cheeks, I let two fingers trail down her slender thighs and up between the gap in her thighs. Izumi let out a quiet gasp of pleasure when my fingers slid along her wet lips, but she huffed in frustration when I only teased her clit and lips for a second before pulling it back.

      Lucia’s trembling fingers popped free from the second button and she sucked in a sharp breath when the thick base of my cock appeared. The hard flesh was pressed down along my leg, and the woman’s eyes widened further and further as every inch was revealed. Finally she tugged down my jeans and I felt a cool breeze caress my ass.

      “Magnificent,” the redhead breathed, her eyes tracing the length of my big cock. Then it was my turn to let out a hiss of pleasure as her cool fingers slid over its length.

      Flicking her green eyes up to my face, the woman watched the pleasure overtake me, as she leaned forward and ran her long tongue around the head. Holding myself back with difficulty, I let Lucia take her time with my dick. I could see the length and girth intimidated her, and she was working herself up to taking the fat head into her mouth. Planting kisses along the length and running her tongue up and down the underside and swirling it around the head.

      The older woman’s ministrations filled the office with lewd sounds that only increased when I slipped my hand back between Izumi’s legs and slipped a finger into her. I was shocked at how tight the little woman was, her pussy gripping my finger like a cock and sucking it in deep.

      “Oh god!” The Asian woman’s words were filled with desire and Lucia moaned in agreement as she finally slipped her thick lips over the head of my dick and sucked it into her mouth.

      Watching the thick red lips of the beautiful MILF slide over the length of my cock was incredible. Her sexy face was flush with desire, and her expression was so wanton, I wanted almost nothing more than to coat it in a load of cum. Instead, I reached down and ran my fingers through her thick hair and took a firm fistful.

      “MMhhmmm!” Lucia’s eyes widened, and a sliver of fear entered her eyes when she felt what I was about.

      Belying her fear, the woman reached up and gripped my thighs, drawing me forward into her hot mouth. One hand on the back of her head. I thrust forward with gentle movements that grew more insistent. The wet sounds grew louder and the ‘gluk, gluk, gluk’ of her throat only spurred me onto drive my thick cock deeper and deeper into her throat.

      When I felt my balls tightening and the pleasure growing to the point of no return. I pulled my dick out of her mouth, a strand of saliva connecting her tongue to the tip of my cock. When I released her head Lucia darted forward and swiped her tongue over the head, lapping up the bead of precum that pooled around the tip.

      “Mhmm, you taste sweet,” the MILF whispered in surprise.

      “That’s good you like the taste,” I said, as I stepped up behind the tiny woman. Izumi let out a whimper of anticipation as the fingers teasing her pussy withdrew, and I pressed the fat head of my cock to her hairless lips. “You can lick it out of my assistant’s pussy when I’m done with her.”

      “Oh god yes!”

      There was a heavy thump at my side and I glanced down to see Lucia having fallen back on her ass, one hand buried between her skirts, the wet sounds and quick motions alerting me to what she was about. Grinning at the sexy MILF, I watched her massive breast sway as she frigged her clit, then turned back to the tiny woman before me.

      Izumi’s ass was so small and tight, it looked like a teenager’s, and her pussy was tighter than it had any right to be. As I pushed my dick into her wetness, the grip was incredible and I had to stop with only half my cock buried, and let the intense pleasure fade, before working it back into her with small thrusts.

      Letting her wetness coat my dick was the only way I could fit in her pussy, and at first I worried about hurting the tiny woman. Watching her writhe on the desk, hands grasping the edge in a white knuckled grip, I grinned when I heard her huffing rise into a faint shriek of pleasure. I was pulling out of her pussy, the pink lips pulling out with my cock, when they gripped me so tightly, I thought it might bruise my cock.

      Watching the older woman cum on my dick was the most intense experience I’d ever had, heightened by Lucia sprawled on the floor with her back against a chair as she got herself off. The sensation of being watched as I slowly worked my dick into my new assistant only made the more exciting.

      Gripping Izumi’s slender waist, I pulled her skirt up with my thumbs and watched her small ass roll with every short thrust. The dimples at the base of her back were sexy, but couldn’t compare to the feel of her slender body as I ran my hands up her side. Fumbling with her bra strap, Izumi reached up and hauled her top and bra off, flinging them to the floor and arched her back so I could cup each breast.

      “Stretching me… so fucking good,” my assistant huffed in a whisper I barely heard over the slapping of our hips and the wet sounds of her sex. “Oh god, hsss!”

      Reaching back, she gripped my wrist, and I stilled myself. I could feel something tickling the head of my cock and realized it was her cervix. Reaching down her smooth stomach, I slid my fingers over her sex and felt an inch of my dick not buried within her.

      Careful not to hurt her, I pulled back an inch, then thrust forward gently. Izumi’s eyes flew wide, and she let out another sharp gasp, this time so loud Lucia sat up. My finger worked her clit in little circles, and I could feel the walls of her tight pussy gripping me even tighter.

      “Sir… sir, can I…” Turning her head to look up at me on a weak neck, I saw the torture etched in her features as she hovered on the edge of orgasm, all her willpower bent on holding it back as long as possible.

      “Cum for me,” I growled, nearly cumming myself just from the sight of her delicate features twisting in what looked like agony, but I knew was pure pleasure.

      “YES!”

      Her nails dug into my arm as she clung to me, and I could hear Lucia’s low moan beneath her cries of pleasure. Then the world burst into white bliss as my dick began to throb within her. My balls ached from their pent up need, and my knees trembled as I felt the first powerful blast of cum shoot into Izumi.

      The tiny woman’s eyes crossed, and her tongue lolled out as my dick flooded her depths. Whimpering incoherently, she fell forward in my arms, her body limp and a look of euphoria etched onto her features.

      Staggering back, I nearly fell into the chair before stiffening my legs beneath me. The sight of Izumi’s bare pussy, red and puffy from its hard fucking and leaking our combined fluids, was wickedly hot. But it was nothing compared to when Lucia lurched forward and pressed her face into the younger woman’s sex.

      Izumi arched her back, hissing in pleasure, and I saw her little hands form into white-knuckled fists as Lucia’s tongue dug into her pussy. Lucia turned after a couple seconds and surprised me by inhaling my softening cock and sucking the cum off it. Her eyes watching my face and crinkling at the corners in a grin.

      “Jesus, woman, you’re a freak,” I breathed.

      Izumi turned her head and took in the redhead as she struggled to swallow all of my cock and slipped off the desk after I crooked a finger. Slipping beside Lucia, the tiny Asian woman began peeling off the rest of her clothing and that of the busty redhead. All the while peppering the woman’s olive skin with kisses and caresses, making sure I had a good view of the excitement.

      “I need this cock in me,” Lucia purred, her thick lips sliding along the underside as she teased it with the tip of her tongue. “Please!”

      “And what are you going to do for me?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at the beautiful woman.
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      The ridiculousness of my question, as she lavished love on my stiffening member, didn’t even occur to the woman. Whimpering, she pulled her mouth off the head, while giving it quick stroked with both hands.

      “Anything, baby… anything! Just fuck me! Oh god, Matt, it’s been so long and I need it sooo bad.” Izumi was pulling off the woman’s skirt and I took in the smooth roundness of her hips and the sway of her massive breasts. “You want my ass, baby? I’ve never tried but you can have it!”

      “He wants your loyalty,” Izumi purred, rising up on her knees and pulling the larger woman into an embrace, her lips teasing Lucia’s neck. I watched the redhead’s face redden and twist in pleasure as the younger woman’s hand slipped between her legs. “Swear it. Bind yourself, body and honor to his cause and help us build something grand!”

      “I swear it!” Lucia said, her long nails digging into my thighs as she pled with me. “Since you were a boy, I’ve known you would be something great and all of me wants to join you in that journey… please, Matt-.”

      Before she could say another word, I bent low and kissed her. I wasn’t ready for the storm of butterflies that awoke in my gut when our lips met, and didn’t have long to notice as her fiery tongue slip along mine. Desperate hands dragged me down, while I pulled Lucia beneath me.

      Hands dragged off my shirt, and I kicked off my jeans, as Lucia’s warm hand pulled my cock into her cleft. The woman’s nails dug into my ass as she hauled me forward, her lips pursed in a coo of pleasure, but my attention was riveted on her massive breasts.

      Firm and pale, they were surprisingly firm and retained their shape. Reaching up and running my fingers over one, I pulled the large nipple to my lips and sucked hard, letting my teeth drag across the sensitive flesh. While in my ears, the panting of Lucia’s spurred me as I thrust into her depths.

      She wasn’t nearly as tight as Izumi, but her legs circled around my ass, pulling me deep into her sucking sex. I couldn’t help the grunt of pleasure that escaped my throat when she did something with the muscles of her pussy that gripped and milked my pistoning dick.

      “Mhmmm you like that, baby? Ohh you do… Jesus you’re so hard… fuck! Right there! Yes, you beautiful boy, fuck momma good!”

      Her hot words only sped my thrusting hips up, and her hands pulled my lips to hers as I felt her pussy clench down on my dick. Lucia came hard, her limbs seizing up and tightening around me as her face purpled and I watched the eyes roll back into her skull.

      The pleasure of her pussy was too good to stop, and though her legs tried to hold me in place, I continued to fuck her. Mindless words of joy babbled out of her mouth, and I grinned, feeling confident until fiery pleasure lanced across my balls and I felt Izumi pushing in close.

      I came with Lucia’s massive breasts pressed in around my face and Izumi’s hot tongue teasing my shaft and balls, a pleasure I’d never dreamed could be so good. The world faded into white bliss and came back with a sudden rush as Lucia’s lips met mine.

      Sweaty and sated, I slipped to the woman’s side and felt Izumi crawl up on my other side. We were wedged between the desk and the wall, nothing beneath us but discarded clothing and an old rug, but none of us seemed to care.

      Turning, I kissed Izumi, my fingers gliding down her slender back and couldn’t suppress the gratitude I felt. Pulling back, I went to speak, but she rested a single finger across my lips and smiled gently.

      “You are happy, sir?” She grinned, already knowing the answer to her question. “Ready to conquer the world?”

      Trapping her finger between my lips, I let her draw it out slowly as I sucked it. It was fascinating to see her pupils swell and breath catch as the intimate moment unfolded.

      “With you at my side, I am.”

      “And what about me?” Lucia asked, huffing her discontent as she leaned across my chest and pulled my chin over so I was staring up at her. “Don’t tell me that was meaningless pillow talk earlier. I’ve spent too many years standing on the edges of important events and powerful people. If you were serious, I can be very useful to you.”

      “You did mention a few things earlier.” as I smiled I let my wide hand fall on her ass. The redhead let out a surprised yelp, and her cheeks went flaming red as she pressed her sex against my thigh.

      “You can’t mean… but I’ve never… Oh god, you make me want to be so bad, Matt!”

      I grinned as she pushed forward, her thick lips meeting mine. Then broke the kiss and gasped in pleasure. Glancing down, I watched Izumi’s small hand massaging the base of my cock, as her delicate little mouth suckled the head.

      “That’s hot,” Lucia breathed against my lips as she turned with me, our cheeks pressed together.

      The older redhead had a wicked gleam in her eyes as she reached down and pushed on the back of Izumi’s head, forcing the younger woman to take my cock to the back of her throat. More than half still stood out of her tight lips, but I felt the tight ring of her throat relax, and breathing deep through her nose, Izumi forced her head down.

      “Fuck, that’s hot!” Lucia hissed; her awe nearly as great as my pleasure.

      I couldn’t help it as I threw my head back and moaned. The feel of her swallowing throat and milking my cock was nearly as incredible as her tight pussy, and I felt my balls tightening after a couple second and was relieved when Izumi pulled up.

      Her delicate features looked sexy, all red and strained, her lips coated in saliva and her drool hanging from her chin. Reaching down, I joined my hand with Lucia’s and watched in delight as mindless pleasure washed over Izumi’s face and she threw herself down on my dick again.

      “It’s so thick… Where does it go- oh!”

      My hand that had been caressing Lucia’s wide ass slipped two fingers down between her thighs, coating it in her juices, causing her to gasp. The gasp turned into a hiss when I ran a fingertip around her tiny, puckered opening, and she tensed up for a long second.

      I didn’t force it, instead letting her relax against me as we both watched Izumi deep throating my dick. Ever so slowly the tight opening relaxed, and I even felt Lucia push back against the finger and her teeth nipped my shoulder when the tip popped past her tight opening.

      “I’ll never be able to fit it all me,” she husked, watching as Izumi pulled back up my long cock.

      “If she can get it down that tiny throat,” I said into her neck, “I’m sure you can take it in your ass.”

      “Oh god that’s so wicked… Ok, do it, before I chicken out,” The MILF grinned as she kissed me then wiggled around in my arms.

      I could hardly believe my luck as my beautiful little assistant pushed the fat head of my dick against Lucia’s tight ass. If I hadn’t already cum twice I might not have shown the same restraint, but I held myself in place and refrain from thrusting forward as Lucia pushed back against me.

      The woman huffed and groaned. But she never quit, and I felt the tight opening of her ass loosen around my dick. I’d never done anal before and the taboo thrill, added to the feeling of her tight ass sucking me deep, was incredible.

      When my dick popped past her tight ring, she gasped and gripped my hand on her hip. Nodding for me to move, she breathed long, deep breaths as I slowly worked my dick into her. The MILF’s virgin ass was different from Izumi’s pussy, but just as tight. I’d been planning on taking my time, but when the little assistant coated my cock in a stream of saliva, I slid to the hilt in Lucia’s ass.

      “Oh… oh… ohhhh god that feels… mhmmmm!”

      The redhead’s nails dug into my wrist, and she rolled her hips, pulling me atop her. Eyes pressed tight. She nodded as her nails dragged along my arm.

      “Take her ass, sir. Take her hard!”

      “Yes!” Lucia’s gasp of pleasure coincided with my thrust forward after pulling back til just the tip rested in her ass.

      The woman lay on her stomach while I held myself up by my hands and fucked down into her. Izumi’s lips found mine, and it was all I could do to hold off my orgasm. The knowledge that I was deep in the sexy, busty woman’s ass, while another kissed me, was too much. I wanted Lucia to cum with my dick in her ass and could feel her getting close.

      It only took another few thrusts for the woman’s scream to reach a fevered pitch. Then I could hold back no longer. My balls unloaded their biggest blast yet, causing Lucia’s eyes to flash open as I filled her, and then we collapsed together.

      “Come, sir,” Izumi said, pulling me to my feet. “Let’s get you clean.”

      I frowned at the woman, but she only grinned and then pulled on the corner of a bookcase. The heavy shelves swung free, and I saw a hidden room behind. Inside was a bathroom and glass shower, a standing wardrobe, and a single bed tucked against the wall.

      “Dad… you sneaky bastard,” I said, feeling the ache of loss mingled with my amusement.

      “You have an important meeting tomorrow. Let’s make sure you get a good night’s rest for it.”

      “I doubt that’s happens,” I said, taking in the woman’s slender beauty. Her pert ass bounced as she bent forward and turned on the hot water, and she caught my eyes staring at her small, firm breasts.

      “You’re still not sated.” her lips curled into an eager grin when she saw my cock throb. “Better to have no wants in an important meeting, than to be rested. Let’s get that taken care of.”

      I let her pull me under the steaming waters and turned when I heard feet on the tiles.

      “Thought you’d leave me all alone?” Lucia asked with mock offense as she pushed into the small stall. “Oh, maybe this thing wasn’t built for three?”

      “It’s big enough for what we need,” Izumi said, her soapy hand stroking my dick as she pulled the redhead into a kiss.

      Lucia stiffened, then relaxed into the embrace, and even ran her hand down the slender Asian’s back and cupped her firm ass. The pair sank to their knees, still kissing, and Izumi pulled my dick between their lips. As the water sprayed around us, I held both women’s heads to either side of my cock. They sucked hard as I fucked between their mouths and felt the last of my stress fading away.

      There would be time to grieve, and time to remember my father. But the best way I could honor his legacy was to life my life to the fullest and maximize and enjoy every opportunity he afforded me.
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      Stepping out of the airplane’s tiny shower, I dried off with the plush towel hanging on the rack. Bathrooms in private planes aren’t known for their extra space, and this bathroom was no exception. As I combed my hair back before pulling on the fine Italian slacks and polo shirt hanging in the steam, I reflected on the past few weeks.

      Since that first fateful meeting with Enolla, I’d been working nonstop to secure contracts and suppliers, while at the same time trying to figure out where I could find an engineering team.

      Enolla had arrived an hour late for the meeting, demanding to know why she’d been given poor direction to the building as she threw her coat at Izumi.

      “The directions were clear,” I said, frowning at the gorgeous Italian woman. “Didn’t you put the address into your phone?”

      “Bah! I don’t trust those things.” she frowned as I led her into my office. “They spy on you when you aren’t knowing it.” Her dark, seductive eyes locked onto mine, and it felt like she was peering into the depths of my soul. “How did you sway my cousin to your cause?”

      The blunt question took me back, but I hid it behind a smile. “You’ll have to ask her that yourself. Why, did she say nice things?”

      “She said things… yes.” the woman’s gaze never faltered, and I couldn’t read her expression as she crossed her slender arms beneath her massive breasts.

      The silky blouse she wore hung about her in loose folds, but when she sat down, the soft material molded itself to her incredible body. Pulling my attention back to the conversation at hand, I pulled out a folder of papers Izumi had gathered for me.

      “What is this?” She asked with a sneer when I handed her the folder, not bothering to open it.

      “Loan agreements with Broker Capital, guaranteeing Dalton Industries, an extension and absolved from fees related to refinancing.”

      “You’ve taken on more debt? Ha! Your fool father was already up to his eyes in red ink. Why take more?”

      “To race,” I said.

      Enolla Frezzazzi sat up at that, her enchanting eyes growing even more intense. A thing I wouldn’t have said was possible a moment before. The folder hit the ground with a loud Thunk! as she rested her elbows on my desk.

      “What do you know about racing?” Her eyes cut around the room but Izumi had departed, leaving us alone, and she turned back with a frown, anger tightening the skin around her eyes.

      “I know my father was interested it in,” I began carefully, knowing I had to step carefully around the explosive woman or risk losing everything. “I know your family is the greatest in the sport and you make some of the finest engines in the world.” Her eyes narrowed, but I pushed on. “I know you two had agreements but I can only guess what they were…”

      “Go on,” she said, daring me to try. “What do you think Enolla Frezzazzi would agree to, young man?”

      “I know you want another team on the paddock, but they want an American team to open the sport to a new market. I know the Big Three are crumbling and you’d rather chew off your own tongue, before you got into business with them again.” she turned and spit to the side, nodding in firm agreement with that. “And I know Frezzazzi is even deeper in the red than we are but you’ll never take hedge fund money and lose control of your company.”

      “I hear nothing of agreements,” she said, leaning back in her seat and crossing her arms before herself again, “Only the things I want which many men know, yes?”

      “Engines for a podium.” I said, and loved the tightness around the corners of her mouth that told me my guess was correct. “Power for position. You agreed to sell my father engines, for a car he’d begun designing. In return, Frezzazzi would receive a cash infusion, no strings attached and an agreement to reach a podium in the first year, or you no longer had to provide engines.”

      “That is not all of what we agreed… but close enough that I remain suspicious.” her lips might have been frowning in suspicion, but her eyes glittered with an emotion I hadn’t seen from the woman before: curiosity. “And you wish to keep our agreement, I assume? Do you have your fathers’ connections at the Big Three? Could you entreat four dozen of the best engineers to defect for your start-up?” Her frown deepened, and she shook her head, “I think not, sadly.”

      “I might not have his connections, yet. But I have his determination. You can bet on our failure if you like, but you’ll only be disappointed, and I doubt a woman such as yourself enjoys being disappointed.”

      Smiling, she leaned back in her chair, molding her silky shirt to her incredible body. The woman knew the effect she had on men, and I saw the corners of her lips curl into a predatory smile when she caught my eyes straying down to take in her massive breasts.

      “I do not think you will be successful,” she said with a negligent wave of her hand. “And if your car reaches a podium in its first year I’ll take you as my husband, because such a thing has never been done.” she saw my expression at that she barked a laugh. “Don’t hope too much, boy, I joke with you. No, it is not husband I want but disruption.” She made a fist on the word, smacking my desk as she leaned forward with suddenly intense eyes. “I need those hoary old bastards, and the gray bearded fools in charge of F1, to have their heads spinning. Racing politics have gone against my family the last decade and the conglomerates have taken over. You see this, yes?”

      I nodded, it was well known that several multinational conglomerates had bought their way into the manufacturers and their influence on the sport was ruining it.

      “I tell you truth now,” she said with a shake of her head, “I never thought your father would succeed. But by trying he would have given me a better bargaining position.”

      “And if he’d won?”

      “Then it’s win-win for me and my family… You honestly think you can build a car and have it ready for the first qualifying event in Australia?”

      “If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be here.” I waved around at the old, wood paneled office. “In a relic from the 40s, beating on the desk. I’d have accepted the invitation to attend Harvard, and be hunting co-eds right now, instead. Yes, Enolla, I honestly believe we can do it.”

      She regarded me for long moments, tapping an elegantly painted nail on her chin before giving a firm nod. “Two engines and a spare. That is all I can afford to give you, and Frezzazzi takes a 15% stake in your teams, including earnings.”

      “10%,” I countered, knowing I chanced everything if I bargained too hard, but suspecting Enolla Frezzazzi wouldn’t respect a man who took the first offer she gave. “And an agreement from you here, that if we podium, you’ll go on a date with me.”

      “A date?!” The woman looked like she didn’t know whether to be angry or amused, and I was grateful to see her settling on amusement. “For a man who enters the paddock like Alexander entered Persia… This is a man I will… date… and nothing less.”

      I had no idea where my last demand came from, but the woman was doing funny things to my head. Her brash personality and commanding presence had instantly aggravated her to me at my father’s funeral, but seeing her in her element, talking racing and business, she was more compelling than any woman I’d met.

      “I think we have a deal then,” I said, throwing her a wink before standing and holding out my hand.

      Enolla threw her head back and stood, taking mine in her firm grip. She was a tall woman, standing in heels, and I’d been seated at my desk when Izumi ushered her into the office. Blinking up at me, I saw her amusement falter and her breath catch when her neck craned back and she took in the breath of my shoulders.

      “You’re an intriguing man, Matthew Dalton,” her smile put a shiver down my spine as she released my hand and turned to go, making sure I had an unobstructed view of her perfect ass. “Perhaps the power units won’t be thrown away on another silly American fantasy…?”

      There was a question in her tone as she glanced back over one shoulder and raised an eyebrow at me. She caught me checking out her ass, and I saw her smile deepen, eyes warming, and before I could respond she slipped from my office, heels clicking as she walked down the hall.
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      Less than an hour later we confirmed three power units were being packed into a shipping container and would be en route that day. The thrill of excitement I felt as I read the shipping details was only matched by the stress settling around my shoulders.

      Izumi was invaluable throughout that first week and after. I knew what I wanted to do, but had no idea what processes to put in place to get it accomplished. The brilliant little MBA acted as project manager, putting together a schedule around my prioritizations.

      It was only through her brilliance and our non-stop effort that we were perfectly positioned for when the merger of the Big Three was announced. We were ready to pounce on their supply lines. Panic was setting in with manufacturers throughout the states, causing headlines that further inflamed their fears.

      We used this to secure contracts and hire people, growing our capacity, but also drawing heavily what little remaining capitol the business had. With Lucia’s help I’d been able to keep the banks at bay for now, but without sales or investment we ran the risk of insolvency.

      After the first week, once I had my legs underneath me, I began digging through stacks of resumes sent to me from recruiting firms around the country. I was on the hunt for engineers, but everything I saw gave me little hope. There were hundreds of brilliant young engineers who graduated with 4.0s from excellent schools, but all of their experience was theoretical.

      Hundreds of kids with mathlete, or spelling bee champion in their resume, but none with experience wrenching on cars. I grew worried when Lucia called me early in the third week.

      “I hope you’ve got a nice suit picked out, because you’ve got a meeting in Palo Alto!”

      “Where?”

      “It’s in California, Silicon Valley.” The woman’s accent thickened when she got excited, and I could barely understand her between it, and the speed she spoke over the phone. “My brother was an angel investor in Peoplebook and his investment firm is always looking for new startups. I mentioned your little project at dinner last night and he was intrigued.”

      “I’m not running a tech company,” I said. “Why would he be interested in racing or sports cars?”

      “Matt, he’s a billionaire. One of his friends’ races planes… for fun. Go and tell them what you’re building. What could it hurt? He wants to meet on Thursday, and I got him to loan us his private plane to fly us out. You’ll come.” She said with confidence, adding with a little heat. “And bring Izumi.”

      “We’ll be there,” I agreed.

      I grabbed Izumi and began strategizing with her. She spoke with Lucia, getting a list of the men and women who would be there for the meeting. As she began to research them, I cobbled together my ideas into something resembling a convincing pitch.

      Perhaps I shouldn’t have enjoyed the process as much as I did, but it filled me with energy. I’d never enjoyed public speaking in school. This was different though; this was something I cared about. Was passionate about and more importantly, knew I could make others as passionate.

      In my head I began sketching out a marketing strategy or trying to. I could see the rough shape of it, key phrases that would hit on TV and social media and stick in the brain. Jotting down notes, I grew frustrated at all I didn’t know about the industries of advertising and promotion.

      Attracting investors was no different from attracting fans, and I knew for this to succeed, we would need to draw in fans from all around the country.

      Could I become a figure like PT Barnum?

      The idea thrilled me, but I couldn’t count on having the notorious carnival barkers’ skills. We would need to hire the right people to help put these plans and ideas into place. That evening as we perused the list Izumi made of the meeting’s attendees, I floated the idea of bringing on a marketing team this early past her.

      “It’s wise, but we can’t afford it. I don’t think you understand how expensive advertising is. A single commercial in a major television market can cost hundreds of thousands. Even millions on the right night or hour.”

      “If only we knew someone with a background in it who’d be willing to work for free and could think outside the box,” I mused.

      “I hesitate to bring her up, sir, but your stepmother was once a genius at guerilla marketing.”

      “Wasn’t she a model?” I asked, then thinking on it, realized I didn’t know much about her life before she’d married my dad.

      “She was in her youth and used it to great effect on the RedBull video. You remember the viral video, the one with a sexy woman lying on the beach and two guys trying to work up the courage to talk to her? Her face was in the sand the whole time, but that was your mom. And she set up the whole thing for the company.”

      “Interesting,” I said, but shook my head. “She’s dealing with a lot right now. It’s probably best to let her grieve without the added stress of the business.”

      “Sir, permission to speak freely?” The woman rarely held her tongue in the office, reserving her submissive side for after the sunset, but when it touched on personal matters, she always reverted to her position as my free-use slave.

      “Say what you want to say.”

      “You’ve been coddling the woman too much, sir,” Izumi’s delicate features were set in a frown and it was clear she’d been holding this in for a while. “A woman like Naomi needs a firm hand or else she’ll ruin herself in search of freedom from the pain of her grief.”

      “She just lost her husband, Izumi,” I said with a frown, but the diminutive woman wouldn’t be deterred.

      “All the more reason. She’s lost the firm hand that once ruled her. The thing that gave her life direction and purpose. You must fill that void, sir. Your ideas are good, and Naomi is the perfect person to pull them off on our tight budget.”

      “What if she won’t listen to me?” I asked, “You know what she’s been like lately.”

      “Then make her.” her dark eyes burned as she stepped close and rested her small hand on my belt buckle. “As you made me… Sir.”

      “I don’t think I can force her in quite the same way,” I grinned, slipping my own hand between her slender legs, fingers sliding up the gap between her thighs and her skirt bunches around her hips.

      “You can do anything, sir… anything! Mhmm!”

      I loved hearing her delicate voice rise in pitch as my rough fingers grazed her lacy panties. Her eyes flared wide when her fingers slipped down the fly of my pants and found how hard my cock was. She read the illicit desire in my eyes, and a wicked grin grew on her rosebud lips.

      “Naomi is a gorgeous woman,” she purred, slipping to her knees in my office. “With breasts nearly as big as Lucia’s… and those lips of hers… I wonder what they would look like wrapped around this beautiful cock.”

      As she spoke, she pulled down my zipper and slowly fished my stiffness out of my pants. When her cool fingers touched it, I drew in a deep breath of pleasure but wasn’t about to let her continue with this wicked line of talk. My head was already tied in knots about my stepmom, and I didn’t need her help to drive the desire deeper.

      When the cold air kissed my cock, Izumi lips parted, and her eyes rounded in awe. As many times as she’s seen its girth and length over the last week, she was still in awe of it.

      I reached down I rested a hand on the top of her head and a tremble passed through her body. Izumi’s posture changed with the gentle reminder of my dominance over her body, and I loved seeing the unabashed pleasure overcome her features.

      “You will stay silent as I use your mouth, whore,” I spoke in a calm, matter-of-fact tone that made Izumi’s nails dig into my thighs where she gripped them, and her pupils dilate. “If you’re a good girl. I’ll let your tight little pussy taste my dick before I cover that pretty face in cum.”

      Nodding slightly, careful not to let her pretty little mouth stray too far from the throbbing head of my dick, she implored me to use her with her eyes. Gripping the top of her head, flexing my fingers in her silky hair, I pulled her forward onto my dick.

      The feeling of her soft pink lips and energetic tongue were amazing, but the sight of the adorable and brilliant woman subjugating herself to such abuse was somehow hotter. Her knees parted, and I got a peak at her lacy black panties. I encouraged her to wear underwear to the office, but only if it was of the highest quality and these were no exception.

      “You may get yourself ready for my cock… nghh… I want to feel you cum on it when I fuck you,” without making a sound, other than the wetness of her lips sliding up and down my cock, Izumi drove a hand into her panties, skirt hiked up high enough to show all of her slender legs.

      My cock throbbed as I watched her panties bunch around the hand, and I grinned when I saw her only briefly touch her pussy before yanking the fingers away, hips shivering. The feel of her throat massaging my cock was incredible, but I decided to take pity on the woman and pushed her head back.

      “Bend over the desk.”

      “Mnnnn,” the whimper escaped her throat before she could stifle it and she threw a fearful glance back at me as she bent over my desk.

      “It looks like someone will spend another night on the pole,” I said with a mockingly mournful smile. “And I’ll get another evening punishing this tight little ass of yours. Now spread your pussy for me and since you’ve already broken the rule, I suppose you can speak, whore, but keep it quiet.”

      “Yes, sir. Thank, you sir…. Mhhmmmm! I will be a good… girl… oh god I’m cumming on your cock, sir, cummming!”

      Sliding into Izumi’s tightness was amazing, but when she came, it was euphoric. She tightened down on my cock, pussy walls shivering and body convulsing as the orgasm swept through her entire being.

      Ripping my dick out of her, I nearly coated her panty and skirt covered ass in my cum, but held off for a moment as Izumi slipped off the desk on rubbery legs. Her beautiful face gazed up at me worshipfully, delicate features so innocent and wanton in their red-faced, hair mussed state.

      As each line of cum landed upon it, I felt flush with power and pleasure. My toes curled, and I had to rest a hand on the desk when Izumi darted forward to suck the last of my cum from the shaft of my sensitive dick.

      “Should I put a meeting with Naomi on the books?” She asked with a wicked grin, two fingers massaging my cum into the soft skin of her neck.

      “You’re impossible, woman,” I laughed.

      She wouldn’t leave the topic alone for the rest of the day. When I returned to the mansion after another late night in the office to find Naomi passed out in the sitting room with two empty bottles of champagne, enough Chinese delivery to feed a small army and the TV blaring, I figured it was worth at least trying what Izumi suggested.
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      Turning off the TV, I cleaned up and wrapped her in a blanket. Picking her up, I carried her to her bedroom. She let out several grumbles along the way, but they were so slurred I couldn’t make them out. When I lay her on her mattress and moved to leave, a hand snaked out of the blanket wrapping her and gripped my wrist.

      Turning back, I found her dark blue eyes regarding me with an intense stare. One second she gripped my wrist, then relaxed, letting go of it and rolling onto her back. Closing her eyes and twisting on her back, I couldn’t be sure if it was sleep that had her in its throes or something else. But her legs spread, knees arched, and the blanket pulled away to reveal a plethora of soft, olive-colored skin.

      My mouth dried at the sight of her stretched out before me.

      For one second, I thought of taking her, the desire almost a driving need that overrode my better judgement. Taking a step back, I took control of myself and left her room. I thought I heard a groan of disappointment, but that was probably my imagination, as I headed to bed and a shame filled night of dreams filled with my mom and me.

      The next morning I didn’t go straight into the office, instead waiting for her to wake. I took calls in my dad’s old study, but felt strange about sitting behind his desk. I sat near the windows, and that’s where Maria found me with a cup of tea.

      “You’ve been working nonstop since your father passed, sir.” She commented as she set down the saucer on the table next to me. “It’s not good for a man to be so focused without a chance for recreation and relaxation.”

      “Thank you, Maria,” I said, glancing up from my laptop where I’d been reviewing notes for the upcoming meeting with potential investors. “And I wish there were time for relaxation, but there’s too much to do right now. Once things are in place, I’ll be sure to find time.”

      “I only want to serve you, sir,” the older woman said, hands clasped before herself as she bowed low. “As a maid it’s my duty to ensure my master’s taken care of in every way possible.” Her large dark eyes met mine, and I saw an open invitation in them. “In every way you might desire… sir.”

      I cocked an eyebrow, letting my eyes wander over her pretty but aged features, and saw her expression shift to embarrassment as she stood quickly.

      “My apologies, sir. That was much too forward of me. Forgive me, sir, it’s been too many decades since my… services were needed, and I forgot myself.”

      “No apologies necessary, Maria,” I replied smoothly, lifting the laptop from my lap and setting it aside. Pushing down in my chair, I reached for my belt, Maria’s dark eyes widening as she saw what I was doing and one hand fluttering up to her lips. “But if you wish to be of service, I could use those thick lips and pretty mouth of yours.”

      “Yes, sir!” she breathed, falling to her knees between my legs.

      “And, Maria,” I said, pausing in the act of undoing my belt, as I let her trembling fingers take over. “You can keep calling me ‘master’, I rather like the sound of it.”

      “Your wish is my command, master.”

      I’d always thought Maria was beautiful for an older woman. Her maid outfit did amazing things to her large soft breasts and wide flaring hips. But in all my teenage fantasies, I’d never dreamed of her like this. Seeing the woman not only eagerly submit to her master but taking immense pride in her work as her fingers drew me forth and her lips pressed to the shaft, I saw her as a more three dimensional being. There were hidden layers to her, and to everyone, that could remain hidden, even when living in close proximity.

      “Pitote…” she breathed, entranced, as her fingers slid up my throbbing length. Then catching herself she blushed and glanced up at me, “You are so big, master… You’re a real man.”

      The way she said the man was laced with so much cultural meaning most of it went over my head, but the look of genuine desire that swept over her face as she pressed my cock against it was plain to see. Breathing in deep, Maria’s fingers pressed it against her cheeks in a way no woman had before.

      I watched in awe as she took her time, peppering gentle kisses all around the underside until she got to the head. Then, like a woman dying of thirst and told she could suck to get water, she latched her thick lips on my cock and sucked, hard.

      “Jesus,” I moaned in pleasure, which only made Maria suck all the harder. Her eyes locked on my face as pleasure washed over it.

      She sucked on the head, tongue rolling around the underside. I could feel her hesitation as my thickness stretched her lips wide. The head alone filled her mouth, and she tensed for a moment when I slid my hand over and slipped my fingers into her thick, dark hair. The maid’s hair wasn’t as silky smooth as Izumi’s, but there was an added eroticism about forcing my big dick down the older woman’s throat. The feeling of her relaxing into my pressure, and the sight of her nipples hardening, confirmed it for me, and I knew I had another submissive slut for my personal use.

      “That feels… so fucking good,” I husked out, and Maria groaned in pleasure, her eyelids fluttering as she swallowed, tonsils milking my cock.

      When I let her pull back up, saliva dripping from her thick lips, she flashed a pleased grin.

      “Are you relaxed, master?”

      “I am,” I said, resting my head back and letting her go to work with a happy mewl of pride.

      Slipping the hand that had guided her head down, I slipped it into the top of her uniform. The stiff, lacy material pressed against my hand as I gripped her large, soft breasts. When I rolled the nipple between my fingers and pinched it hard, Maria sucked me harder, driving forward to take half my cock down her throat.

      Ten minutes later, hand working my shaft before her puffed out lips, and slobbering mouth, I flooded Maria’s throat with a massive load of cum. The maid swallowed ever drop down. Taking care to lick my cock clean and buttoned me back up before she rose and performed a perfect curtsy.

      “If that will be all, master. I will see to the washing.”

      “Thank you, Maria,” I said. “That will be all.”

      A minute after Maria departed the study, there came a light tap on the door and I called for them to enter. I was surprised to see my stepmom enter, for it was still hours before she was normally awake. Her cheeks were a faint shade of pink and I couldn’t tell if it was from the drink before, of it she’d overheard Maria and me.

      Rising, I pulled out the chair next to mine, a thing I hadn’t thought of doing for Maria, and she accepted it with a graceful nod of her head. As I took my seat and a sip of tea, I regarded Naomi. She was dressed in loose flowing pants and a matching top, stylish but tasteful, and her hair had been washed and combed.

      On top of that, she’d applied makeup to her eyes and lips. No longer a shadow of her former beauty, but looking nearly as good as she had before my father fell ill.

      “I heard you would like to speak with me.” Naomi’s voice is smooth as silk, and she has the power to charm a stone when she wants to with it, but all affectation was gone from her. “And I’ve come to present myself.”

      Her choice of wording was odd, and I found myself frowning.

      “It’s a damn better sight than I’ve had from you in a couple weeks.” Her cheeks colored further, but instead of snapping back at me like I feared, she ducked her head in acknowledgment. “Keep making an effort. I prefer this version of my mom, to the weeping, drunken mess you’ve been.”

      “As you wish… Matthew.” Her eyes met mine for a brief second and what I saw there set my heart thumping. But then she glanced down to her clasped hands again.

      “Izumi tells me you once had a marketing company.”

      She blinked in surprise at that and glanced up, nodding. “Before I met your father… I started it with a friend… why?”

      “You know I’ve taken over the business, yes?” She nodded as I rose, still frowning in curiosity as I opened the laptop and set in on a table so she could see the screen. If still felt odd to be having a conversation with my stepmom in the same room, not minutes after our household maid had given me a blowjob, but I was learning you create the reality you want to live in when you’re a man of will.

      “Well, our budget is nonexistent, but we still need to promote the idea of grand prix to an American audience and create a market for supercars that aren’t made in Europe.”

      Her frown deepened as she glanced over my notes, and I saw the gears spinning behind those dark blue eyes.

      “This is an ambitious plan… and you say there’s no budget?”

      “Popsicle sticks and glue is all we have to build an empire,” I said. “What do you say, want to help your son out?”

      “Are you asking for my help?” She said, with a raised eyebrow, “Or begging?”

      “I’ll never beg,” I said, my words harsher than I meant them to be, but they drew a smile onto Naomi’s luscious lips, the first genuine one I’d seen from her in months.

      “Good boy… Now, where to begin.”

      “I was thinking-.” I began, but she cut me off with a wave of her hand, taking my laptop as she rose and began to pace.

      “Yes, I see here, and some of its decent. Getting influencers to mention it on social media… that’s relatively cheap and probably has better reach than most analogue routes. Hmm… this is an interesting problem. Let me puzzle on it.”

      Leaving the house, I felt great about the day so far. Passing Maria on my way out, the maid offered me a deep curtsey, and I couldn’t wait till I got to sample her talented mouth again the next morning.
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      Arriving at the office late, there was a pile of work waiting for me, and I dug into it with a renewed sense of energy.  Izumi and I went to dinner with Lucia and filled her in on our plans.

      She was excited when I told her about including Naomi in our marketing meetings, and couldn’t wait to see what my mom had planned. We ate a big Italian dinner at a restaurant, then made our way back to Lucia’s house to enjoy little Izumi for dessert.

      I was exhausted and returned around midnight, leaving my happy slave in the older woman’s care for the night. I found my bed turned down and a glass of water waiting for me, and figured Maria had stayed late, but when I crawled into bed, I found a note on my pillow. My mom has sketched out a half dozen ideas, all revolving around the use of a production company. I couldn’t wrap my head around it and resolved to have her in the office the next day to detail her idea.

      Waking up to the luxurious feeling of a warm mouth wrapped around my morning wood is a delight every man should experience at least once in their life. When that mouth is the purring warmth of your maid, it’s even sweeter.

      Maria wouldn’t be rushed as I lay in bed, waking from blissful dreams. Her uniform had been removed and hung from a hanger beside my bed. She crouched beneath my blankets in only her shift, heavy breasts pressed around her face as she hoovered my cock up and down.

      “Swallow it down,” I ordered, as my balls churned and the cum bubbled out of my dick. And she was all too eager to lap down ever last drop before slipping from beneath my sheets and pulling on her uniform.

      “An electrician is coming today to see about the problem with the lights in the garage,” she said, only the rosy color of her cheeks breaking the image of the perfect maid as she pulled my sheets aside for me to rise from bed. “I’ll have the cars moved to the back lot and covered.”

      “Thank you,” I said, nodding as I moved to the bathroom. “Make sure the Datsun is pulled out for me this morning. I’ll drive it into work.”

      “Yes, master,” she breathed, dropping into a curtsey that pulled my eyes to the heavy roundness of her breasts. “Will there be anything else you require… while I’m here?”

      She obviously meant while she was bending low, and my cock was hardening once more as I stared into the shadowed valley between her tits. But I had too much to do, and Izumi waiting for me at the office so I waved her off.

      “Not this morning, Maria, but thank you. I’ll be sure to avail myself of your full menu of services in the near future.”

      “I’m at your service, master.”

      There was no artifice or sly regard when she spoke the words, and I was shocked at how easily she fell into the role of the dutiful maid with me. It wasn’t only that she’d been primed for it. I sensed my own comportment these last couple weeks had done as much to pave the way.

      Confidence is king, I reminded myself, and most people, especially certain women, hunger for a strong leader.

      I filed the information away as Izumi and I made our final preparations for the meeting in Silicon Valley. When Naomi arrived for her meeting, we’d put the final touches on the presentation I would make and were sitting at my desk eating Thai food.

      My mom swept into the dim offices, awash in bright colors. Her outfit was loose and flowing, more at home on the desert plains than in grungy Detroit, and I knew she loved the attention it commanded. When I looked up and felt my butterflies dance in my belly as our eyes met, I saw her frown when she saw how close Izumi and I were sitting.

      “We have a meeting scheduled, no?” The anger in her tone was plain, but I ignored it as I leaned back in my chair and motioned to an empty seat.

      “You’re early. We were just finishing up lunch. Have a seat and wait.”

      Her lips pressed together in a firm line when Izumi looked up at her, curious how she would respond, and for a second, I thought she was going to explode on me, but she took her seat and folded her hand around the folder she carried.

      I took a forkful of pad-Thai and tried putting her out of my mind. It was impossible as she sat there looking impossibly gorgeous, so I brought up the meeting for the tenth time.

      “Everything we’ve learned says Everett will be the main person to sway. But what about this Connor Whitaker?”

      “Not much is known about him since he took over his father’s empire,” Izumi spoke with her usual confidence as she rattled off details about the man’s known holdings and wealth. “Whitaker Industries is privately held and more secretive than the NSA. I haven’t been able to find out much, other than it seems they’ve made a move into manufacturing spaces and mineral acquisition of late.”

      “It would be nice to know who of these two were the more serious,” I mused. “I’d hate to get into business with a man who sees a toy project he’ll abandon when things get tough or he gets bored.”

      “Do you have photos of them?” My stepmom asked.

      “Here,” Izumi said, opening her computer and pulling up a photo of each.

      Mom leaned forward and clicked through the half dozen or so Izumi had gathered and nodded, sitting back in her seat with a satisfied expression.

      “The one in silks, Everett?” Izumi nodded. “He’s not a serious man, but the other one. He’s one you can trust.”

      “How do you know?” I asked, and moms satisfied smile never wavered.

      “Look at their assistants.”

      Izumi pulled up the photos of each man walking and talking with a woman at their side, taking notes. Everett had a beautiful young blonde, her skirt so short and tight it was a wonder her ass wasn’t hanging out and breast so over-inflated they looked ready to pop. Connor had a beautiful assistant as well, but the woman was a good decade older and tastefully dressed.

      “You got that much from so little?” I asked, skeptical.

      “Trust me,” she nodded. “I know men.”

      I glanced at Izumi and saw her fuming, then realized my stepmom had just made a subtle dig at my own young assistant.

      “What have you brought for us?” I asked, deflecting the women’s emotions and my own.

      I wasn’t sure what to make of Naomi. My stepmom usually got along with the women in my father’s offices, and this felt out of character. Until I recognized that she was still upset and grieving. The emotions were simply finding another route out. I needed to think on a way to direct them in another, hopefully healthier way.

      “This might seem counter-intuitive,” Naomi said, pulling two sheets from her folder and laying them out on the desk. “But the best way to get fans and sponsors, is to promote the other cars, manufacturers and drivers.”

      “That doesn’t make any sense,” Izumi grumbled, crossing her arms.

      “Which sports have the most compelling storylines and athletes? Basketball, baseball… Football’s more popular but other than a few superstars no one knows the players. Do you know why that is?”

      “Helmets?” I asked and felt a thrill of pleasure when my mom’s eyes brightened.

      “Exactly! I knew you’d see it straight off, Matt. You were always quicker than your father with this stuff. I incorporated your idea of social media, only lengthened the format.” She pointed to one of the papers where items and roles were listed. “The cheapest content is reality based. With a camera person and a producer stationed with each team we would have insight race fans could only dream of.”

      “How would you get the teams to OK that?” I asked. “I can’t see them letting a film crew into the pits on race day.”

      “That’s the trick,” my stepmom said, really into it now as she sat forward, pointing at her brainstorm of production ideas. “We don’t make it about the racing, we make it about the people. These drivers live behind a helmet, or a couple of sound bites to their fans. I know, I tried looking them up and found the same corporate drivel on each. Most have anodyne social media presences and little fan outreach beyond their sponsors. Let’s show who they are, and then people will care more about the races.”

      Izumi looked over at me with a question in her eyes and I pulled the two sheets of paper over and scanned them in detail.

      “It’s a good plan,” I said, Naomi flashing Izumi a prideful grin. “But this part about giving away the content… We aren’t doing that.”

      “But that’s necessary to get the teams and the racing federation onboard,” Naomi said stubbornly. “Without the rights to their content and final cut, they won’t agree to the level of access this will take. At least, not in the time frame you need it. We could do it without at this budge but… it would take years to get everyone to speak with the level of candor that reads as authenticity on social.”

      “That isn’t my objection,” I said, making a notation on her sheet and handing it back. “It’s with the release schedule. Social will work, or not work with a few dozen minutes of content. You’ve outlined dumping hours. I say keep the extra content and let the federation and teams sell it to a streaming service. They’re always looking for new content, right?”

      “Brilliant,” Naomi breathed as she took the paper back and scanned my notes. “If we have anything go viral, then we’re guaranteed offers from at least one, and even if nothing goes viral, we can direct the producers accordingly.” She glanced up at me hopefully. “You like the idea then?”

      “I love it,” I said. “We’ll have to get you entered into the system… it might be strange having my mom as an employee. That is if you’re ok working under me?”

      “I think I’ll manage.” she grinned.

      “Then you should begin immediately. You and Izumi will be working closely on the budget and schedule, to make sure it falls in line with everything else we’re planning.”

      “Ok,” she said, her eyes cutting over to Izumi as she shifted uneasily in her seat.

      It was clear she assumed she’d be in a more senior role, but I had to keep a firm grip on my emotions as I mixed business and family. Things were already convoluted enough in my head and heart. I couldn’t afford to make a misstep, and my stepmom was still in a delicate place. The current responsibility and task seemed to have given her purpose, but I hesitated to weigh her down with too much, too soon.
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      Mom’s newfound even-keel didn’t last long. An hour later my concentration was broken as her voice rose shrill and piercing. Her yells, as she raged at Izumi about something having to do with camera equipment. And the younger woman’s cheapness, put a smile on my face and it almost felt like things were back to normal.

      A second later her voice died down, the flash of anger burned off and her attention on something else. Wishing Izumi luck with the work, I went back to the laborious task of double-checking engineering drawings.

      That afternoon I got a heads up that the Big Three were making their announcement that evening. Selina, one of the twins, called the office and asked if I could meet her and her sister for lunch. I was busy, but the twins were powerful information sources for the goings on in Detroit, and I couldn’t afford to ignore them.

      Izumi and my stepmom were deep in the midst of their planning, and I left them to it and climbed into my Datsun. American Made is what we’re known for, but the reason I love these people more than any in the world, is they appreciate a well-built machine no matter where it comes from.

      Wherever I went, I’d get looks in the ‘Z’. With the Flowmasters and all the work I’ve done to her over the years, she sounds like a purring puma when idling and a roaring lion when I hit the gas. I turned heads as I pulled into the restaurant’s parking lot, mostly annoyed frowns at the noise but a few appreciative glances as well.

      Alfonso’s is one of the most upscale restaurants in the city, and I sensed an added energy to the conversation as the hostess lead me to our table. No one took notice of me as I wound my way through the packed house, and it irked.

      I was getting a taste of power, and I found it to my liking. More than that, I wanted to be acknowledged for what we were building.

      Patience, I warned myself, you must build something before you can expect any recognition.

      The twins were already seated, pressed close together on the bench seat against a wall. They looked uncomfortable, with stiff backs and plastic smiles stretching across their faces, as an overweight man with a bristling white mustache held forth. When they spotted the hostess leading me over, their expression brightened noticeably. The man turned to regard me, and his jovial mood faltered when I strode up and he was forced to crane his neck to meet my eyes.

      “Have a good evening, Mr. Gelson. It appears our date has arrived,” the twin on the left said. I thought she was Selina, but the pair were identical, and I’d only met them once, making it hard to tell them apart.

      “Evening, young man,” the portly Mr. Gelson said, sticking his hand out to me. “You’re a lucky fellow to be sharing a meal with these two lovely creatures. I’m Harol Gelson.”

      I recognized the name, of course. Everyone in Detroit knew the man who ran the business arm of the biggest truck manufacturer in the world. Harol Gelson had worked his way up through the company over decades, and was emblematic of the calcified, archaic way of thinking that was ruining American manufacturing.

      Taking his hand, I let him feel the grip I’d built up over a decade on the carting circuit and saw the skin tightening around the corners of his eyes when his pudgy hand crumpled beneath mine. Something about his beady black eyes and the proprietary air he exuded over the twins rubbed me the wrong way.

      “Nice to meet you, Harol. I’m Matthew Dalton,” I saw recognition dawn in his eyes and felt a small measure of satisfaction when his gaze sharpened.

      “You’ve been making waves lately, boy, eh? Talk in the halls is all about your little outfit, and the calls you’re making to our suppliers… What are you working on over there, eh?”

      “Only making sure we can survive the coming storm,” I said with a shrug, giving away nothing.

      “Hmm,” he glanced at the twins, and his expression soured further as he stepped away. “If I was a betting man, I’d say you’re making a big move.”

      “A small outfit like ours?” I said, letting a sly smile form on my lips. “We can barely afford to keep the lights on.”

      “True,” he said with a laugh, but as he dipped his head and slipped back through the restaurant, his eyes narrowed in suspicion.

      “If you are making a move that was a stupid one,” Selina on the left said with a shake of her head. “Harol is bitter about the merger and petty enough to cause trouble for you.”

      “Maybe twenty years ago,” I said, taking my seat. “But Harol Gelson is a symbol of what’s wrong with the industry today. When he learns what I’m up to,” both twins raised their eyebrows as one, their lips quirking in eager grins. “And you’ll both make sure he does. He’s positioned high enough they’ll listen to him, but by opposing what I do, he’ll cast Dalton as the young, disruptive upstart.”

      “This is your shot across their bow?” The twin on the right asked. “What is it you’re planning? We’re dying to know.”

      “First, tell me what you know about the merger, and I’ll tell you everything.”

      I didn’t plan on telling the twins everything, obviously. My dad had spoken highly of them. Of their knowledge and connections in the industry. But I’d only met the pair recently, at the funeral, and couldn’t trust them completely.

      They were both adorable, with small, upturned noses and rosebud shaped lips. Their bright blonde hair was cut into matching bobs, with bangs that swooped across their faces. They weren’t as elegant and exotically beautiful as my stepmom or Izumi, but they would have been the cutest girls in their school.

      Adding the fact that they were twins and used the fact and its power over men to their advantage, they were a significant pair throughout the industry. I’d done my research on them before arriving at the restaurant and found ample hints to suggest they’d been behind most of the major moves over the last decade.

      Selina did most of the talking, describing the big picture negotiations that had taken place of the last two weeks, and those in the room. Leigh interjected with technical details and seemed to have a handle on the numbers.

      I peppered them with questions, probing for more info, but mostly I wanted to know if they were holding anything back or trying to guide me towards a conclusion. Neither did, though Leigh noticed what I was doing and gave me a kick under the table.

      “Don’t fuck with us Matt, we don’t come to you with hat in hand, giving you all of this info without an expectation of trust,” she said, and her sister catching on to my strategy frowned.

      “We’ve told you everything we know, details you won’t find in any article or newsletter. What’s the deal with you securing a tire contract? What does Dalton Industries, need with a year’s worth of slicks?”

      “That name won’t last much longer,” I said, making sure no one was close enough to overhear. “It will be Dalton Racing for a year, and then I’ll spin off the main arm once I’ve secured all the contracts and solve the last couple problems.”

      They stared at one another and I saw twin smiles of excitement flash across their faces. Then Selina glanced at me and frowned.

      “Wait, are you thinking of stock cars?”

      “No,” I grinned sitting back in my chair, “We’re going across the pond to spank Frezzazzi with their own power units.”

      Their smiles grew when I said we were going across the pond, then their eyes widened as one and they looked at each other again.

      “Frezzazzi?” Selina asked.

      “Then he’s going all in with Grand Prix,” Leigh answered.

      “And thinks he can get Frezzazzi to hand over power units to an upstart American.”

      “He’s stupid.”

      “Does he think he’s the next Shelby?”

      “Insane.”

      “But if it works…”

      “A new standard in American muscle.”

      “A market of hungry customers, tired of imports…”

      “Brilliant.”

      They spoke rapid fire, finishing each other’s sentences, their thoughts in sync as they skipped ahead. Turning as one, I felt the full brunt of their combined charms as they smiled sweetly, arms doing something so their firm little breasts mushed together, looking twice as big. Leaning forward, I was suddenly drowning in their light green eyes.

      “What’s it going to take to get in early on this,” Selina purred, a slender foot sliding up my calf, nearly making me jump.

      “Cuz sink or swim,” Leigh purred in the same tone, another foot sliding up my other leg, “This is going to be the craziest thing to happen since DeLorean.”

      “And we’re the biggest Grand Prix fans in the world.”

      “Are you?” I asked, fighting the effect of the twins’ combined charms as best I could. “What do you know about manufacturing facilities and engineering teams?”

      “If we don’t know it-.”

      “It isn’t worth knowing.” Selina winked, their feet leaving my legs as one as they sat back and let the server clear the appetizer and set down their dishes.

      “I have a facility,” I said, once the server had left earshot. “But I need it spun up into a working manufacturer. I need engineers and a skilled pit crew, and above all a team-lead that knows their shit. Because we only get one chance at this, and if we fail, it will be decades before we get another one.”

      The twins looked at one another again and it seemed to me they were communicating with one another every time they did that. This time they stared for several seconds before nodding firmly and looking back at me.

      “We can recommend a few team-leads, but as for the build facility and engineering team, we’d like to take point on those.” Selina said.

      “That’s a tremendous amount of responsibility to place in two women I barely know,” I said, wary of agreeing to anything when their charms were making my thoughts so fuzzy.

      “Then get to know us better,” Selina grinned.

      “We promise not to bite,” Leigh said with a wink. “Much.”

      “Why should I trust you two?” I asked, keeping the amusement from my face and using the stern voice that made Izumi said made her squirm.

      “Because I have a masters in electrical engineering, and an MBA, and my sister has a doctorate in Mechanical design,” Selina said without hesitation.

      “We’ve followed the sport since we were girls and Schumaker gave our dad a signed jersey. Ever since then-.”

      “It’s been our dream to be involved in any way we can. Our company’s motto is-.”

      “Push the pack.” Selina finished for her sister. “All the deals we make, are to try and get Detroit to care about racing again. But all we’ve met are people who want to kill the GTO.”

      “Your dad was different… but nowhere near as…”

      “Ambitious.”

      “You would have to come work for me,” I said, not ready to give in but compelled by their enthusiasm. “Investors won’t like if those tasks are contracted out, even if it’s the same company.”

      “We can do that,” they said in unison, and I felt a shiver run down my spine when their grins returned, twin suns beaming bright grins at me and thrusting firm breasts forward.

      “And I’ll need Izumi to kick the tires on your resumes.”

      “She can look through our books too if that helps,” Leigh said, then blushed when Selina looked over at her.

      “You’re serious,” I said, knowing how much trust it would take to open my own books to someone who could become competition.

      “We are,” Selina said with a firm nod. “Whatever it takes.”

      “Alright then,” I said, holding out my hand. “It’s a deal.”
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      The twins could barely contain their excitement as they shook my hand. Selina pumped it with so much enthusiasm the table shook, glasses and silverware rattling. While Leigh’s grip was delicate and lady-like.

      “This calls for a celebration,” Selina said, calling over the server.

      “I’m afraid I can’t join,” I said, my heart sinking as I was confronted by my youth and its limitations once more.

      “Nonsense,” Leigh grinned, “Sel’s got you covered.”

      Cocking an eyebrow at the bubbly blonde, she threw me a wink as the server approached.

      “Is Tommy’s Speakeasy still running downstairs?” Selina asked the server, as the young woman bent down to listen. Slipping a folded bill into the woman’s pocket as she asked, the girl gave a small grin.

      “I’m not sure what you’re talking about, ma’am,” the server winked and continued. “But the green door’s unlocked, and the dice are rolling.”

      “Perfect, thank you, love.” Selina grinned and stood, pulling me to my feet behind her. “You’ll see that our bill is transferred?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” the server said before slipping away into the crowd.

      I wanted to ask a dozen questions, but played it cool as Selina wound her way through the bar. She wore a white dress that hung to the floor, slitted up the sides and revealing her back. Her sister wore the same dress but in black and I couldn’t say who looked better.

      Selina took us into the short hall where the restroom was and out an emergency exit. For a second, I feared the fire alarm would blare, but then remembered most of these old buildings had never been to code.

      The alleyway outside smelled of refuse and trash, and I made sure not to look when I stepped into something squishy. Leigh grabbed my coat from behind and pressed herself to my back, whispering that she didn’t want to lose us in the dark. The feel of her slender, firm body against me was almost enough distraction for me to lose her sister as Selina darted around the corner.

      The alleyway snaked back and forth between two buildings before wrapping back around. Finally, Selina slowed, and smiled back at us, reflecting the moon’s light on her white teeth, as she stopped before a green door.

      “Are you ready to enter a new world, Matt?”

      “What kind of world?”

      Her grin widened and her eyebrows waggled as she slipped her arm in mine, her sister moving up to my other side.

      “A world that believes laws are guidelines and best ignored. A world where a man can take anything he wants… But he better be able to keep it.”

      “Is this some a test of some kind?” I asked and felt both women tense ever so slightly, and my suspicions were confirmed.

      “Life is a test,” Leigh said, “But sure… if you want to think of it that way. It’s more Pass/Fail though.”

      “And if I pass… you’ll work with me?”

      “We’ve already agreed to that,” Selina purred. “Just think of this as a good time, where Leigh and I get to see what you’re made of.”

      “Women are strange,” I murmured to myself and chuckled when the twins fisted me in either side at the same time.

      Knocking, I wasn’t surprised when a narrow slot of darkness appeared at eye level in the green door. I was surprised when the twin barrels of a shotgun shoved through the opening straight into my face. Selina and Leigh both gripped my arm in involuntary surprise and fear, and I wanted to piss myself as I stared into twin black circles of death, but froze instead.

      “Piss off fuck-stick. You ain’t connected, so get the fuck gone.”

      The voice was rough and deeper than any voice should be. It also sounded like it was coming from a foot above my head. But the most terrifying thing about it was the boredom, as if the man who owned that voice would just as easily blow my head off as smash an ant.

      Selina stirred to speak, but I felt her hesitate. My own fear was paralyzing, but I’d learned with Izumi and Lucia that a bold man can get away with much, and if you’re both bold and brave, the world can be yours.

      Drawing in a slow, calming breath I felt a smile form on my lips, from where I couldn’t say, “I could steal a bottle and take it back to my hotel room, but I wanted to show my dates here a good time. You gonna let me and the twins come in, or should I head down to the bodega?”

      “Huh, you got stones kid,” the man said, the boredom shifting into mild amusement as he pulled back the shotgun and I heard a click and rattle come from the other side of the door. “You’d have been safer walkin away, but you wanna spend your money here, be my guest.”

      When he pulled the green door open, I felt a shiver run down my spine as I took in the enormous man. Easily seven feet tall and wider across than any human I’d ever seen, he was covered in layer upon layer of muscle. The only thing more terrifying than the doorman’s size was his brutal face. It looked like he’d gotten in a weekly fight with a boulder and rarely won.

      Selina and Leigh gripped my arm tighter as we passed beneath the man’s cold stare, and I felt a shiver pass through them. I knew they were afraid. I could practically smell it rolling off them, and wondered why they wanted to bring me into this dim, dingy, mold-smelling speak-easy, then I caught the excitement in each’s eyes, reflected in the bright glow of a neon-sign.

      The twins were getting turned on by their fear.

      I should have been disturbed, but I found it oddly arousing. My blood began pumping as we walked down a short set of stairs, Selina leading the way. The smell of cigarette and other smokes mingles together, stinging my nostrils, and the sound of clinking glasses and many conversations grew louder until we stepped into the bar proper.
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      The room was long and narrow. The bar stood against one wall with two young women behind it in revealing clothing serving drinks to a couple of men sitting on the bar’s stools. The rest of the ‘customers’ sat on leather couches or chairs around the room.

      All types filled the bar, from Italian gangsters in their silk suits, sipping wine, to gold chained thugs smoking blunts. The sweet and skunky aroma of their cannabis mingled with that of cigars and cigarettes. It was odd to see people smoking indoors again, but thankfully the ventilation was good.

      Several heads turned to regard us as we entered, and I caught the men taking in the twins on either arm with avarice until their gazes shifted to me. Their speculative frowns only fueled me as I strode forward with an arm around Selina and Leigh’s waists.

      Fake it until you make it, I thought to myself.

      Knowing that if I couldn’t in this place, death was a realistic outcome for me, and I didn’t want to consider what might happen to the twins. I should have been furious with them for dragging me into a situation like this, but I felt more alive than I had in weeks.

      We passed several conversations in full swing, but one in particular caught my attention, though I tried not to eavesdrop. Three men were discussing a deal involving hundreds of pounds of drugs, and their raised voices were drawing attention from all around.

      When one man stood up angrily and looked like he was going to punch another man, a shadowy figure stepped away from the wall and I became aware of massive security guards positioned around the narrow hall. The guard wasn’t as big as the doorman, but held a shotgun easily in one hand. All it took was that subtle reminder, and the shouting fellow dropped back in his chair, moderating his tone as he continued to argue.

      “Would they have shot him?” I asked Selina, but the blonde twin shrugged.

      “I don’t know, we’ve never been let in before.”

      “You haven’t?!” I hissed, only to have the twin’s giggle.

      “No one’s ever brave enough to bring us in,” Leigh said, her bright blue eyes darting all around as she took everything in.

      “And we aren’t stupid enough to come in alone.” Selina finished for her sister as we approached the bar.

      “Aren’t you a delicious pair of treats,” the tattooed bartender said to the twins. She didn’t pay me much attention as she leaned forward, thrusting her large fake tits out. “What can I get you to drink, darling?”

      “I’ll have a vodka cran, and another for my sister,” Selina beamed, preening under the woman’s obvious regard.

      “And for you?” She asked me, never taking her eyes off Selina as the tiny blonde pulled a stool up right next to me.

      “I’ll take a jack and coke,” I said, not sure what to order at my first bar.

      When the bartender started pulling down glasses and making the drink, I frowned down at Selina.

      “Why wouldn’t you and your sister be safe here alone?”

      “I don’t know if you’ve noticed,” she said with a wink, “but my sister and I are identical twins and there are men, women too. Who’re willing to do terrible things for the prize we could claim at auction.”

      “Auction?”

      “There’s a darker side to the sex industry,” Leigh said with a sour frown. “Debt slaves, young girls, college coeds stolen from their dorm rooms… We want to be where the action is, where all the dangerous shit we read about and watched in movies as girls is. We don’t want to end up chained up in some freak’s basement.”

      “Noted,” I said, earning myself an elbow to the ribs from Leigh, but her sour face melted into a grin when I smiled.

      “She said in a freak’s basement,” Selina said, reaching up and running her fingers down the lapel of my jacket. “Not a beautiful, confident, young man.”

      “Then, I don’t have to return the chains?” I asked.

      “If I know Izumi you better not,” Selina / Leigh throwing her head back and barking a loud laugh.

      “What do you know about Izumi?” I asked, accepting my drink when the bartender set it down. Plucking free the cocktail straws, I took a small sip. The whiskey was strong, but its edge was smoothed out by the sweet soda, and I found I liked it a lot. Mild warning bells went off, and I knew I’d better take it slow, because it was going down easily.

      “Who do you think introduced her to your father?” Leigh asked. “We’ve known her since college.”

      Someone stepped up behind me, and a hand fell onto Selina’s shoulder.

      “Looks like you two should be in college still, beautiful. Beautiful!”

      The speaker was a slick-looking man in a silk suit. His hair was oiled back, and he wore a slender mustache that looked like a worm wriggling on his lips as he grinned at the twins. His hand slid down Selina’s shoulder and he gripped her arm, pinching the flesh like a rancher checking a side of beef, his eyes traveling the length of them.

      The twins pressed themselves against my sides and I could feel the revulsion sweep through them as the man ogled them. Under the thin layer of fear was throbbing excitement, evident by their swollen pupils and hard little nipples.

      “Can I help you?” I asked, drawing the man’s black eyes to mine. His oily smile slipped when he took in my height and shoulders, then came back with a vengeance when he saw my youth.

      “Boy, I think its I who can help you,” smiling conspiratorially, he stepped forward and spoke quietly. “I’ll give you two million for the pair. Cash in hand when you leave here. No questions asked. You game?”

      “I’m not interested.” shaking my head I realized my error instantly. Instead of getting angry, or cajoling, the man’s eyes went cold and flat and I saw murder enter his demeanor. It felt like cold water ran down my spine as his lips quirked into a half grin and he nodded his head at me.

      “A man’s mind is made up, that’s how it is… Ladies.” his gaze lingered on the twins as he licked his lips. “I’ll see you all outside.”

      With a final wink, he turned and sauntered towards the exit. Flicking his wrist at a couch, four lumbering men rose and followed him out, each of them casting dangerous glares back at me and the twins.

      “Jesus, Matt,” Leigh breathed, her breathing rapid and nails digging into my arm. “What are we going to do?”

      I didn’t fail to notice the glance the twins shared, full of fear and excitement all wrapped in one.

      These women are insane, I thought to myself, and they want to see me dead!

      Mind spinning, I tried to ignore the anger bubbling up in me. In the twins who’d gotten me into this situation, at the man for his evil ways, but mostly at myself for failing to read the situation. Refusing to dwell on the fallout, I looked around the bar but only few people had been paying attention to our little drama.

      Most glanced away, but an older gentleman sitting in a leather-backed chair smiled affably at us and raised his glass. I raised mine in return, and he waved us over. I glanced at the twins who shrugged, and we made our way over, taking our drinks with us.

      “Just when I think I know everyone in here, a new face presents itself,” the old man said, lifting his drink in salute to me. “I’m Hiram Herzog, and you are?”

      “Matthew Dalton,” I said, and motioned to the twins, “This is Selina and Leigh.”

      “Pleasure.” he nodded to them, then turned a curious frown on me. “You wouldn’t be related to that, Dalton, would you? The one who passed recently?”

      “He was my father.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss,” he said with a sad frown. “I didn’t know him well, but he died too soon… They all do.”

      “Thank you.” after that we sat in silence for a long moment, each thinking our own thoughts. “What line of work are you in, sir?”

      “Hiram, please. I used to be an accountant, but I’m retired now.”

      “Congratulations,” Selina said. “Are you enjoying it?”

      “No,” Hiram said with a sour frown. “That’s why I come here. I’m bored out of my mind at home and if I have to listen to my wife’s nattering about the garden one more time…” Selina and Leigh laughed at that, as he turned his razor-sharp gaze on me. “And what about yourself? How does a young man who makes dangerous enemies spend his time?”

      “Matt’s going to remake the American car industry,” Leigh said with more confidence than I felt.

      “Now there’s an ambition.” the old man seemed to come alive at the prospect of such an endeavor. “Manufacturing spaces, or through imports?”

      “Manufacturing,” I said.

      “How will your sales model deal with the dealership monopoly?”

      “I’m… not sure,” I said, having only given the problem a passing thought but knowing it might become an issue.

      Shifting in my seat, Hiram peppered me with a dozen questions, each more insightful and pointed than the last. In five minutes, he’d picked apart my entire business plan and strategy.

      “An ambitious plan.” the man nodded, now sitting forward in his seat, drink rattling in his hand as he gesticulated. “And nearly impossible to pull off before today. You saw the announcement this evening, I presume?”

      “We didn’t watch it,” Selina said. “But we’ve been aware it was going to happen for months.”

      “You didn’t miss much,” Hiram said. “But the markets are going to be in a dip tomorrow and there are a lot of nervous heads laying down in Detroit tonight.”

      “They won’t be nervous for long,” I said. “If things work out, we’ll be able to hire for the production floor in a few months.” He raised an inquisitive eyebrow at that. But I demurred. “Some things still need the details ironed out before I tell anyone about it.”

      “The property fronting the freeway?” The old man asked, waggling a single white eyebrow at me when my jaw dropped in shock.

      “How did you…?”

      “I hear things,” he said with a humble shrug, and signaled the bartender to close him out. “A piece of advice: real estate agents are notorious gossips, have an assistant scout properties for you.”

      He went to rise but his arm shook and nearly dropped back onto his ass, but I rose smoothly and guided him up. Making it look like I was shaking his hand again when I saw the man’s face tighten.

      “It was a pleasure meeting you, sir.” I said, as he stood.

      “And you, young man,” his pale blue eyes sharp as daggers as he peered up at me. “Would you walk an old man to his car? It can be dangerous in that alley.”

      “Matt, no!” Selina hissed, shaking her head hard. When I shot the twins a hard silencing look, Leigh’s teeth clicked shut when she closed her mouth.

      “Is there a problem?” Hiram asked.

      “No, sir,” I said, my heart racing and cold sweat popping out on my skin. Then I glanced down at the twins and frowned. I didn’t want to leave them alone, but I couldn’t take them outside until I’d dealt with the man and his henchmen. That I might not return to them, or even survive, was all to present in my mind, but I couldn’t see a way around it.

      “Francis will see that your dates are safe, if that’s your worry?” Hiram asked, waving a hand at one of the shadowy guards. Without hesitation the man stepped forward, massive arms crossing his chest as he stood near the couch the twins sat on. “Thank you Francis, he should only be a minute. Shall we?”
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      Picking up a cane that rested against his leather back chair, Hiram motioned towards the stairs leading back up to the alley and I started up. With every step, it felt like I was approaching my death, and I wasn’t ready to die. I wouldn’t back down from a fight either, or drag the twins into one, or let this sweet old man wander into a trap set for me.

      Pausing at the top of the stairs, I glanced up at the mountain of a man standing in the shadowed alcove. A tap on my shoulder drew my head around, and Hiram offered me his cane with a helpful grin. I took it, nodding in thanks and breathed out a long and slow, trying to calm my nerves before stepping out into the alley.

      I expected a blow to fall on me any second, or the henchman to come lurching out of the shadows, but nothing happened. The moon had moved high overhead, illuminating the trash strewn alley, revealing no hidden enemies lying in wait.

      “I really wish they’d clean this place up,” Hiram grumbled as he stepped up beside me. “I understand the need for set dressing, but does it have to smell so foul?”

      “Attracts the rats,” I said, eyes scanning for threat in every shadow.

      Hiram laughed hard at that and rested his hand on my forearm as I led him down the alley. Lights flashed in the street ahead, and I braced myself, but it was a sleek black sedan that pulled to a stop at the mouth of the alley.

      “Thank you, young man.” Hiram said, when I handed him his cane and his drive came around to open the door. “It certainly was a pleasant surprise running into you this evening. I wish you luck in your endeavors and if you ever need anything, don’t hesitate to ask.”

      “I wouldn’t bother a happily retired man,” I said, a smile working its way onto my lips despite the anxiety swirling in my guts. I was certain they were readying to jump me the moment Hiram drove off, and I kept glanced up and down the street warily.

      “Please, it wouldn’t be a bother at all. I’ve rather enjoyed my taste of the old business that you managed to give me tonight.” He pointed up the street to an unmarked, windowless white van. His driver waved and the back doors of the van were thrown open but someone inside.

      Five men lay atop one another, wiggling and twisting as they struggled to extricate themselves. It was impossible, though, as their ankles, hands, and feet were hog-tied together behind their backs. Slick hair’s clothing was obvious, and I recognized the four henchmen immediately.

      “Darrel will drop them off north of Dearborn with a few bruises and a warning about what they should say to pretty girls in the club.”

      “Thank you,” I said, knowing the words paled compared to the gratitude I felt.

      “No need,” Hiram winked, “It was fun.”

      He slipped into the back seat of his sedan, and the driver closed his door. Tipping his cap to me, the fellow drove off in the opposite direction of the white van. Glancing down, I realized I still had the man’s cane held in my fist like a fighting stick and I turned to head back into the speakeasy.

      The doorman let me in without issue, offering a nod in greeting that I guessed many didn’t receive. The twins were huddled tightly together when I stepped into the bar and leaped to their feet and hurried over to me. There was genuine fear tightening the skin around their eyes, and it looked like Leigh had been chewing on her nails.

      “We were so worried about you!”

      “Did you see him? Are they gone?”

      The twins spoke over one another, their hands plucking at my shirt and arms, while their eyes scanned me from head to toe, looking for injuries. I’d been deep in thought about what had happened and realized a frown still marred my features. When I smiled in reassurance and told them what had happened, they threw their arms around me, and I held the pair close.

      I could feel the eyes of more and more men glancing over in envy as my fingers played over the twin’s slender backs and they pressed their faces into my chest.

      “Are you two done with your little adventure?” I asked, and the pair nodded quickly.

      “Let’s go home,” Selina husked, her slender arm cinching around my lower back as she began steering me towards the door.

      “We have a pint of Haagen-Daz and a bottle of wine waiting if you want to come up,” Leigh said, her long lashes fluttering up at me.

      “I could be persuaded,” I said, finding the prospect more than intriguing. “Does that mean I passed your test?”

      “There are still a couple things we’d like to… sample, before we’re fully committed to the cause.” Selina said as we passed the massive door guard who tipped his cap to me.

      “I thought you both wanted to work for me?”

      “The question isn’t about working for you,” Selina said with a chuckle.

      “It’s about how much work we’re willing to do.”

      I raised an eyebrow at the woman but sensed they would continue to be cagey no matter how hard I pressed. Flagging down a taxi, they told him the address to their condo tower, and we were off. As we drove, the ladies pestered me for more details about my plans, and I opened up about nearly everything.

      Holding back only the most vital details, I found their bright, inquisitive minds knew far more about the industry than I’d have guessed. They spoke with facility about all aspects of the design, testing and rollout of a formula one race car. By the time we were rising in their glass encased elevator, the three of us were in the middle of a hot debate over the importance of older and younger drivers.

      “If you don’t have an older driver to help the younger, there’s too much competition on a team,” I argued.

      “You need that competition,” Selina said.

      “Without it you’ll never know the limits of your cars.” Leigh finished. “If you’re racing for top 5, then sure. But if you want podiums, you need drivers who want to bury one another racing in the same car.”

      “Sounds expensive.” I grumbled, “But your arguments have merit.”

      “It will be expensive,” Leigh shrugged, “But without a few wrecks you never know where the limits are.”
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      Their condo was a large space, furnished with postmodern couches and chairs that looked attractive but not comfortable. They entered the open kitchen, Leigh grabbing the ice cream container and three spoons and Selina, a bottle and glasses. While I wandered around the living room, scanning the photos resting on shelves.

      They showed the twins at a younger age, most when they were in their teens and college years. They stood in nearly all wearing jerseys and uniforms of all types, from field hockey and basketball to the helmets of junior carting. There was also a tall, balding man in each with a big, proud smile stretching across his face.

      “Your father?” I asked, pointing to a photo when Selina handed me a glass of wine.

      “Yes,” she said with a sad smile. “He passed last year.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, and she gave me a pained smile I knew exactly what she was feeling and changed the subject, steering her away from the pain if she didn’t want to confront it head on. “Looks like you two were quite the athletes.”

      “What do you mean ‘were’?” Leigh asked, joining us near the shelves. She glanced at the photos, and her sad smile matched that of Selina. “Dad was our biggest fan… it was hard when he passed.”

      “Is this Schumacher?” I asked, pointing to another photo with the twins on either side of an older gentleman holding a golden cup aloft.

      “Good eye,” Selina said, moving up to my side as she peered at the photo. “That was our freshman year of college. We were so in love with him… Poor man was too scared to take up the offer we gave him.”

      I raised an eyebrow at the blonde and her grin grew lascivious.

      “You two…?” I asked, my heart thudding in my chest as I contemplated what I’d been trying to ignore all evening.

      “Sel and I always fall for the same man,” Leigh peered fondly at the photo and ran gentle fingers down her neck, pulling at the neckline of her top. “At first it caused a lot of problems.”

      “And now?” I asked, feeling the mood in the condo shift.

      “We’ve learned to share,” Selina said, heading to the kitchen to pour herself another glass of wine as I moved over to the couch.

      “A lot of good it does,” Leigh said, falling onto the couch. “We’ve yet to find a man bold enough to take, what they all so obviously want.”

      “Is that what you want?” I asked, her eyes rose up my body as I stood before her, but froze when they saw the lump pressed against my slacks. When they’d pressed themselves against my sides, my head had filled with wicked imaginations and my cock still hadn’t relaxed. “Boldness?”

      “Mhmm,” Leigh said distractedly.

      “It’s what every woman wants, sugar,” Selina said, stepping up to my side and holding up her glass. “A toast, to new adventures.”

      “To getting a podium,” I said, raising my glass and turning to the more outgoing twin.

      “I’ll second that, she said, taking a large sip of wine. Leigh, cat got your tongue?” Selina frowned down at her sister who was still staring at the lump in my pants. The woman’s skin was covered in a faint sheen of sweat, and her chest rose and fell rapidly.

      “Not a cat,” I said, turning to Selina and loving the woman’s expression when she followed her sister’s gaze. “What do you ladies say we get this evening started?”

      Selina frowned up at me, spots of red blooming in her cheeks. When I slipped a hand around to her lower back and pulled her against my side, she let out a shocked little ‘Ooh!’ then I felt her nails dig into my stomach and back as she gripped me tight. The woman’s pale blue eyes widened and softened as I tilted my head down, and I heard a gasp of desire escape her lips before their softness pressed against me.

      As her soft, pink lips parted and a delicate little tongue slid along mine, I thanked god for having acted. A large part of me had been terrified and wanted to escape the condo. Being confronted with one of your heart’s desires can be a daunting prospect.

      Most men freeze when given the chance to act, but I refuse to be most men.

      Selina was nearly as tiny as Izumi in my arms, but unlike my submissive assistant, she wasn’t waiting for me to act. Small fingers plucked at my belt and the buttons of my shirt, and the woman let out a growl of desire as I broke our kiss.

      Turning, I caught Leigh’s passion-filled eyes and reached down my free hand. The twin took it and let me haul her up against my side. The quieter twin’s kiss was even more passionate than her sister. And strong fingers slipped into my hair, pulling me down as her tongue darted into my mouth. Hungry kisses stole my breath away and I let my hands slip down and grip two firm little asses.

      “Jesus Christ,” Selina breathed, her hand having slipped down my slacks and her cool fingers slid down the length of my stiffness, delicately tracing it down to the fat head that pressed against my slacks. “Mhmm it’s girthy too, Leigh.”

      “We’ve always wanted to try a girthy cock,” the twin laughed, breaking off our kiss as she gazed down. The root of my dick was visible as her sister began hauling down my pants, and she tried slipping down to join her kneeling twin, but my firm grip on her ass halted her.

      Releasing Selina, I felt a cool draft on my ass as she pulled my slacks and boxers down. The twin let out another gasp of surprise when my cock sprang into sight, but her sister was moaning as my lips trailed fiery kisses down her neck.

      I couldn’t take my hands off Leigh’s incredible little body. Sliding my hands up her slender legs, I pulled the tight dress up over her ass. The twin wore a black thong that revealed the tiny half-moons of her pert little ass. Her fingers slipped into my hair, nails digging into my scalp as she let out a hiss of pleasure, my lips finding the tops of her firm little breasts.

      Dragging down the top of her dress, I revealed first one puffy pink nipple, then the other. Capped in tiny, inverted nipples, Leigh let out delicate whimpers as my lips teased them to firm little points. Then it was my turn to gasp as cool fingers slid up the length of my cock and hot lips wrapped around the tip.

      Pulling away from Leigh’s heaving chest, I glanced down to take in the sight of Selina kneeling before me, lavishing attention on my throbbing cock. The wine glass sat forgotten on a side table as the cute blonde squatted before me. Her skirt was hiked up around her ass as she spread her legs, letting me see that she and her sister were wearing matching panties.

      “Don’t get nervous and shy on us,” Leigh breathed in my ear, her lips and breath on the sensitive skin. “Like every other boy we’ve tried this with, ok?”

      In answer, I turned and kissed her fiercely while resting my heavy hand on her sister’s head. Selina moaned against my cock as I pulled her forward gently and was happy. I didn’t force her like I had learned to with Izumi. Selina gagged with less than half my dick in her mouth and pulled back, back heaving.

      The little blonde wasn’t deterred though, and dove forward again. As I forced her sister’s head to the side, her cheek pressed against mine. Leigh breathed in a hiss, and hunger washed over her face as she watched her sister sucking my cock like a madwoman. Selina’s eyes flashed open and met mine, then her sisters and I saw her delicate lips curling at the corners.

      Releasing the head with an audible ‘pop’ Selina ran her dainty fingers down its length. Leaning forward, she rested it against her cheek, letting the heavy length lay across her entire face as she pressed her lips to my balls.

      “That’s so fucking hot,” Leigh breathed, and after stealing a final kiss from her, I guided the shivering twin down beside her sister.

      Leigh immediately pressed her smooth cheek against her twin’s and took my other ball into her hot mouth. I hissed in pleasure and both women grinned, eyes sparkling in delight to one another before they looked up to take in my expression.

      For one moment I allowed myself to marvel at the situation I found myself in, then I took charge of the moment. My relationships with women might not be as extensive as some, but I’ve learned one simple truth again and again.

      Women want a man to take charge with confidence and, in rare cases, dominance.

      The twins didn’t want to be dominated; I could read that in them easily. What they’d never had, but always wanted, was a man who wouldn’t be overawed by the prospect of both at once and could lead them on a journey of discovery instead of someone checking off a bucket list item.
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      It wasn’t an easy thing to give each sister the same amount of attention and focus, but I was careful to do so. They didn’t appear to be jealous in the slightest of one another, but I didn’t want to walk into a trap if I could avoid one.

      Resting my hands on their dress covered backs, I let the twins take their time in exploring my cock together. Kissing up from my balls, they sucked and licked either side of the shaft as they made their way to the tip. The occasional giggle escaped them when my throbbing cock escaped from between their lips, but the lack of contact only lasted seconds before moaning mouth returned to it.

      “Lick gently… this is too fucking much,” I breathed, feeling my balls tighten as I took in the sight of the beautiful twins kneeling before me.

      “Not yet, big boy,” Selina said, pulling back and releasing me, “I want to feel it on me when you cum.”

      “Mhmmph,” Leigh agreed around the head of my dick.

      As Selina reached behind her back and pulled the zipper on her dress, letting the garment fall off her shoulders, her sister reached up to my ass, pulling me forward. Pert little breasts clad in lacy black flashed before me, twins to the ones I’d been feasting on minutes before, and then my eyes rolled back into my head as it felt like my cock was melting down the little blonde’s throat.

      “Holy shit, Leigh!” Selina hissed, and I forced myself to look down, fighting the churning in my balls, to discover Leigh's delicate little upturned nose pressed against my flesh, her throat distended as it gripped the length of me. Her blue eyes watered, but I could see the pride flash through them at her sister’s exclamation and she was grinning as she pulled back, thick ropes of saliva connecting her pink tongue and lips to my dick.

      “It felt like he was fucking my throat for a second,” she breathed to her sister, before biting her bottom lips and slowly taking me back down her throat, eyes locked on my face as she did.

      “Jesus… fucking… Christ,” I groaned.

      When the head of my cock passed her throat, I felt her swallow, milking the head, and thrust her head forward and backwards. It did indeed feel like I was fucking her throat, and the sensation made me miss Izumi for a second. The thought disappeared when Selina whipped off her bra and panties and moved up beside her sister.

      Leigh pulled back, a proud grin on her face as she slipped off her dress. Selina tried once more to take me down her throat, but couldn’t take more than half my cock before her sister gave her a hand. Pushing on the back of her head, Selina’s eyes bulged, but the gagging ceased as her throat stretched.

      “Hmmphhm!” She grinned in triumph as her nose met my pubis and Leigh pressed a kiss to her cheek.

      “Fuck,” I warned, unable to stave off my orgasm, and Selina quickly pulled back.

      “Cum for us baby,” Leigh purred, her dainty fingers joining her sisters as they stroked me off. Their eyes shifted from my face to the throbbing head of my cock as they sat forward. Both flinched as the first thick ropes of cum splashed across their breasts, letting out giggles of glee before pushing forward and taking the rest across their necks and lips. My pleasure couldn’t compare to the sight before me.

      I hissed as the sensation grew almost painful in the tip of my dick when Leigh, then Selina, sucked the cum from it. The women wouldn’t quit their licking and sucking, cleaning one another off with moans that had steel back in my dick. They looked like they would have been happily sucking me off all night, but I had other ideas.

      Reaching down, I flipped both up onto the couch with a hand under their asses. The twins let out yelps of surprise that shifted into moans of pleasure when my fingers found their wet pussies. Pressing them back into the leather cushions. I kissed Selina first, my fingers digging deep into Leigh’s pussy and rubbing across her g-spot.

      When I shifted my kiss over to Leigh, her nails had sunk into my forearm and she shivered in pleasure beneath me, while the fingers of my other hand found her sister’s g-spot. Twin whimpers rose into the air. Then a single shriek as I pressed my tongue against Leigh’s firm little button.

      The blonde was waxed clean, her slick pussy lips dripping with her wetness. She tasted clean and almost sweet, as I ran my tongue in fast little circles around her clit. It didn’t take long for her slender thighs to clamp around my head as her whole body convulsed in orgasm.

      Shifting over to Selina before Leigh’s screams of pleasure had faded, I felt the twin’s fingers slip into my hair and guide my tongue to each of her most sensitive places. In less time, Selina was cuming on my face, her delicate little gasps of ecstasy matching the movements of my tongue.

      “I need to feel you,” Leigh groaned, her hands pulling me away from her shuddering sister and pushing me onto my back. “Jesus, you’re fucking thick, baby…. Ohhh goddamn… Sel… Oh Sel, I’m…!”

      Leigh threw her thigh over me as I lay back, pushing my cock into her sucking depths as she hissed hot words. Her sister slipped of the couch and was right there, pressed to my side and gripping Leigh’s hand as the first of several small orgasms ripped through her.

      The tiny blonde fell forward, her hand pulling my face up as her lips sought mine. Selina lay in one arm, her pert ass filling the hand as the other slid up Leigh’s thigh to grip her tight little ass as it rode me. Each time she drove her pussy down my cock, I rose to meet her, our sexes slapping together with a lewd sound that only added to the wicked moment.

      Selina’s lips were right there, replacing her sisters as Leigh rose, back arching and a shuddering scream of pleasure escaping her. The young woman’s firm little breasts shook as she rode me before she slumped to my other side, making way for her twin. Selina pulled me inside her, and I marveled at the feeling of sameness. Slipping my hand up to grip her little ass, I fucked her exactly as I had her sister, and felt my own orgasm approaching as she writhed on my cock.

      “In me,” Selina hissed when she felt my rhythm faltering, “I need to… feel it… Oh god, baby! Fuck!”

      Her scream of pleasure barely registered as the orgasm swept over me. Leigh pulled my face to hers, lips meeting mine as the hiss escaped me and my toes curled. Then Selina collapsed forward and the three of us were panting and staring into each other’s eyes in awed shock.

      “That was incredible,” Selina breathed, shifting her hips so my softening cock pressed deeper in her.

      “It was amazing,” Leigh grinned.

      “It’s not over yet,” I growled, and let my hand fall across each of their asses with an audible ‘smack’.

      The twins both bit their bottom lips and ground themselves against me. Selina, with my dick still in her, flexed her pussy muscles would have started me back up again, but I wanted to see the pair of them beneath running water.

      Rising, I pulled the twins into their bathroom. Soon the small space was filled with murky steam as we washed one another. The shower was an even smaller space, but the three of us squeezed in. The twins seemed obsessed with my abs and cock, while my hands never knew where to touch next. I was a kid in a candy store and wasn’t going to leave until I’d sampled all the treasures.

      I took each from behind as the water sprayed around us. Holding a twin in one arm and kissing her while I took the other was an addictive feeling, and I found I couldn’t relinquish it.

      Dragging the twins out of the shower, we made it to their bedroom after drying one another. Selina turned on music, while Leigh lit candles and I pushed their beds together to make a super-bed. I would have liked to stay up all night playing with them, but wine and exhaustion caught up with all of us a few hours later, after they’d taken my final load across their eager tongues.
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      I woke an hour before dawn with a pounding headache and cotton mouth, but a smile on my face as I felt the tiny bodies snuggled up to either side. Selina and Leigh grumbled as I extricated myself from their limbs and slipped into the warm depression I left behind, arms pulling each other close.

      Leigh yawned and threw me a frown over Selina’s shoulder when she saw me pulling on my pants.

      “You’re going to slip out before dawn? I thought we might have… breakfast.” There was no mistaking what type of breakfast she’d been hoping for.

      I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I leaned on the bed and brushed a kiss across her lips. “I have that meeting today and a flight to catch this morning. You know I wish I could stay.”

      “We don’t know anything,” Selina grumbled into the pillow. “Izumi’s going on the flight with you.”

      “Jealous?” I asked.

      When Selina rolled around and saw the grin on my face, she pouted and pulled her sister closer. “Are you going to let us be Team Leads?”

      “I can’t agree to that yet,” I said with a frown, hating to turn her down, but instead of pouting, Selina flashed me a grin.

      “Good, because that’s not what last night was about.”

      “What was it about then?” I asked, already suspecting their answer.

      “Making sure we chose the right man to lead us,” Selina said, before rolling back onto her stomach and pressing her face into the pillow. “Good luck in Cupertino. Gets lots of money so we can throw it away on the track.”

      “Will do,” I laughed, kissing Leigh one last time before slapping Selina’s ass and rising to pull on my shirt.

      Watching the twins wiggle beneath the thin sheet, I nearly tore off my clothes and hopped back into bed with them. They were so sexy, and the sight too incredible to pass up for anything other than the fate of my company.

      Stepping out onto the street and hailing a cab, I rode back to the restaurant’s parking lot to grab the Datsun and put the finishing touches on my presentation. When I arrived home, I found a small crew of people with heavy black boxes and camera equipment pouring in and out of the house.

      Izumi was waiting for me in the foyer. She held a small tablet before her attention fixated on the information it held.

      “The flight leaves in two hours,” she began speaking as I headed up to my room, her heels clicking on the tile floor drew stares from the people streaming in and out, or perhaps it was the miniskirt and skin tight, sleeveless shirt she wore. I caught more than one beefy cameraman, casting a pained look after my adorable little assistant. She couldn’t be bothered to notice the stares, her attention was riveted upon me.

      “A car will be waiting to take us to the airport in an hour. Lucia will be traveling with us, and has arranged for a car to take us to the meetings location. Another car will take us to a hotel in San Jose where we can decompress and rest before flying home.”

      “I want to add a stop in Sonoma before we head home. There is a track there I want to check out. Dad always said it was the best in the states with the right conditions.”

      “I can add it to the itinerary,” she said, tapping away on her tablet.

      “I spoke with the twins last night,” that caused enough of a reaction to break her attention away from the tablet, and she looked over at me with a raised eyebrow.

      Glancing around, I could still hear the voices and tromping feet of the crews. So motioned her into my room and closed the door.

      “They’ve agreed to help, but want to do even more than that,” I relayed the entire exchange we had, adding my reservations about putting the untested young women into such a visible roll.

      “You should speak with your mom, about what she’s got going,” Izumi said, tapping her chin as she got a distant look that told me she was deep in thought. “This may work to our benefit.”

      “How so?”

      “The other teams won’t see you as a threat if we have two pretty blondes running things. It will make it easier to negotiate a place on the paddock.”

      Pushing my bedroom door open, I frowned at an especially loud sound from downstairs. The heavy crash of equipment on the floorboards was followed by a loud curse, then a hissed warning.

      “What the hell’s going on downstairs?” I asked Izumi and was surprised when the answer came from inside my room.

      “Oh, Mr. Dalton it’s terrible! You must stop Mrs. Naomi, the house, sir… The estate is being destroyed!” Maria had been dusting my room and bustled up to the door, pulling it open and letting me in as she spoke in a rush.

      The maid wore her usual uniform, but it looked like it had been taken in along the bust and hips. A wide expanse of pale flesh wobbled as she moved, and the skirt looked a good two inches shorter, revealing thick thighs and a firm ass.

      “They’re making quite the mess, I agree,” I said. “But at least Naomi isn’t in bed with pills and a bottle of wine, right?”

      Maria nodded in agreement. But I could see it was reluctant. She took up the feather duster again and went to leave, casting a nervous glance at Izumi before dipping me a bow. Her eyes smoldered as she bent before me, the offer in them clear, though she tried to hide it from my assistant.

      “There you are!”

      Turning, I found my stepmom hurrying into my room. The bags under her eyes were gone, and she was filled with breathless excitement as she bustled forward. Her heels clicked on the tile floor and the tiny pink and white dress she wore did little to keep her massive breasts from swaying to and fro. She gave Izumi a tight-lipped smile, then put the tiny Asian woman out of her mind as she hooked her arm in mine and steered me back downstairs.

      “I want you to meet with the producers I’ve hired and if possible, sit down for a small interview.” I frowned at that, but she continued. “It will only be five minutes; I know you’re busy. Here is Enzio. Enzio, this is my son I told you about!”

      “Mister Dalton, a pleasure,” a potbellied man with a ratty beard said, holding his hand out for me to shake. “It’s a brilliant idea you had, sir. Brilliant!”

      I frowned at my stepmom, but she flashed me a wink and pulled me on to introduce me to the rest of the crews. There were four teams in total filled with, producers, camera and sound people, and enough batteries to ensure they could film for a full day.

      “We have agreements from three teams,” Naomi told me as we watched a crew packing up their equipment. “Full access to the driver, team lead and the pits during races.”

      “That insane… how’d you get them to agree to that?” I asked.

      “The head of public relations for F1 is an old friend from my modeling days.” Naomi winked up at me. “She owed me but would have agreed to it, anyway. They’re desperate to find a way into the American market and this will be free advertising for them, the teams and the drivers. Win-win for everyone.”

      “Impressive you’ve managed to put it all together so quickly,” I said.

      “Izumi helped,” Naomi’s cheeks turned a faint shade of red and I could hear how hard it was for her to admit the beautiful Asian woman had helped. She glanced around, making sure we were alone, then spoke quickly. “I wanted to talk with you about heading overseas. Have you given it much thought?”

      “Not really, no…”

      “Well, I have been, and it’s going to be important that you make the right impression when you arrive.” she grew awkward, spots of color appearing on her smooth cheeks, and she wouldn’t meet my eyes. “The men involved in this sport are the most powerful in the world. When Frezzazzi would come to the races, he would have two beautiful women on each arm, and McLaren the same.” She took a deep breath then went on in a rush, “Izumi is a good start but you’re going to need beautiful women to make them recognize and respect you. I know it sounds bad, but it’s the truth and I… I want to help you.”

      “I would appreciate any help you have to give,” I said carefully, not sure what she meant. My mind immediately went to the way Izumi helped me out and my cock throbbed and I couldn’t help letting my eyes slide down my mom’s stunning figure before forcing the thought from my mind.

      “Ok,” the red spread to her neck and she shifting in place awkwardly before throwing her arms around me in a brief hug and hurried away, heels clicking as she waved back, “Good luck today! I know you’ll kill it!”
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      Shaking my head at the oddness of women, I stepped back into my room and began undressing for the shower but paused when I found Izumi and Maria still in there. The pair were seated near the window in deep conversation. My assistant was speaking quietly but firmly, and the maid was nodding, expression fixed as she listened attentively.

      Their conversation ended when I entered the room, and both rose smoothly. Izumi passed me, leaving with a knowing smile on her lips and a wink. When my eyes met Maria’s she blushed but maintained the eye contact as she moved to the bathroom.

      “I’ll get the water running for you, sir.”

      “Thank you, Maria.”

      I followed her in, dropping my clothes on the back of a chair. The older woman’s eyes widened when she took in my nudity, and I saw her chest rise and fall.

      “What were you and Izumi discussing?”

      “Mrs. Naomi wanted to make sure you’re being properly cared for, sir.” Her cheeks heated further, and she pushed thick curls of dark hair behind one ear as her eyes fell to my slowly inflating cock. “And she wanted to warn me about… guests you may have over.”

      “Does that bother you, Maria?”

      “Not at all, sir!” Her eyes flashed up to mine as she licked her lips, working up the courage to speak. “I’ve… Sir, it’s always been a fantasy… And to have such a beautiful, powerful young man to serve…”

      The woman gave a shiver and bit her bottom lip. When I reached out and raised her chin with a light finger under it, she lifted her eyes to meet mine. I saw desire mingled with a hunger to serve that was similar to Izumi’s. Letting her see the desire in mine. I smiled when her breath caught.

      Maria stood frozen as hot water filled the space with steam. Ignoring the water, I stepped forward, only an inch separating our bodies. Running the fingers under her chin, down her neck, I ran them over the soft flesh of her exposed bosom, loving her quick intake of breath. Maria didn’t flinch as I plucked free the top button of her uniform, enjoying how the bound breasts bulged out of the material.

      The older woman’s lips parted, and she sucked in a shuddering breath, her eyes closed as she accepted my touch. When I hand slipped down between her thighs, Maria bit her bottom lip and spread her legs, giving me easy access to her treasure.

      “You wicked slut,” I whispered, grinning, when I discovered she wasn’t wearing panties. Maria nodded, biting her bottom lip and turning her head to the side, a look of shame etched onto her face.

      “Yes, sir. I am, sir,” she whispered in a voice filled with surprising emotion. “I’m a wicked slut, sir. Please make use of your maid, sir!”

      “I want to feel this pretty mouth again,” I said, plucking another button free on her uniform and grinning when her massive breasts wobbled and nearly tumbled free. “And if you’re a good little cocksucker, I’ll let you feel me in this sloppy pussy of yours.”

      I slapped my fingers against her bare pussy and Maria convulsed in pleasure, knees buckling as she fell to the floor before me. Her arms circled my thighs, pulling me against her body, her face pressing into my rapidly hardening cock. Sloppy kisses filled the bathroom as the eager older woman threw herself into worshipping my cock.

      Her eyes widened when she scented other women on me, and I thought she might hesitate, but she moaned all the louder and spoke rapid Spanish I couldn’t understand. The only word I caught was ‘hombre’ and then my cock slid into her hot mouth.

      Sighing in contentment, I reached down and guided the beautiful maid’s mouth up and down my dick. The woman’s moaned in pleasure loud enough I feared the camera crews might overhear. Then put the worry out of my mind as I watched her thick lips fellate my cock.

      Maria wasn’t as talented as Izumi, but she made up for the lack with enthusiasm. The wet slobbering sounds filled the bathroom, joining my groans as my balls tightened. She threw herself forward, taking as much of me down her throat as she could before pulling back and swiping the head with her tongue, then diving forward again.

      It didn’t take long for my orgasm to rise up, but I wasn’t ready to blow just yet. Sinking my fingers into my maid’s thick, dark hair, I pulled her to her feet. Maria let out a whimper of pleasure as she stood and spun, bending over the sink and reaching back to flip up her skirt. I stared into her dark eyes, loving the euphoria that swept over her face as I pressed my dick into her wet opening.

      Maria wasn’t as tight as the twins, but the feel of her pussy writhing on my cock as she came, hard. The moment I entered her was incredible. Her hands gripped the sink, knuckles whitening and breath hissing out of her lips as she shook in pleasure.

      I ignored the orgasm sweeping through her as I drove forward, taking her soft pussy with a powerful thrust. With each hard thrust, Maria’s soft ass rolled before me, and she let out quiet little gasps of pleasure. Reaching up, I pulled her back with a hand wrapped around her thick hair near the base. Maria let out a shocked gasp and her eyes met mine in the mirror as I slipped a hand down the top of her uniform and pulled out her massive breasts.

      “Mmmhmmm!”

      She moaned as I pulled on first one fat nipple then the other, loving how the soft breasts shook and jumped every time my hips slapped her ass. My balls tightened as I took in the sight of my beautiful older maid bent over, tits flapping and skirt shaking as I fucked her hard from behind.

      “I’m cumming,” I warned, and Maria nodded eagerly.

      “Yess, sir! Cum in me… on me… wherever you want!”

      “On your tits,” I growled, and was about to whip my cock from her pussy when I saw her face crumple in pleasure at my words.

      Maria’s soft pussy gripped my cock like a teenager’s as the huge orgasm swept through her body and she fell more than sank to her knees, when I finally pulled my cock free. She barely had her fingers around the shaft before I grunted in pleasure, and the first thick blast of cum arched out and struck her on the cheek.

      The MILF moaned in pleasure, directing the rest of my seed across her massive breasts as she reached up and pushed the cum on her cheek into her mouth. Sucking it from her fingers, her eyes met mine, and I was happy to see no shame or embarrassment there, only profound joy.

      “The car will arrive in 20 minutes for you and Mrs. Izumi, sir,” she said in the same subservient tone she’d always used with me, but kneeling before me topless, skirt bunched up around her hips, it added a layer of eroticism I’d be hard to disassociate from the maid. And wasn’t sure I ever wanted to. “I’ll have your clothes and luggage laid out, sir.”

      “Thank you, Maria,” I said, reaching down and running gentle fingers over her smooth cheek. “You’ve always been so good to me.”

      “It’s my pleasure, sir.” she beamed at the compliment, nodding in thanks as I helped her rise.

      As I stepped into the shower I couldn’t help glancing back as the MILF stuffed her massive breasts back into her top. My cock was throbbing as I thought about pulling her into the shower with me, then remembered Lucia would be joining Izumi and me on the plane.

      Looking forward to the flight more than I had been an hour before, I rinsed off and was dressed before the car arrived. As Izumi and I left, we spotted my stepmom directing film crews around the house. I wasn’t sure what she was planning, but the work had my mom looking like her old self again, and that was worth anything.

      Izumi and I reviewed the presentation one final time as we rode to the airport. She was concerned it was too structured and wouldn’t leave room for me to adjust depending on how things progresses. It was a fair point, and I sat with the presentation and what we knew about those who would be attending, making changes as needed.

      Lucia was waiting at the airport along with the private plane. The plane didn’t have a lot of extra space but came with a full bedroom cabin complete with bathroom and shower. The three of us made use of the bedroom for half the flight and discussed work the other half.

      My exploits in joining the mile high club will have to wait, but suffice it to say, it was an amazing time. The highlight was when I stacked Lucia’s wide ass over Izumi’s, alternating between them as the Rockies sailed beneath us.
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      Exiting the bathroom freshly showered and dressed, I found Izumi waiting for me with my bag. The adorable little woman had taken extra pains with her makeup and clothing, and I found my eyes straying back to her pert little ass again and again.

      “We’re cutting it close,” she said, “We should just have enough time to make it there and set up if there’s no traffic.”

      “Don’t worry about arriving late,” I reassured her. “They’ll stick around to hear what we have to say after yesterday’s announcement. Too much opportunity for profit and disruption.”

      Lucia was waiting for us in the limo's backseat with a glass of champagne in her hand. The buxom Italian had a grin on her face and couldn’t contain her excitement as we drove through San Jose on our way to Cupertino. She kept peppering Izumi with questions that my assistant answered with growing annoyance.

      The ladies were both showing their nerves in different ways, but thankfully they left me alone as I stared out the window. This was my first time in California, and I was curious about the place, but there was little to see along the freeway other than city sprawl an occasional glimpse of the bay.

      Every mile that slipped beneath the limo’s tires I expected nervousness and anxiety to creep in, but I only felt the buzzing thrill I usually did before a race. I was excited but not on edge and fell into the breathing exercises that helped me focus before a race.

      Breathing in deeply, filling the back of my lungs, I let myself meditate on my dreams. Picturing it in my head, the car, the crowds cheering, the glint of gold in a driver’s hand as they stood on a podium. I could see the website, where we would sell our cars, eschewing the politics of dealerships and local bureaucracies.

      Calmness settled over me and my mind filled with the image of myself, in crystal clear details. A short beard adorned my face, neatly trimmed, and I wore a tailored Italian suit. Each arm was around a different woman and when my mind’s eye swept over them, I felt a flicker of surprise.

      Instead of the twins, or Izumi and Lucia on either arm, my stepmom, Naomi clung to one side and Enolla Frezzazzi the other. Striding behind me were Izumi and Lucia, and behind them the smaller figured of the twins. More shapes appeared in the distance; their curves clear, but faces blurred.

      This was my dream; the ultimate prize, and in my peaceful meditative state, I could access it without fear, guilt, or shame.

      “Matt?” Izumi’s voice was faint and far off until I roused myself from the trance and glanced over at her. “We’re here… are you alright? You’ve been sitting there with a grin on your face the entire ride.”

      “I am better than alright,” I said, and reached up to slip my hand behind her slender neck. Pulling her into a passionate kiss that left her breathless and chest heaving, I let her see the confidence I felt in the smile that found its way onto my lips.

      “What…?” Her voice trailed off, dark eyes tracing my face as she stared in wonder.

      “Today we take the next big step towards a future claimed for ourselves,” I said, turning to take Lucia in as well. “Trust me in there, and I will give you both the world.”

      “I trust you with my life,” Izumi breathed, voice raw with emotion.

      Lucia frowned at the tiny assistant, unwilling to go quite that far, but she nodded. “I trust you but my investments minimal. I’m here for the show-.”

      “Not anymore,” I said, shifting on the bench seat and moving closer to the buxom woman. “I want you to accept the position of CFO, to be announced tomorrow.”

      Lucia’s eyes widened, and for the first time she seemed at a loss for words. I moved to open the door, but her hand shot out, halting me in place.

      “This is a real role in your company, Matthew.” her eyes searched mine, looking for what I couldn’t say but whatever she found seemed to give her heart. “If I’m to be a figurehead, I can understand but I have no experience in the role.”

      “You know more about the industry than anyone else I could think of and have connections that will make finding sponsors easier than other teams. The financial details Izumi can help you with, but it’s your mind and instincts I need.”

      “Did Enolla ask you for this?”

      “No one asked me for it,” I said, patting her hand and watching the fear recede from her eyes. “I’ve wanted to find a role for you for a while and when Izumi asked who I had in mind for the role, yours was the only name I could think of.”

      “If you make me smear my makeup,” she said, eyes watering and lips parting in a broad grin as she brushed away the tears before they could fall. “You brilliant boy, of course I’ll do it!”

      In spite of her words, her makeup was smeared after she threw her arms over my shoulders and kissed me thoroughly. From the throaty purrs Lucia let out as her hands pawed at my shoulders and arms. She wanted to do more than kiss me, but time was pressing.

      “Remember to let me do the talking when we in there,” I reminded the pair as we clambered out of the limo and straightened out clothes.

      Leaving out bags and computers in the limo, I took in the spiraling glass walls and fluted columns within of the modern building. I could see through to a central circle of trees, a small park no larger than a half-acre but made up to look like a little farm. Complete with billy goats munching on grass.

      “Mr. Dalton?” A pretty young woman with a tablet asked as she pushed the large glass door open to let us in. “I’m Fionna, your guide and attaché during your visit. If you and your guests would please review and sign the NDA, I’ll take you to the meeting room.”

      “It’s a pleasure Fiona,” I said, taking the tablet from her.

      The woman offered me a deference I’d never received in Detroit, and I realized that with so many startups and tech companies run by college dropouts, it was more accepted in the culture here. I hadn’t been counting on my youth as an asset, but perhaps it could be leveraged in a space where most CEOs were recent college dropouts and billion-dollar evaluations handed out to nineteen-year-olds weren’t unheard of.

      The NDA was boilerplate, so I signed it and handed the tablet back, eager to take in the building’s strange architecture as she led us through it. The foyer was beautiful, but when we passed the offices, it looked like a kid’s playground. There were foosball and ping pong tables set up between desks, and the lights were dimmed.

      Fiona led us upstairs to a large glass lined conference room. There were four men waiting inside, two with an assistant at their side. Most were busy tapping away at laptops, but one young man with slicked back hair stared out the windows with a bored expression. When we appeared outside the offices, he sat up straight and said something to the others and pasted one of the falsest smiles I’ve ever seen onto his face.

      “This the man of the hour?” The slick-hair asked, when Fiona pushed open the conference room’s glass door, “The genius who wants to reinvent American automotive?”

      “Not reinvent,” I said, stepping forward to shake his hand. “Just revolutionize.”

      “After yesterday’s announcement your timing couldn’t be more perfect,” said another young man who sat at the table with the other assistant, a pretty brunette with high firm breasts and a sharp eyes stare. “I’m Connor Whitaker, and this rapscallion is Everett Vanderlite.”

      “At your service,” the slick-haired young man said.

      “And this is John and David, the managing partners here.”

      The two older men nodded in greeting as I took my seat at the head of the table. Izumi sat on my right and Lucia on my left, each earning appreciative looks from Everett Vanderlite.

      The first man’s handshake had been weak, his hands soft like a woman’s but Connor’s grip was strong and certain. I hesitate to let a first impression carry too much weight, but I liked this man, and felt I could trust him in a way I didn’t with the other one.

      “Thank you, Fiona, that will be all,” said John.

      “Becca, could you bring me a Fresca? I’m parched,” Everett said in a wheedling voice that caused Izumi to frown in distaste. Connor caught her frown, and I saw a grin quirk the young man’s lips before he smoothed out his expression.

      “Am I right to assume you’ve begun securing tools and product for a fabrication facility?” Connor asked.

      “Connor, man. Let Matthew relax and get settled in first. Izumi, was it? Would you care for something to eat, or a glass of sparkling water, perhaps?”

      Izumi shook her head with a polite refusal. But I could sense her growing frustration with Everette’s fixation on her. Unwilling to offend the man in his own meeting, she sat with hands folded in her lap, trying to ignore his eyes upon her face. I wanted to save her from the man’s attention, but she’d been dealing with things like this from men in meetings for longer than me.

      “If she needs anything,” I said, unable to keep the edge from my voice as I met Everett Whitaker’s eyes. “I’ll let you know.”

      His eyes shifted from me to the beautiful little woman at my side and back, then widened in understanding. An ugly expression flashed across the man’s face. That of a spoiled child told they wouldn’t be getting a toy, and just as quickly as it appeared the plastic smile was back.

      Unease formed in my guts.

      This meeting was critical to securing needed funding, but I wasn’t naïve enough to think that funding wouldn’t come with strings attached. Could I trust this man to hold any power over me? I knew the answer to that question immediately and silently thanked Izumi for insisting I be able to pivot in the presentation.

      Adjusting what I’d been planning to say, I changed course from focusing on Vanderlite Industries to Whitaker. The Whitaker portfolio didn’t fall as neatly in line with what I wanted to accomplish, but I had to trust my instincts on this.

      “The American Automotive markets have become stagnant and redundant,” I began.

      Launching into a quick breakdown of American manufacturing versus what was done in Asia, I highlighted the redundancies and calcified systems that had led to the collapse of the Big Three. The thesis of my presentation was clear that fossil fuel burning cars would eventually become a thing of the past, and we needed to plan for that future, while also providing products that inspired joy and excitement.

      “It might sound like a stupid boast, but I want to pick up the baton John Delorean had ripped from his hands, and pave a new path.”

      “And you want to kick the Brand off in Formula One racing?” Connor asked.

      “It’s the only way to gain universal acceptance and respect,” I said. “If a manufacturer can prove themselves on that stage, they’ll have customers.”

      “Of course, they will,” Everette said, slapping Dave on the shoulder. “Just look at MacClaren! Hey, Matt what do you think of calling it Vanderlite Motors?”

      That drew frowns from everyone in the room, including his assistant Brooke, but Everette’s grin never faded. Ignoring the remark, Connor turned to John.

      “The fund you’re managing for us has… how much?”

      “Seven, sir,” John replied. “But 1.5 is committed to your desalination project with Israel.”

      “Do you have plans on taking Dalton Industries public?” Connor asked me, and I shook my head.

      “After seeing what happened to Exxon with the activist investors stealing board seats, no,” I said with a faint chuckle. “I’m not opening myself and my people to that kind of shenanigans.”

      “Good,” Connor nodded. “Because if we invest, there will have to be a guarantee you’ll stay private. There’s already enough risk from the Chinese stealing IP, we don’t need their investors pushing in as well.”

      “You’re thinking of FoxConCar?” John asked, and Connor nodded. He noticed my frown of confusion and glanced over at Everett, but the other young man had a look of confusion on his face as well. “Have you already forgotten? What we learned they’re working on in Chengdu?”

      “Uhh… sure I remember,” Everette lied. “But why don’t you tell him since you’re always keen on the details.”

      Connor frowned at his friend and tapped the table with a knuckle, glancing at Dave and John before fixing me with a hard stare. There was steel in this young man, and the more I came to know him, the more I liked him.

      “This is a state secret in China and if it leaks and gets back to any of us, we can kiss any business opportunities we have on the mainland goodbye, you understand?” I nodded, but he waited for Izumi and Lucia to nod in agreement as well before continuing. “The Peoples Republic has decided its time to compete with Honda, Mercedes, and the other great manufacturers to rule the next century. Focusing more on exports than ever before. Were you serious about your confidence in gaining access to the F1 paddock?”

      “I am,” I said. Connor noticed Lucia’s nod and took in the beautiful older woman for the first time. His assistant Brooke whispered something in his ear, and he nodded, eyes lingering on Lucia. “I trust Frezzazzi’s commitment, assuming I’m able to secure funding and engineering support.”

      “Engineering will be a problem,” John said.

      “It was,” I said with satisfaction. “But as of tomorrow, it will no longer be an issue.”

      The men raised their eyebrows at this, because this hadn’t been something I’d revealed in my speech. Holding it back for an opportune moment, I was able to remove a worry pressing on their minds, making my proposal even more attractive.

      “The billionaire space race is on, and while you gentlemen haven’t been involved enough rich men are, that NASA’s mission has fallen by the wayside.” I glanced at Izumi with a smile of pride and the tiny woman sat up straighter in her seat, preening under the attention. “35 engineers, along with support staff including project managers, drafters and technicians have been laid off by the government and will be accepting positions with Dalton Industries. The team has been focused on aerodynamics and maneuverability for three decades and eager to bring that knowledge and expertise into a space where their genius can be recognized.”

      The reactions around the table were enlightening. Everett frowned in confusion, glancing at his companions, whose eyes sparkled with understanding. Before Everett could open his mouth to ask what we were all grinning about, Connor stood.

      “I think we’ve heard everything we need to. Thank you for bringing us this opportunity, Matthew, but we should discuss it amongst ourselves before deciding whether to move forward or not.”

      “Of course,” I said, rising and shaking hands all the way around again. “I’ll be in town for the evening then flying back to Detroit tomorrow.”

      “Fiona, would you see them out?”

      The young woman led us out of the glass building and I found I could appreciate its odd construction even more, now that the stress of the meeting was gone. I felt good about how things had gone, but Connor had been impossible to read at the end. I was reassured by the fact he’d been in quiet command. Everett looked like a guy who was out for a good time and cared little about the details.

      “Where to now?” I asked once Fiona abandoned us outside the building and we waited for the limo to pull back around.

      “Wine country, rose and relaxation,” Lucia said. “I hate meetings. Especially when they’re with buffoons who have too much money.”

      “Don’t you have too much money?” I asked and grinned when she elbowed me in the side.

      “I’d be careful what you say. That money paid for our villa this evening.”

      “A villa?”

      “Supposedly it has a spa tub that fits three,” Lucia said with a wink.

      “We need something to keep our minds off their answer,” Izumi said, hooking an arm in mine as the limo pulled to a stop. The adorable woman glanced up at me, and I caught something naughty behind her innocent smile. “Can we stop and pick up some rope?”

      True to her word, Lucia’s resort was outstanding. The bungalow we shared had a giant bed and a breathtaking view of the vineyards. We dropped off our bags and went into town for dinner.

      The restaurant was Micheline rated and served some of the best food I’ve ever eaten. When we left, there was a message waiting for me from Connor. They’d discussed my terms and were willing to offer 200 million for a 10% stake in Dalton Industries. There were minor details to workout still, but the shape of the deal was there, and I text him back saying we couldn’t wait to get into business together.

      An hour later I lounged in the sunken tub, surrounded by soapy bubbles and with a fluted champagne glass in my hand. I took a long sip and perused the sight laid out before me.

      Izumi was bound hands to ankles, laying on her back with knees spread as Lucia feasted on the young woman’s naked pussy. My sexy assistant’s face was plastered with my first load of cum, coaxed out by Lucia’s talented hand. The MILF had taken special joy in stroking me off and directing the streams of cum to coat the younger woman’s face. After pressing her pussy to Izumi’s lips, and convulsing in orgasm, Lucia had slipped between her legs and was busily lapping away.

      Downing the last of my champagne, I felt a warm glow from the alcohol suffusing me as I rose from the tub, water sloshing all around me. The women looked over, their eyes falling to my re-hardening cock. But Lucia kept up her work on Izumi’s pussy. Watching the ecstasy sweep over my assistant’s face, I pushed my cock into Lucia’s dripping pussy.

      The MILF let out a startled moan of pleasure and Izumi hissed when she pulled her lips away from her pussy, sighing again when Lucia went back to work between grunts. Resting my hands on Lucia’s wide ass, I watched my cock slide into her as I pulled her back against me, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips.

      It only took a few strokes to coat my cock in the woman’s juices. Then I pulled out of her. Lucia gave an audible groan of disappointment, then chortled in pleasure when I pushed up to the edge of the tub, hauling the tied Izumi around.

      “Are you going to… yesss, fuck her little ass you beautiful boy!”

      “Nnnghh!” Izumi’s eyes widened, mixed with fear and excitement. I felt her tense, then relax against me when I pushed the head of my cock against her tightest hole.

      With Lucia crouched beside me, hands sliding all over Izumi’s slender body, cupping her breasts, pulling at her nipples and teasing her hard little clit. The little woman was inundated in stimulation.

      I felt the tight opening relax, and the fathead of my cock pop into her ass, Izumi drawing in a hiss that shifted into a groan as her ass relaxed around my girth. Taking her with small little thrusts, I worked my dick deeper and deeper into her until her eyes flashed wide open and a warbling scream of pleasure rose from her.

      “Cum oohhh mmyyy ggggooooooddd nnnnnnghgghghgh!”

      It felt like my cock was about to be torn off as her ass cinched down on it, and I backed out until just the tip was inside. Wetness coated Lucia’s hand as it worked in Izumi’s pussy, and the smaller woman strained at her bonds, causing her to cum even harder when she couldn’t move.

      “Cum on that cock, baby,” Lucia purred, one hand reaching around to tease her own ass. “Fuck, that’s so hot!”

      “Good,” I growled, “Because you’re next.”

      “Ohh god,” Lucia purred, bending over beside Izumi, and throwing her ass back at me.

      The beautiful women bit her bottom lip as she worked two fingers into her ass. When I pulled out of Izumi, she sagged against the tub’s tiles, lips curling in a smile of sublime pleasure as she watched me move behind Lucia.

      The older woman’s ass was tighter and required more patience before she loosened up enough for me to fuck her like she wanted. But when I did, her cries of pleasure made me fear the front desk would get complaints. I flooded her bowels with a massive load of cum.

      After releasing Izumi and cleaning off, we sank into the warm waters and spoke of our plans. The next day, things would begin in earnest. Once back in Detroit, I had to put the last things in place before heading overseas. That’s when the proper work would begin, of convincing the authorities to let us race, and securing my relationship with Enolla Frezzazzi.

      That night I had the dream again of myself walking with Enolla and Naomi in my arms. I decided as I watched Izumi’s mouth take my morning wood within it, that I would manifest the dream and make it my reality.

      Because the world gives a man nothing, he doesn’t take for himself, and I couldn’t be satisfied until I had everything I wanted.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 27

          

        

      

    

    
      The factory wasn’t easy to spin up in such a short amount of time, but with the collapse of the big three, we had an assist in terms of manpower and equipment. The city of Detroit was at a crisis point now that the big three had merged and laid off half of their workforce. For three weeks our state had the highest unemployment in the history of the country, then the twins handed me their list and Izumi and I got to hiring.

      That first week, we interviewed two dozen managers and technical leads, hiring all of them. I was suspicious when the Selina told me she and Leigh would be able to staff up the entire operation in under two weeks, but they delivered.

      That first day of interviews lasted from six in the morning until eleven at night, with only two short breaks to stuff our faces and breathe some fresh air. The opposite of exhausting, I found the work filled me with energy because of my passion and talking with these men and women who shared my passion and were excited about my plans was enervating.

      Coming from manufacturing sedans and trucks, and given the opportunity to build sports cars, or possibly work on an F1 team, was a thousand times better than unemployment checks and watching their city crumble around them. Because of the investment capital, I could offer generous packages that ensured their families would be secure during this time of flux.

      After two days of interviewing and filling most of the technical lead positions, we began the arduous process of weeding through the thousands of applicants for technician roles. I would not conduct the interviews, or even investigate people in depth; but I wanted to do the first pass on all hires, to build that first layer of our company’s culture.

      After our big meeting with the investors, I’d spent the flight back home elucidating my vision for the company’s culture. Izumi cautioned me on several points, tapping into her experience to offer me a slightly different vision. We wanted an independent work force. One that valued their jobs, and the product they made without the sycophantic love common in Silicon Valley. I needed employees who would speak up if they saw an issue, and not try to bury problems beneath data and half-truths.

      Easier said than done.

      Getting the right mix of people in was crucial, and it wasn’t until we interviewed Abigail Smith that I began to believe it would be possible. Abigail was a junior manager in the HR department with her previous company. An impressive position for someone two years out of grad school.

      Two minutes into our interview and I knew why. The young woman had a way of seeing to the heart of a person. Of picking out their internal motivations and presenting them in a way that filled you with excitement. She did it to me in that first minute, commenting when we’d settled into our seats.

      “I was worried when I heard Dalton’s son had taken over the company and was planning to build a new sports car. The city and its people can’t afford to have another failure yoked to their necks… But you’re not interested in seeing your name splashed across the Detroit Free Press every day, or being seen with the hottest women in the industry.”

      “I’m not?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at Izumi, who sat to my right in a tiny black skirt that revealed her long, slender legs, and a top that conformed to her diminutive form.

      “No,” Abigail said, but her cheeks did color a pretty shade of pink when she took in my gorgeous assistant. “You’re a wealthy, handsome young man. These things are common, not indicative.” She shook her head and sat back in her seat, crossing her arms and gaining an intriguing smile. “No, you’re not interested in the bells and whistles of power… You’re in this for the thrill of the race. For the contest. To be the best… Am I wrong?”

      “You’re not,” I said, unable to hide my smile at being read so easily. “And Izumi? Is your intuition so keen as to read a woman who hasn’t spoken?”

      “I wouldn’t call it intuition,” Abigail said, adjusting her thick-framed glasses with a frown. I caught a hint of pride in her response that I liked. “I’ve been studying employer, employee dynamics and organizational psychology for more than a decade.”

      “Please forgive me,” I said.

      “No apology necessary, sir,” Abigail said, pleased despite herself with the apology. “Izumi is easy enough to read,” she shrugged. “A mixture of daddy issues, a need to please, and a brilliant mind in search of a challenge. She’s wasted as an assistant, but you both know that. It’s why she’s sitting in this meeting and not taking phone calls.”

      “Astute observations,” I said.

      “If I could offer one other,” she said, raising a finger politely. I motioned for her to speak, and she smoothed her skirts and seemed to choose her words carefully before continuing. “The nature of your… relationship might not be obvious to most, but when they become aware of it, you might have issues with your female workforce.”

      “’Me Too’, issues?” Izumi asked.

      “Not that, though it’s a concern, sure. I’m talking about jealousy,” her pale cheeks colored a faint shade of pink, but she spoke on without a hint of hesitation. “Forgive me for saying this sir, but you have the looks of a Hollywood actor and are in charge of the hottest product our states made in decades. Knowing the culture at the big three as I do,” she shifted in her seat and her blush darkened before she went on. “Any woman hired under you will be hoping for a chance to get… under you… if you catch my meaning.”

      I felt a chuckle rise in my breast, but before I could dismiss the woman’s worry, Izumi spoke again.

      “Are you speaking from personal experience, Ms. Smith?” The beautiful woman’s dark eyes bore into Abigail with an intensity I’d grown to recognize. Seeing the little woman suddenly excited cause my pants to tighten around my thickening manhood but I resisted shifting in my seat as I focused on her response.

      “Yes ma’am, I am.” The color deepened in her cheeks, extending down her neck and chest, but her head remained up and the met the other woman’s eyes with pride.

      “And can you envision an arrangement where those who are willing can be… indulged. Without fear of retribution?”

      “It’s possible, yes,” Abigail said, biting her bottom lip in her first sign of nerves throughout the interview, while unable to meet my eyes. “If your management structure was modeled after some European companies I know and… certain things, presented in specific ways… Yes, I believe we could build a culture that allows its employees to… indulge. Assuming everything else is above board.”

      “Excellent,” Izumi said, meeting my eyes with that special smile of hers, letting me know our evening games would have another participant.

      “When can you start?” I asked, holding gout my hand to the elated woman.

      Beaming, she gripped my hand back and said she’d be willing to start immediately. She was an attractive woman, if thicker in the hips and thigh than I was used to, with a bosom almost as impressive as Lucia. I would have loved to take a taste of her then and there, but our schedule was jam-packed.
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      Instead of sending her home, I had her put on the books then and there, and she sat in the rest of our interviews. Her insights and probing questions were more efficacious than my own, and after an hour, she was running the interviews. The woman was unfailingly professional and proper with all the hires, but she had a way of sounding them out to learn who would fit and who wouldn’t in the culture we were trying to build.

      By the time the sunset, I was confident in the team we were building, more so than I had been since securing funding. There are a thousand things to do when expanding a company, and building out a manufacturing base, but it’s important to take time for yourself. If you aren’t enjoying the ride, then what’s the point?

      That evening after the last of our subjects had gone, and Izumi locked up the building. I asked Abigail to stay late and took her into my office to get to know her better. The woman had been open about her desires all day, slipping flirty comments and glances at me between interviews.

      I didn’t feel I completely knew her until she was bent over my desk. Skirt flipped over her soft ass. Then she opened up to me and I learned how happy she was to serve under a strong and competent boss. Like many people, she thrived in such an environment, and if it also scratched her itch, she was eager to give her life over to the work.

      She and Izumi worked closely together over the next couple weeks, as they staffed up and helped organize the company. They weren’t alone in the work. Lucia was in every meeting, advising on budget concerns and maintaining something resembling fiscal discipline.

      I must confess, I could be the worst culprit when it came to exorbitant expenses. Nothing was spent frivolously, there were no parties, or thousand dollar office chairs, but I didn’t see the point in saving on a cheap piece of equipment that would break down in a year. When we could invest in something that would see us in good stead of a decade or more.

      Lucia and I wrangled over these concerns for days until Izumi and I sat down with her and went over the process we’d charted out and the math behind it. Lucia wasn’t a six-sigma engineer who understood how to optimize and remove waste in the manufacturing process, but she knew business and especially the business of cars. She was an easy sell, once we laid it out in those terms.

      “You’re copying the Japanese manufacturing process? Not what you Americans have always done?” She seemed impressed with the idea, but wary of the risks involved.

      “In the assembly lines,” I said, “But in our Scuderia, and in R&D, we’ll follow the Italian model: make it work.”

      “Hmmm,” she mused. “It could work. It has viability long term, but the risks are all front loaded. The same as it is with this Formula One adventure.”

      “Nothing else comes without the racing,” I said. Seeing there was nothing else to debate, I plucked the laptop from Lucia’s lap, closing it.

      “Hey! I was reviewing shipping contracts.”

      “There will be time for that later. Would you pour me a drink? It’s been a long day.”

      My eyes fell onto Izumi, sitting off to the side and I felt more than saw Lucia’s hungry grin form. The older woman rose smoothly, stepping to the side as I rose and stood before the diminutive woman. The sideboard creaked, and the sound of liquid splashing into glasses accompanied that of the older Italian woman’s sigh of delight as my eyes dropped into the plunging neckline of her dress.

      “I’ll review them in the morning,” Izumi spoke to Lucia, but her eyes never left mine. “Was there something I could help you with… sir?”

      She purred the last word, slipping off the chair and onto her knees before me. Biting her bottom lip, she ran her hands over the lump forming in my slacks and hissed in a shallow breath, anticipation making her fingers tremble. She knew her place though and wouldn’t undo my belt of even pull down my zipper until I gave her permission.

      “Pour one for yourself, too,” I said to Lucia as I accepted the double-finger pour of Macallan 18yr old from her. Inhaling the smokey aroma, I breathed out the fumes, enjoying the hint of fire at the back of my throat. “We have a lot to review tonight.”

      “And for me, sir?” Izumi asked, her pale cheeks dimpling as a knowing smile grew on her lips.

      “You have something else to drink from first. Don’t you?”

      Grinning in eager delight, she bounced up to her knees and flicked free my belt, slipping my cock out and had it slipped into her hot mouth in seconds. I gasped in pleasure as the minx sucked as if her life depended on it. Izumi’s eyes flashed with an inner light when Lucia stepped up beside me with her own glass.

      “Cheers,” she said, clinking glasses with me. “To the realization of your dream.”

      “To the realization of our dreams,” I purred, sipping my scotch, and slipping an arm around the older woman’s waist and pulling her close. “Enolla asked me to stop by her Villa when we land next week. She wants to spend the evening discussing our strategy for the FIA meeting. Mhmmm, jesus darlin’ you’ve gotten better.”

      I smiled in approval down at Izumi, who’d taken my cock deep down her throat, and was swallowing softly, milking the head and shaft with her tonsils. The diminutive woman’s eyes crinkled in the corners as she smiled, pleased at the compliment, then went right back to deep throating me.

      “My cousin has never let a man enter her Villa,” Lucia said with a look of eager surprise. “You’re going to fuck her, aren’t you? You nasty boy. You’ll make her crawl across the floor to you like a dog, eh? Pound that fat booty of hers until she screams for it?”

      The woman was working herself up into a lather, drink forgotten as her fingers slipped into my shirt, popping free buttons as she caressed my muscles. Nothing seemed to turn Lucia on more than the thought of me dominating her overbearing and supremely gorgeous cousin. The issues between the women weren’t volatile, but they were deep and stretched back to childhood and I was perfectly fine exploiting them, as long as we all got what we wanted.

      “Gluk! Gluk! Gluk!”

      Izumi threw her head forward and back, while sucking hard, cheeks hollowed. It felt like the tightest pussy was sucking the life out of me and I barely managed to keep my feet when my legs grew weak.

      “NghhHH!”

      Unable to concentrate on my conversation with Lucia, I tossed back the last of my drink. It’s a crime to drink 18-year scotch in shooters like it’s charcoal filtered vodka. But there is a time and a place to appreciate the finer things in life and my priority was the gorgeous little creature intent on swallowing a mouthful of cum.

      “Kiss me, baby,” Lucia purred, pulling my face to hers.

      The woman’s thick, painted lips met mine in a hungry kiss while Izumi moaned out in happiness. My dick throbbed, balls emptying as I flooded my assistant’s mouth. The minx wasn’t done sucking until I prized her head off my too sensitive dick and pushed her into Lucia’s ready sex.

      The submissive woman lapped away at the MILF’s pussy while I made out with her. It didn’t take long for the Italian woman to let out a shriek of pleasure as he came on Izumi’s face. After that, I poured another drink, this time intent on enjoying all of it as the two women crawled between my legs and licked me stiff.

      Izumi rode me. Feet planted on either side of my hips; she drove her tiny ass down into my crotch with a single-minded determination. Eyes locked on mine, she watched my expression, having come to learn all the little signs of my impending orgasm. When I was on the verge, she threw herself off me, making way for Lucia’s wide hips to slam down in my lap reverse-cowgirl as she rode me until we came together.

      It wasn’t until later, as the three of us lay together, catching our breath and holding each other close, that I heard what was really bothering them.

      “Naomi has made arrangements for her film crew to follow us overseas. She’s already got permits in Italy and Monaco. I don’t know how she’s done it, but your little side project, intended to keep her busy and out of your hair, is becoming a problem.”

      “I’ll speak with her,” I said, sighing as I contemplated sitting down to talk with my volatile stepmom.

      “If I might make a suggestion,” Izumi said, sitting up and resting her chin on my chest. “Instead of keeping her out of your hair, why not bring her into the company more fully? Forgive me for saying, but your stepmom can be difficult to deal with.” Lucia rolled her eyes exaggeratedly at this. Her and my mom’s arguments of late had been epic. “Especially when it comes to… the women you’ve been amorous with.”

      I raised my eyebrow at her, but a part of me knew the truth of what she said.

      “You know it’s true, Matt.” Lucia said softly. “And you know how to fix the problem.”

      “Are afraid of how much you want her?” Izumi asked, a knowing smile forming on her lips. “I’ve seen how you watch her… mhmm and I can feel what talking about your mommy’s doing to you… down here.”

      Slipping down my chest, the minx ran her tongue down my stiffening cock, bringing a groan to my lips no matter how hard I tried to stifle it. Lucia’s smile stretched wide as she slipped close, massive breasts pressing around my face. I came for that last time that evening with Izumi’s hungry mouth on my dick and Lucia’s wicked words in my ears. The MILF seemed to get off on the idea of me sleeping with my stepmom more than I did, and that was saying something. The woman even tried finagling a promise from me, to let her watch when I finally seduced Naomi.
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      Not every night was spent in erotic adventures.

      Most were spent in the offices, or in the fabrication department, watching the First Article parts come through and get tested. My primary focus was on the engine our engineers and technicians were building. The team had only made slight modifications to my father’s design after long deliberations and modeling.

      We had support from Frezzazzi, but in order to make the proper impression when we finally arrived overseas, I wanted a power unit that had been designed and fabricated in house. It was important for sales that we are not seen as another European manufacturer, or a subsidiary of Frezzazzi.

      We worked in secret for weeks. Iterating, testing, rebuilding, and testing again. Until finally there was a working prototype. The chassis, steering and suspensions systems were already done, and three weeks after the meeting with our investors, we pushed the machine onto a track.

      Tensions were high that first day of testing, but I came prepared to see several rounds of failures, knowing how engineering projects tend to go. The twins were bullish, as was Izumi, who’d been monitoring every drawing change and decision like a hawk.

      When I arrived, I got the red carpet treatment, as the twins took me to each station, introducing me to everyone. I’d never met most of them, but knew more about them than they did about me from studying their CV’s. There was an excitement to the air, but once taken around, I seemed to be in everyone’s way.

      Izumi, oddly, fit in with the engineers and technicians, but they weren’t as comfortable speaking with me. I seemed to make the men uncomfortable in a way the gorgeous twins and exotic Izumi did not. Instead of letting it frustrate me, Izumi and I withdrew from the garage and went in search of something to occupy us until they were ready to fire it up.

      Spying a light on in the suites upstairs, I headed up. My stepmom was there and standing at her shoulder in her black-and-white uniform was Maria. I found the pair upstairs from the track, resting in the track owner’s suite with a bucket filled with ice and an open bottle of champagne.

      “Care for a glass?” Mom asked with a crooked grin when I stepped in. “It’s Veuve Clicquot.”

      “Not yet,” I said with a shake of my head. “I want to hear the engine turn over first.”

      “Good luck getting him to relax now,” Maria muttered under her breath. She’d intended for only my mother to hear, but I read her thick lips easily. “Matthew always gets like this when he’s stressed.”

      “I’m not stressed.” I snapped, then frowned when I heard the sharpness of my tone. “It’s just a very important day.”

      “I know sweety,” mom said, rising and wrapping an arm around my shoulder before she tottered over to the twins to let them refill her glass. “But you need to learn to manage the stress before coming to things like this. You might think you have it under control, but I promise it’s been infecting your team downstairs.”

      I opened my mouth to object, but Izumi had stepped into the suite’s doorway, and I saw confirmation in her face before she could wipe the emotion away.

      “Is she right, Izumi? Am I stressing everyone out down there?”

      “You don’t mean to, sir,” she said, delivering the hard truth with customary tact. “But they’re stressed enough as it is, and you’re the man signing their paychecks… If this doesn’t work out, they have reason to believe you’ll fire the lot of them and where do they have to turn to?”

      “Don’t think of it as a bad thing,” mom said, stopping beside me on her way back to her chair and resting a warm hand on my chest. “It will keep them focused, sharp and respecting you as their boss.” She offered a sly wink, “Plus it makes for a compelling story in the documentary.”

      “She’s right, sir. The team is pulling their hair out down there and we’ll have a few grayer heads before this is all over. But at the same time, they’re working harder and smarter than they have in weeks. And that’s saying something.”

      “You should still find a way to… relax,” mom said, dark eyes dancing at me over the rim of her champagne glass as she took a short sip. “This place was built with everything. There’s even a spa in the basement. Very exclusive and private, or so I hear.”

      “I should stick around,” I said, “In case they need me.”

      “To do what? Drive the car?” Mom said, laughing at her own joke, Leigh joining in.

      The sound prickled at my pride, and I realized that was what I’d been hoping for. Foolish fantasies of being both the driver and owner of the car had been kicking around in the back of my brain for weeks. And it was only now, after mother had elegantly set them up, that word made me recognize how silly I was being.

      I’d raced carts as a boy and was an excellent driver, but I wasn’t close to the level I needed to be. It wasn’t in me to waste the hard work of my employees on something as selfish as that. No matter how much I might want to.

      Setting aside the childish fantasy, I let a wry smile tug at my lips and nodded to my stepmom. She flashed me a wink, then went back to watching the crew wrench on the prototype as they endeavored to get it running.

      “It looks like they’ll be another hour… Why don’t you two take Maria and go have fun? Lucia should be here any minute, and the twins seem to have everything under control down there. Everything is fine, Matty. Go relax and let the people you hired to do a job, do it.”
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      I wasn’t certain about leaving my stepmom alone with how volatile she’d been lately, but I couldn’t deny how calm and poised she’d been since I gave her a job to do. Then there were the twins, wearing identical smiles of desire as they glanced from me to Izumi. It had been weeks since I’d last taken them together, and they’d been open about their hunger for my sexy assistant, so I let them lead us down to the empty spa.

      The guilt wouldn’t leave me alone, but I took their meaning to heart. I wasn’t a technician, mechanic, or engineer. My part in today’s drama took place in the months and weeks leading up to it. If things went well, I’d get to give a speech and crack open some champagne. And if it didn’t, then I’d give another speech, and we’d try again in a week. I wanted to be pacing and fretting, but that would solve nothing.

      We found the small spa open and ready, but without staff. There was a steam room, massage tables, and even a small salon. I couldn’t lay down and relax, not with everything going on, but I needed something to keep my hands busy. First on the massage table was Izumi, who took pains to tease me as she disrobed.

      It wasn’t me who got the most worked up, but Maria, who watched the slender young woman with wide eyes as she slipped out of her skirt and blouse. After watching me work warm oils into her smooth skin, the older maid joined me with trembling hands that grew more confident as we worked Izumi’s body over.

      My assistant was dripping with desire by the time my hands slipped between her thighs, and Maria watched with wide eyes as I slipped two fingers into her. When I found Izumi’s g-spot and slipped two fingers into her, caressing the rough patch of flesh, she let out a low moan of pleasure and soon was shivering in orgasm.

      Izumi rolled over at my insistence, and I worked her back up to the edge a second time. While I did that Maria’s curious hands roamed the slender woman’s body. With wide, awe-struck eyes, she ran gentle fingers over Izumi’s firm little breasts. Then with growing confidence, plucked at her nipples, twisting them with a fierce grin right at the peak of her second orgasm.

      “Now it’s your turn, Maria,” I said, when a trembling and sweat covered Izumi slipped off the massage table.

      “Oh, no, sir… I couldn’t,” the older Latina said, holding up her hands in protest.

      I’d caught the flicker of longing cross her face and wasn’t going to take no for an answer. It took little convincing to get her out of her black-and-white uniform and onto the massage table. At first, she tried to keep her lacy black panties and bra on, but once she relaxed, they came off easily.

      Izumi and I caressed the older woman’s body until she was ready, then my assistant tongue slipped between Maria’s folds. Watching the maid’s eyes flash open in shock, then roll back in her head as pleasure consumed her was incredible, but not as sexy as when she insisted on returning the favor.

      Thirty minutes after entering the spa, I sat on the edge of the massage table, while a sated pair of women worshipped my cock from below. Maria and Izumi knelt before me, their cheeks pressed together as they worked my cock in tandem. The maid was shy at first, never having given a blowjob with another woman before, but soon she was a pro. Izumi guided the MILF up and down my shaft, their tongue and lips touching as they teased me.

      Movement in the shadows drew my eye and for a second, I thought we’d been caught by someone from the staff, then I noticed the large nest of dark hair and pale, shimmering silk, like my stepmom was wearing. The figure shifted to the side, letting the light catch across her face, and I gasped softly when my mom’s face came into view.

      Izumi and Maria thought my moan was for them and both redoubled their efforts. My eyes were locked on mothers, and I just managed to stifle the question rising to my lips when she placed a single finger before her lips. As the pleasure washed over me, and the orgasm rose, I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. Her eyes burned with an inner fire, but her expression was still giving me nothing.

      “I’m cumming,” I announced in a faint breath, and saw a fierce smile steal across my mother’s face and the finger in front of her lips pulled down, tugging at the puffy flesh.

      The world swam before my vision as my dick throbbed, cum shooting out to splash across Izumi and Maria’s open mouths. My head fell, and I watched the incredible sight as both women sought to lick and swallow down every drop.

      When I glanced back up, my stepmom was slipping from the spa on silent feet. As she turned into the light spilling through the open doorway, I caught her straightening her skirts, which were twisted and bunched up around her waist. Our eyes met just before she slipped from sight, and I could feel a new tension throbbing between us.

      The three of us showered and were dressed twenty minutes later. Maria slipped back upstairs to attend to mother, while Izumi followed me into the garage. I kept to the back, not wanting to disturb them as they worked, and shortly they were ready to fire it up.

      There was no call for speeches of ceremony as the crew and I huddled around the machine. We let the head of engineering do the honors, and the short, balding man’s face was shiny with sweat as he double checked everything. Starting a formula one car isn’t the same as your Honda.

      You can’t just roll the engine over and wait for it to warm up. They don’t have the ability to regulate their own temperature, so warming fluids, or coolants are pumped into the power unit, and a technician waited with a screwdriver to ensure it would stroke enough to coat the engine in warmed oil. When he got a signal from the technicians and mechanics that everything was inline. The man closed his eyes and muttered a silent prayer before flipping the switch on the steering console.

      When the engine roared to life, I didn’t care. It was so loud my ears ached. I was jumping in joy along with the rest of them, hugging and backslapping. I found the twins and gave each of them a big hug, then joined in with the singing as everyone toasted the hard work of the team.

      Bottles of bubbles were shared around and I found mom and Maria had come down to join in, when I stepped to the fore to make a speech. I kept it short and sweet, knowing everyone was exhausted. When I closed it out, I revealed the surprise I’d arranged with Enolla.

      “As thanks for all your hard work, and to celebrate the birth of our new endeavor. Each of you will have a spot on my private plane for the flight to Europe.” cheers of surprise and excitement rose from the crew, breaking out into riotous applause as I finished. “You’ll be there to see the machine race in Monaco!”

      They couldn’t contain their excitement, and the mechanics broke out in song. The flowing alcohol might have had something to do with it, as they threw arms over one another’s shoulders and sand late into the night. I didn’t leave the place until well after dark, arriving back home with Izumi and stumbling into my room in a drunken haze. I vaguely remember my stepmom helping my assistant get me ready for bed, but after that my memory was hazy.

      The next day, I tried to track Naomi down and thank her for the night before, but she was nowhere to be found. The rest of that week she kept herself busy with the film crew, and it wasn’t until we finalized our plans to fly overseas that I spoke with her.

      “I know you have dinner schedule with Enolla on the evening we touchdown, but I made arrangements for us to have brunch with Egor Federline, head of the racing federation.” I’d been sitting at my father’s old desk, reviewing financial documents with Lucia, when my stepmom popped her head in. “You’ll be free, right?”

      “I have to check my schedule,” I said, frowning. “I didn’t think you’d want to come.”

      I truth, I’d hoped she wouldn’t. My stepmom is a gorgeous woman, and one of the most charming people alive, when she wants to be.

      “Of course I’m coming,” she said. “You don’t think Lucia will get you a meeting with the FIA, do you?” She snorted in amusement and winked at the Italian MILF, softening her comment. “You need me, Matty. In more ways than you know.”

      “She’s right,” Lucia said with a sigh. “You’ll catch more flies with honey, than with vinegar.”

      “And you’ll need someone to keep Enolla in check,” mom said, with a confident smile. “Leave that to me.”

      I didn’t answer right away. Taking a moment to consider the implications. It was true that I still didn’t have a firm meeting set with anyone who could make a decision with the FIA. Enolla had made promises but hadn’t been able to deliver thus far. The gorgeous heir to the Frezzazzi empire intimidated me, though I didn’t want to admit it to myself, and Naomi could help me with her.

      Finally, I nodded. “You can come, but you report to Izumi. And mom, I expect you to keep her informed of everything you do. Got it?”

      “I won’t change clothes without informing the girl,” she flashed an excited grin, then hurried away, heels click-clacking as she went off to begin packing.

      “I’d pay money to see Naomi and Enolla in the same room,” Lucia said with a snort of laughter. “If there’s any woman who won’t put up with my cousin’s shit, it’s your mother.”

      “You think?”

      “You only know her as your mom, but once upon a time Naomi was a force to be reckoned with and in Europe, they have long memories for things like that. My cousin grew up idolizing your stepmom in magazine spreads and fashion shows.” She offered me a wink. “I think you’ll be impressed when we get there. That or it will be the shit show you worry, and we’ll all get a laugh.”
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      I couldn’t afford for things to go poorly and didn’t appreciate Lucia’s joke, which only made the older woman laugh all the harder. She saw how much the stress was getting to me and didn’t let me leave our meeting before bending her over the desk and reliving some of my tension in her soft pussy. She left with a smile on her face and a shuffle in her step as my seed dripped down her thighs, while I got back to work with a clear head.

      There were a thousand things to do leading up to the day we finally flew overseas, and I only managed a couple hours of sleep a night those final days. When it came time to board the private plane, I was haggard and barely functional. I’d planned on enjoying my private suite with Izumi and Lucia during the flight, but the second my head the narrow cot, I was out like a light.

      I woke to the sound of raucous laughter and music, exiting the suite to find the engineer, mechanics and technicians deep into their cups. The beer and wine was flowing, but I only stayed for a couple minutes before slipping back into he suite to finish up the last of my preparations before we landed.

      That’s where my stepmom found me. She came tottering in on wobbly legs, her expression slack from too much drink and an air of waspish, peevishness permeating around her. When she spotted me holed up at the small desk, nose buried in paperwork, she made an annoyed sound in the back of her throat.

      “Come on, Matty. Enough work.” She swept the papers off my desk and cracked an eyebrow when I made a growling sound of protest. “Are you going to disobey your mother in this?”

      There was a mocking tone to her voice as she asked, and I suddenly became all too aware that she wasn’t wearing a bra. As she was bent over, her heavy breasts swayed in the loose top of her dress. The shadow between them trapping my gaze until I jerked it away with an effort of will. A small, delighted smile made its way onto my mom’s lips as she pulled me to my feet.

      “Your father was the same way,” she said, her smile turning a little sad as she hooked an arm in mine and slowly steered me to the cabin door. “The man never learned how to shut it off and just relax… I suppose that’s what I loved about him though. There was a fire burning inside him… I see the same fire in you, Matty. Only you burned so much hotter and fiercer than he did… It worries me sometimes.”

      “It’s only because of the launch that I’m overworked,” I sighed. “Once this is past us, things will calm down.”

      “Don’t be too sure about that. Things have a way of gathering momentum and I think you’ve got something special here.” She stopped just short of the cabin door and turned towards me, resting a hand on my chest. “It’s good that you have Izumi, Lucia and the others… A man of your status should be surrounded by those who support and… care for him.”

      “But…?” I asked, sensing the unspoken word, and getting confirmation when my stepmom blushed a deep shade of red and ducked her eyes, which wasn’t like her.

      “You’re going to need a partner… Someone who knows you. Knows your limits and can push back when you’re doing too much.” Her fingers plucked at my shirt, straightening the collar, and fiddling with the buttons even though it didn’t need it, until her eyes finally rose to meet mine. “You need a woman devoted to you… Not one indebted to you.”

      I stared into her eyes for a long moment, reading what she wasn’t saying and feeling my heartbeat quickening. My fingers touched the soft curve of her waist, and her breath caught in anticipation, but at that moment Lucia poked her head in the room.

      “Captain’s signaled we’re landing soon,” her eyes shifted between me and Naomi before I could fully separate myself from her. “You can see the Mediterranean out the windows, come check it out!”

      Mom wore a secret little smile as we left the cabin that didn’t leave her face until we landed and spotted a limo waiting on the tarmac. We’d landed in Italy and planned to travel to Monaco in the south of France by train in the morning. There we’d meet the car, which was traveling by a separate plane to the city-state’s airport. I was about to ask Izumi if she’d arranged the limo when a stunning dark-haired figure stepped out of the back, a silky red dress stretched tight about her body in the breeze.

      Mother made a sound of distaste in the back of her throat when she took in the stunning Italian heiress, and I caught a frown on Izumi’s face. The pair watched Enolla warily as Lucia hurried down the stairs and went to greet her cousin.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 32

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ciao, Matthew Dalton!” Enolla said with a wave when I stepped off the plane. “Welcome to my country!”

      Her hungry smile faltered somewhat when Naomi stepped up beside me, and I caught recognition in her eyes as she took in my stepmother from head to toes.

      “Thank you for the wonderful welcome,” I said, pulling her into a light hug and letting her give me air kisses on each cheek. Trying to ignore her firm breasts as they pressed into my chest, I drew Naomi forward. “I believe you’ve met my stepmother, Naomi Dalton?”

      “She wasn’t a Dalton when we met,” Enolla said, her eyes sharp as awls as she shook my mothers instead of hugging her. “But how could I forget, Naomi? The woman my grandfather was obsessed with…”

      “What’s this?” I asked, turning to my mom.

      “That was decades ago,” Naomi said smoothly, expression serene as she confronted the other woman. “I was just a slip of a girl.”

      “Don’t sell yourself short, Naomi,” Enolla said with a smile that could have been sincere or fake, it was hard to tell with the poised woman. “Williams was ready to leave his wife and sell his company for you, too… All from that simple photo shoot.”

      If I’d been unable to read the tension when they first met, it was palpable now. Sparks flew as the two women stared at one another.

      “Now I’m curious about this shoot,” I said, walking right into the lion’s den, instead of trying to change the subject. I didn’t want anger or resentment to fester and took the path of tearing the band-aid off and exposing all the underlying issues. “What was it for?”

      “A silly car magazine,” my stepmom said, trying to wave it off.

      “There was nothing silly about that spread,” Enolla said, and I caught a hint of envy I her voice now. Not just envy though, I thought I caught a hint of grudging respect as well. “MacClaren F1 was reissued… Beautiful car, brilliant ad campaign. And that yellow bikini you wore… iconic. It created a trend here in Europe for years.”

      “Could we recreate it? For our car?” I asked Enolla and Naomi, who blinking in surprise and glanced at one another.

      “I’m not a teenager anymore,” my stepmom said, blushing and waving her hands in the negative, but I saw an interested light enter Enolla’s eyes.

      “As much as it might pain me to see you steal the hearts of every man in Europe again, Matthew’s idea has merit,” Enolla said, tapping a long nail to her lip. Turning to her assistant, she said, “Grab the framed picture from my office, the one of her,” she indicated mom, “in the yellow string bikini.”

      “You aren’t serious,” mom said, her blush deepening. Then she laughed when Enolla’s words registered. “You have it up in your office?”

      “I look at it every day for inspiration,” Enolla said, and there was something curious happening between the women. Their techy air from moments before flipped on its head as they felt one another out.

      “Inspiration to cut another competitor’s throat?” Naomi asked, then blinked in shock when she realized she might have gone too far. She went to apologize, but Enolla threw her head back and let out a shockingly loud roar.

      “I don’t meet many women who are equals, Naomi Dalton,” the gorgeous Italian said, slipping her arm in my stepmom’s and steering her towards the villa behind her. Turning to offer me a lazy smile, her eyes dancing with amusement, she said. “My people will show you to your rooms. Feel free to wander the town and villages, supper will be served in four hours. I’ll see you, then, Matthew.”

      With a final wink, she swept up the walkway, dragging my stepmom with her. Something uneasy shifted in the pit of my stomach when I watched the tension easing between the two women. I couldn’t be a good thing for me if they became friends and started comparing notes and teaming up behind my back.

      ‘The afternoon is yours,” I said to my people. “Enjoy yourselves and don’t get too crazy. We have an early morning train to Monaco, and we need everyone in top form for tomorrow night’s demonstration.”

      I flicked my eyes to Lucia, and she read my mind without me having to spell it out for her, slipping off after mom and Enolla to listen in on their conversation. Izumi didn’t leave my side as we wandered the market and looked at some sights. My mind was too filled with plans and potential problems to fully relax. Giving it up as a lost cause, we returned to the Villa.

      My dinner with Enolla wasn’t the romantic affair I thought it would be. With her budding friendship with my stepmom, she joined us, as well as Lucia. The conversations were wide ranging, and the wine flowed like water. I was shocked by how much Lucia and her cousin, Enolla, could drink and still appear normal.

      I kept my own drinking to a minimum, wanting to set a good example for my people. The food was incredible, and I found myself lost in a sea of pasta and sauces. It was all served by old Italian women who flirted with me outrageously, to the joint amusement of Enolla and my stepmom.
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      As the ladies carried out platters of roasted eggplant and spicy peppers, Enolla or my mom would implore the women to give me a sample. They’d invariably feed me with their fingers, as the other women cackled in amusement. My nervousness about their growing closeness grew until the old photo of my mom on the MacClaren was passed around.

      I’d been avoiding the image all afternoon, but when I took in the faded yellow image in its glass frame, my mouth grew dry and I found myself all too aware of the eyes watching me. Glancing up I saw twin expressions of hunger on both Enolla and Naomi and they glanced at one another and shared a sly wink when they caught me watching them.

      “What do you two have planned?” I asked.

      “Now why would you think we have something planned?” Enolla asked, with faux confusion.

      “Don’t let yourself become paranoid in your old age, Matty,” mom said, then gave lie to her words by winking slyly at Enolla, who cackled and drank off the rest of her wine.

      “Boys are such simple creatures, aren’t they?” Enolla asked my mom. “Fast cars, fast women,” she lifted her glass to Lucia. “It’s all they want.”

      “Hey!” Lucia said, swatting her cousin’s arm. “Speak of yourself, cousin!”

      “I haven’t been with a man in over a decade,” the gorgeous Italian heiress said, her eyes finding me over the lip of her glass and holding my gaze with hooded eyes. “But you, Lucia… when was your last dalliance with a lover?”

      The older woman blushed a pretty shade of red and wouldn’t look my way. She was normally an outgoing and open person, but being back in her homeland had brought out another side of her. The meal wound down after that, the sun having set, and I found Lucia at my shoulder when I made my way to the small room they’d prepared for me.

      “When you fuck my little cousin, make her scream your name for all to hear, please, baby?”

      “What is it between you two?”

      “We’ve always competed, but lately…” I didn’t need to ask to know Lucia wanted some reassurance.

      Pulling the woman into my arms, I stole her breath with a passionate kiss, my hands gripping her soft ass as I turned her towards my waiting doorway.

      “How about I make you scream my name?” I asked, seeing Lucia’s face blush a furious shade of red, but her wet lips part in an eager smile.

      “Lucia, Enolla wanted to speak to you… Something about the Scuderia that needs to be arranged for tomorrow?”

      “Oh, bother,” Lucia said, her face registering disappointment and resolve as she turned to go. “I thought we’d scheduled the transports already.” Reaching up and running soft fingers down my cheek, she ignored my stepmom’s stare as she rose up on tiptoes and planted a passionate kiss on my lips, her tongue lingering on mine before she pulled back. “I want a rain check, young man.”

      “Deal,” I grinned, letting my eyes fall to her wide ass as it sashayed away.

      “Power suits you,” mom said, the pride in her voice obvious as she leaned against the narrow hallways wall. “Most can’t handle it without becoming tyrants, but you wear it comfortably.”

      “Thanks,” I said. Opening my mouth to tell her I was tired and wanted to get some rest before the big day, she spoke before I could and when her words registered, all thought of sleep fled my mind.

      “I was certain you’d be drunk tonight. What young man in a foreign country, with no one to tell him no besides himself, doesn’t lose himself in drink? I’d hoped if you were we could finally have that conversation we’ve been tiptoeing around, but maybe another night…” her words trailed off, before she blurted. “Enolla is perfect for you, I hope you see that.”

      “Enolla is… what? I thought you hated her,” I said it softly, so no one overheard, but couldn’t stifle the chuckle of amusement when I saw Naomi’s offended expression.

      “I could never hate that woman,” she hissed just as softly as I, stepping close to ensure we weren’t overheard. “Envy her, yes… but hate? No.”

      “I’m usually better are reading people.”

      “Well, you’re wrong about this,” she said, but the weight of my stare brought her eyes up to meet mine and I saw the flicker of recognition in her before she let out a long sigh and spoke again. “She was a princess in all but name, you have to understand I grew up idolizing Frezzazzi. My dream as a model was to shoot on one of their cars, but when the time finally came, I couldn’t accept the strings attached to it.”

      I cocked an eyebrow in question, and she glanced up and down the hall, wary of being overheard. Glancing to my room, I saw her hesitate, but then she motioned me in and closed the door behind herself. I took one of the empty chairs, but she hesitated before sitting down, eyes flickering from me to the bed, before she stayed on her feet, standing nervously near the door.

      “You will learn tomorrow that the men who own Formula One teams have… dynamic relationships.” Even in the dim light, I could tell her cheeks colored before she added. “It’s why you’re going to fit in so well with them. Anyway, when I was a girl, I found the idea enchanting, but Enolla’s grandfather refused to let another man in racing touch me, if he couldn’t have me.” Her words were cold with anger, a rarity in Naomi, and I knew the pain still pricked at her. “Those were different times, even two decades ago, and the man had total control over the sport. I couldn’t find work as a model and ended up leaving Europe for the states.”

      “And now, you think I should trust his granddaughter?”

      “I didn’t at first,” she said, “But you need a partner and she seems to believe in you. You could do worse than having Enolla Frezzazzi in your corner.” Her eyes lifted to mine, and I caught a hint of jealousy when she continued, “And I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

      “What have you seen?”

      “Your eyes lingering on her backside and bust,” she made a rude sound in the back of her throat, arms crossing beneath her own impressive breasts. “She’s waiting for you right now, you know… In her room, hoping the big, strong American boy will come take her.”

      “I had other plans for tonight,” I said, rising from my chair and stepping close to my stepmom.

      Her breath caught when I drew near, and she stepped back, her ass hitting the door. Glancing back at the solid wood, she bit her bottom lip and hugged herself tight. When I reached up and pulled her chin toward me, those impossibly long lashes of her fluttered, and her bright blue eyes met mine.
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      Any suspicions I had that she’d wound me around her finger without realizing it were confirmed, when the smile of satisfaction slid onto her lips. Then strong arms snatched me close, and my head filled with a buzzing sensation as her lips met mine. My stomach fluttered, butterflies awakening inside me as I held my gorgeous stepmom tight.

      I wanted to pause for a moment to take in the enormity of what was happening, or just to take in Naomi’s gorgeous face, but she had her own plans. Pushing me back, my knees hit the edge of the small bed and my ass landed on the thin mattress. Jerking up her dress, my mom’s thighs slid to either side of mine as she slipped onto my lap.

      “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she purred into my ear, her breath tickling the skin as she dropped her head to kiss my neck. “I might be perverted, but the thought of fucking my son has gotten me off every night for two months!”

      I tried to tell her my own truth, but she wasn’t to be denied as her fiery lips sought out mine again. Warn hands slipped beneath my shirt, causing goose pimples to pop out all along my body as she felt at my muscles. My own hands had been gripping her waist, but I moved them back and down now, feeling the ass that had dominated my fantasies in school.

      “Mhmm! You gorgeous, boy,” Naomi purred, pulling back with a wicked grin when my fingers sank into her firm ass. “You have no idea what’s in store for you… do you?” Reaching up, she tugged free the clasp holding half of her hair up and shook the glossy dark locks free.

      “I’m going to show you how a man deserves to be treated. Then…” she whipped the hair over one shoulder and licked her bottom lip, the Mediterranean moon illuminating her perfectly. “Then you can take me anyway you want. Use my mouth,” she ran a hand down her chin and neck, “My big tits,” cupping both, she flicked the straps of her dress of, but let the dress hang upon the massive peaks. “Or either hole you want.”

      Grinding her pussy and ass against me, I swallowed hard, hunting for moisture in my mouth. In all my wild experiences over the past couple of months, none of the women had come close to demonstrating the raw sexual appeal of my mom. That added to the wickedness of our taboo situation, and her skills as a model, had my dick stiff as steel and aching in my pants.

      Her eyes widened when she felt my hardon, then softened as her mouth formed a small ‘o’. She went to slide down my body, but that broke the spell freezing me in place and I gripped her ass in strong hands and pulled her tightly against me.

      “Not yet,” I growled, “I need to see you naked first.”

      “Whatever you want… son,” she purred, her body undulating against me as I worked the zipper of her dress down.

      Mom sat back when I reached up to pull down the top of her dress, letting the moonlight slip across her silky-smooth skin. I was happy to see my fingers didn’t tremble as the fabric slipped free of both breasts at once and I took in the firm mounds of flesh. A strapless black bra cupped both together, and I found the clasp and popped it free with a quick turn of two fingers, earning a smile of pride from mom.

      Her eyes were on me, hunting my face to see how I reacted to her nakedness, and wasn’t disappointed by what she found. They were perfection itself. Set close together, the full breasts were capped in silvery areola and inverted nipples that crinkled under my sight. Reaching up with one hand, I cupped first one, then the other, running my thumb over her hardening nipple.

      “They’re sensitive,” she breathed, breath catching when I bent down to take the other in my lips, pressing them around the hardening flesh. “Ohhh, Matty…. Mhmm, let me taste you, baby. I’ve wanted to do this for so long.”

      Rising, she pushed the dress down the rest of the way, smiling and biting her bottom lip when my breath caught. Her stomach was smooth, with just the barest hint of soft swell, before plunging down to a gap between her thighs, covered in the tiniest pair of lacy, black panties.

      Kneeling smoothly between my legs, my mom reached up with nimble fingers and plucked my belt free. Her eyes flashed in the moonlight, along with a bright white smile as she tugged the clothing off me. Then she surprised me by pressing her face into my boxer briefs and inhaling deeply, her thick lips running down the length of my underwear clad stiffness.

      “My son… You’re huge,” her eyes widened when she found the head of my cock down my thighs and with trembling fingers, she pulled down my underwear and stared up at my cock as it rose before her.

      “You’re so beautiful,” I breathed, my fingers sliding through her soft hair as my thumb ran across one smooth, rounded cheek. Her eyes met mine, and I saw her hesitate, not out of nerves, but waiting for something from me. Reading the depths of her, and knowing how similar we are, I licked my lips and pulled her head forward, while angling my dick towards her thick lips. “I want to watch you suck my dick… mommy.”

      “Ohh, baby!”

      She moaned around my cock as she sucked it into her mouth, then with a low moan froze in place. Holding my dick in one hand, eyes squeezed shut tight, she sucked hard, tongue sliding all around the base as she savored the moment. Then her eyes flashed open, baby blue meeting mine as the moonlight glinted off her face.

      “Holy shiiiiiit,” I moaned, as my stepmom rose with delicious slowness, her cheeks hollowed out and tongue slithering all around, finding every sensitive spot in my dick.

      When just the head rested behind her thick lips, she winked at me, then dropped down, ever so slowly, until the head of my cock pushed against the back of her throat. Eyelids fluttering, she did something with the muscles in her neck and sank the last few inches, deepthroating my entire cock.

      My head thumped off the wall, and I jerked back upright, the world swimming back into focus as I heard my own warbling moan of pleasure. My mom’s lips curled at the corners, and she got a look of fierce pride in her eyes as she worked me up and down with deliberate slowness. Her tongue seemed to have a wind of its own, slipping free of her lips when she took me to the base, lapping at my balls.

      Whenever I neared orgasm, she would slow her movements, drawing out the pleasure until it backed off. This went on for countless minutes, her eyes watching me with an intensity I’d rarely seen from her as I slowly became unraveled.

      Certain she intended to tease me all night if I let her, and unable to endure another moment of sublime torture, I slipped my hand from her perfect breasts, which I’d been trying to explore while she deepthroated me, to the back of her head. When I did, mom’s eyes flashed with hunger and pride in turns and a groan of approval escaped her throat.

      “Is this what you wanted?” I growled, knowing my voice would still carry in the close quarters villa but unable to care overly much at the moment. “For your son to fuck your pretty mouth, mom?”

      Her eyes told me to take what I wanted, as her hands rose to form a right ring before her lips. I was on my feet without realizing I’d moved, my hips driving my cock in and out of her. I don’t know what was hotter, fucking the mouth of my gorgeous stepmom, or watching her eyelids flutter independently of one another as she came without a finger having been laid on her pussy.

      “NGH LUV MUGH CUM FAH MEEE!”

      Her hungry words, wet and wanton around my cock driving between her lips set me off, just as much as the incredible sensation and I watched, legs nearly buckling as she jerked my dick with two hands, tongue reaching out to take every drop as I shot into her mouth. Lips latching onto the tip, she sucked hard, and I collapsed back onto the bed, but mom never lost her grip on my dick, falling with me.

      The sensations were too much, and I had to get my hands on the body that had driven me wild for years. Pulling her up with me, I tore off the sheets and pressed my mom back onto the mattress. She twisted out of my grip, doing something with her knees and hips that made her look even more alluring as her ass rocked against me.
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      “You’ve become a man, my son,” her words coming in sharp gasps as I jerked her legs wide and pressed my lips to her neck. “Ohh god, mhmm, taking what you want… Good boy. Take me, baby. I’m yours, Matty… only yours, Ohhh!”

      Her nipples shivered when I sucked on them gently, and I felt her slender legs scissoring as she twisted beneath me. Not content tasting only those glorious mounds of flesh, I trailed kisses down her smooth stomach, until I found the treasure below.

      “Oh baby…. Baby! Yesssss!”

      Even my mom’s pussy was beautiful. The lips were slender and tight, and the skin smooth as a baby’s ass. There was very little scent or flavor to her juices, but she proved as sensitive below as she was above, cumming seconds after my tongue found her clit. Mom’s thighs clamped down around my head, cutting off sound as she cried out beneath me.

      I wanted to make her cum again with my fingers, but mom had other ideas. Surprisingly strong fingers plucked at me, pulling me up as her ankles hooked behind my thighs. Her hands slid around, and one gripped my cock while the other pulled my face to hers.

      “Please baby, mommy needs it!”

      “Holy… shit,” I breathed as her legs drew me inside and I felt the heat of her pussy gripping my dick.

      It was like a furnace swallowed my lower half as I sank within her sex. The world faded, and all I could focus on was the incredible sensations spreading through my body at the point we were connected. Then a fiery tongue slipped inside my mouth and I clutched her close, kissing her with all the passion I possessed.

      We were a mindless, wordless beast as we writhed together, our rhythm in perfect harmony. It was lovemaking, but with a hungry underlying every touch and motion that almost terrified me. As my orgasm approached, we both grew more insistent, our hands clutching at each other until mom cried out in orgasm, her breath mixing with mine.

      The sensation of mom’s tight, unused pussy cumming on my cock was too much for me and I lost my rhythm, and bellowed out a warning. If I’d wanted to withdraw from her before shooting off, I wouldn’t have been able to as mom’s ankles locked behind my ass. Then I flooded her womb with one of the biggest orgasms of my life. The cum flooding her for long seconds as I shook above her on trembling arms.

      “Oh my, Matty,” mom said, her hair matted to her head with sweat and makeup smeared, and still the woman looked more beautiful than any but a bare handful. “That was incredible… My sweet boy. You’ve become the perfect man.”

      I was about to chuckle and say something, but mom did something with her hips that had me, in my weakened state, flipped over onto my back. I sighed when my cock slipped from her pussy, then grinned when she kissed her way down my chest. Eyes watching me with hooded desire, she proceeded to lick and suck my cock clean, worshipping it like Izumi would do, as she sucked it hard once again.

      After that, mom rode me with delicious slowness, the moonlight highlighting her perfect body for my hungry eyes. Massive breasts swaying, I got to witness the euphoria sweep over her face twice before I could endure no more of the slow riding. Growling in desire, I flipped her over and pulled her firm ass back into me and took her from behind, pawing at her body like a man possessed, as I did.

      I don’t know what hour it was when we finally fell asleep, but it was far later than I intended. There could be no regrets, though. Because I’d finally connected with the woman who’d once been closer to me than my own father. I couldn’t be certain under the cloak of darkness, but when we woke and bathed together, then got dressed for the train ride, our conversations easy and stress free.

      The edge that had festered in mom for the past couple years seemed to have been blunted and she even offered Enolla a warm smile when we stepped out of the room and found her waiting in the hall. The gorgeous Italian woman had a light in her eyes and a hard smile angled across her face, but when mom stepped out and waved at her cheerfully, the woman seemed disarmed.

      “Morning, Enolla! It’s a beautiful day,” mom paused and ran a hand down the floral wallpaper. “I didn’t notice yesterday but your house is so beautifully decorated. Who styled it?”

      “I did,” Enolla said, her angry smile shifting into a frown as she glanced up at me. “The train arrives in an hour. Your people are gathering downstairs.”

      “I’ll head down and make sure everything’s packed and ready. Did you see Izumi down there?”

      “She’s double checking a list of equipment,” Enolla shrugged, waving vaguely out to the carport.

      “Is that a Caravaggio?!” Mom asked in surprise, pointing to the end of the hallway through the master bedroom door.

      “My father was a collector,” Enolla said, her frown weakening as she turned to the beautiful painting. “He was foolish when it came to business, but the man knew art.”

      “Breathtaking… Could I see it?”

      Enolla glanced after me as I began making my way downstairs, and I could almost feel her shrug as she turned and led my stepmom back to her bedroom. I don’t know why, but I felt confident my mom would smooth out any issues our evening or exuberant lovemaking might have caused. Mom was nothing, if not charming when she wanted to be, and I suspected in the end the two would find more in common than they might guess.

      I found Izumi reviewing the manifest, ensuring everything was there for our entrance. We would be delivering the team by train from Genoa, Italy, the new home of Frezzazzi. An act that will solidify our two teams’ connections, while at the same time making a stunning entrance to Monaco.

      Once we arrived, the team would have seven hours to prep the car before our demonstration at sunset. Everything rested on the three laps our driver would take, but a lot could go wrong before then, and everything would be on my shoulders. While the team prepped, I’d be holding court with the other team owners and their principals. I knew I’d be judged just as much as the car during that time and my stress levels were starting to rise.
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      I stood in the center of chaos as everyone piled into the shuttles that would take us to the train station. The person I was waiting for, my stepmom, hadn’t left the house with Enolla and I was growing nervous. I was hoping to have my mom’s confident presence at my side, not to mention Enolla had more clout with the owners than any two combined.

      “Mat, the drivers tell me we have to go now, that the train won’t wait for us.”

      “Where are they?” I growled, glancing up at the villa.

      At that moment, my mom swung out of an upper floor window, a white gown wrapped around her. She waved when she spotted me and called down.

      “Enolla’s letting me pick something from her wardrobe. Why don’t you guys go on ahead? She said we’ll follow behind. Don’t worry, we’ll be there!”

      Izumi patted my shoulder when I growled in frustration, but there was nothing I could do about it. There wasn’t time to rush up and herd the pair downstairs, and I wasn’t certain they’d listen to me, anyway. Sometimes a leader must know when to trust others, and when it’s the right time to loosen his hold on the reins of control.

      “We’ll be fine without them,” Izumi said, her confidence in me absolute and I only wished I felt the same as her as we stepped onto the shuttles.

      The narrow streets were filled with sights to see as we made our way across the small town. The train station looked like it was out of a 50s movie and I prayed the train wasn’t as well. We’d rented out all the cars, and our people piled in, excited to see the countryside and Monaco. I took the rear car with Izumi and pulled out my speech and notes, beginning the process of reviewing everything before we arrived.

      “Everyone except your mother and Enolla are on board,” Izumi said when she slipped into the seat beside me. “We have three hours until we arrive in Monaco, then a short bus ride to the facility.”

      “How are the twins doing? I know they wanted to travel with the car and were upset I forced them to come along.”

      “They understand the need but are bouncing off the walls with nerves. You should do something about that before we arrive. I have Lucia here as well, if you need her.”

      “Where’s Lucia?”

      “Right here, love,” I jerked my head around in surprise to find the busty older woman sitting in the seat behind me reading an Italian newspaper.

      I didn’t even realize she’d come and sat behind me in my focus on the speech and other preparations. She set down the paper and reached up to massage my shoulders.

      “Oh dear, you’re stiff as a board, Matt. This simply won’t do.”

      Her hands worked at my tense muscles as Izumi slid out of the seat and scurried to the forward car with a twinkle in her eyes. My car was empty save Lucia and me, and I found myself ignoring the paperwork and watching the countryside pass by out the windows as her hands worked the tension from me.

      “I figured we could kill three birds with one stone,” Izumi said when she returned, guiding the twins before her.

      “What’s this about Izumi? I need to double check the electrical reports to make sure there isn’t feedback in the relays-.” The blonde’s voice trailed off when she took in me sitting near the back of the car with Lucia massaging my shoulders.

      “You two are almost as stressed as the boss,” Izumi said, pushing the pair before her. “Let me worry about the Electrical Engineering work for now… You three, find a way to relax.”

      From her smirk, there was only one thing on her mind as she turned to go.

      “Mhmm, I think I’ll remain behind and make sure the kids stay… on task,” Lucia said, releasing my shoulders and slipping out of her seat.

      The busty Italian woman drew my face around and stoke my arguments away with a kiss. A moment later, I felt two pairs of hands plucking at my shirt and slacks. Then I pulled the twins against me and shifted my lips to theirs.

      As the Mediterranean passed by out the left-hand windows and the alps slipped past on the right, I harnessed the nerves and tension that had been growing in my all morning. The twins needed the diversion as much as I did, and Lucia was all too happy to facilitate our pleasure.

      While I pressed the gorgeous blonde onto the padded seats, kissing first one, then the other as I tugged free their clothing. The busty Italian poked her head out the sliding doors between train cars and spoke with Izumi. Five minutes later, she returned with a bottle of champagne and four glasses.

      The woman sipped her bubbles while watching me take Leigh bent over the back of a seat. The blonde’s energetic cries echoed out across the vista, joining that of the rattling train and steaming engine. While I took Leigh, Selina sauntered over to Lucia and took a glass of champagne, watching me rail her sister while she sipped.

      Leigh couldn’t take much, her sex getting too sensitive after a handful of small orgasms, and I pulled her sister over, pressing the lithe blonde down upon her sweaty twin, and slipping into her dripping pussy. Selina’s cries echoed her sisters from a moment before and warm hands pressed on my ass, diving me deeper and deeper into the girl.

      “She needs to feel all of you, baby,” Lucia purred, her hand on my ass as she sipped the last of her glass.

      With a wicked grin, she flicked the glass over one shoulder and out the window. Uncaring as it careened down a cliff face into the sea below, and snatched my face, kissing my breath away. Gripping the thick woman close, I flooded Selina’s tight pussy, loving the woman’s plaintive whimper as she came again on my dick.

      The twins enjoyed being taught the fine art of cock worship by the elegant Italian woman. But not half as much as I did, standing above the three, watching the busty woman coach the girls as they sat on either side of her. Turning to one, she would guide her tongue along the bottom, and suckle the head with pursed lips, kissing the twin, and reaching around the other to draw her in on the other side.

      Three sets of eyes watched as my dick throbbed to aching stiffness, and though I wanted nothing more than to coat their upturned faces, the leader in me knew I still had a job to do. With the girls passing the bottle back and forth, eschewing the glasses, they watched me fuck Lucia slowly and passionately.

      The MILF wasn’t prepared for the time and attention I paid to her body, my cock stretching her as I peeled the top and bra off her massive breasts. I feasted upon the sensitive nipples as my hands roamed her every curve, grazing her sensitive skin with light touches. By the time I came within her, filling her womb with a healthy dose, she was whimpering in wordless pleasure, skin slick with sweat and hair matted around her head.

      We collapsed onto the bench opposite the twin’s, and I accepted the still chill bottle of champagne. Taking a healthy swig, I let the cooling winds pass over my own sweat slick skin as I took the beauty around me. Not only the women, in their delightful nakedness, but the green mountains with their white peaks, and the startlingly blue waters of the Mediterranean.

      I rushed headlong into the most important moment of my life. An even that would chart the course not only for me, but for all those I loved and depended on me. I should have been nervous or terrified, but I felt absolutely confident as I let Lucia snuggle into my side. There were still two hours until we arrived and from the hungry look growing in the twins’ eyes, I knew my job here still wasn’t done.
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      The train arrived at the Monaco station with me Lucia and the twins standing at the rail, waving to the paparazzo’s and curious pubic. News had leaked about what was happening this weekend, and hundreds of petrol-heads from around the continent had come to see the crazy American and his new machine.

      It being Europe; the buses weren’t ready the moment we arrived, and I was forced to hold court with the press to keep them from pestering my people. The reporters were combative at first, seeking a weakness they could exploit, but I maintained my cool. Parrying their questions with an easy-going charm mom had helped me to perfect over the last couple weeks with her media training.

      “You really think you can have success in Formula One with an untested car, and an untested team?” Scoffed one reporter, more incredulous than angry.

      “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t,” I said, fixing the slender little man with a hard grin. “This evening you’ll get a chance to witness a power unit with new technology, and a suspension system with aerodynamics incorporated into its design. The gear box is still trashy, but we’re working on it.”

      I winked to let them know I was joking, but saw several reporters jot down my words. I grinned internally, knowing the sound bite would be perfect fodder for click-bait headlines. The only reason I could say it is because the engineers were the most bullish about the gearbox they’d designed, and knew it would engender multiple articles, even if the engine exploded.

      “Are there any more questions?” Izumi asked, getting a signal from the twin’s that the shuttles were ready, “Mr. Dalton had time for one more question.”

      “Yes, Frida Schneider from the Die Zeit,” said a beautiful blonde near the front. “Is it true you spent the evening with Enolla Frezzazzi? And that she has agreed to marry you?”

      A hiss of quiet speculation erupted from the journalists and observers. I could see a dozen whispered conversations sparked, shocked, curious, and resentful eyes shifting to me. More than one man glared at me as if I’d stolen their dreams away. The blonde looked like a cat who’d gotten the cream and didn’t seem intent on my answer as she watched the speculation catch, like fire.

      “I spent the evening in her Villa, but as for the rest of it… I’m afraid you’re mistaken, frauline.”

      “Then perhaps you should follow up with Mrs. Frezzazzi because I got this straight from her… And it’s running in the morning edition.”

      “I’m afraid we have to depart. That will be all!” Izumi announced, her strong little hands ushering me off the makeshift stage, towards the shuttle.

      A dozen reporters jumped forward, clamoring to ask a follow up question to Frida Schneider’s. I smiled and nodded but offered nothing else as I let Izumi, Lucia and our people whisk me away. Once we were onboard, the shuttle and the red doors pushed into place, Izumi swore.

      “The bitch is maneuvering, in case tonight’s a failure!” Izumi swore, but I held up a hand to caution her.

      “We don’t know that yet, and the rumors might help us this evening.” Lucia cautioned.

      “None of that matters,” I said. “Rumors are just that, rumors.”

      “Sir, envy can be a powerful emotion. If the other team owners have reason to mislike you-.”

      “They’ve known my cousin since she was a girl,” Lucia snorted. “They may love the look of her, and her mind for business, but she’s too strong willed and difficult for them. They prefer pretty flowers that don’t make headaches for them.”

      “Izumi let me know when Enolla and my mom plan on arriving,” I said. “I’d like to speak with her before anyone else has a chance to.”

      “Of course, sir.” Izumi said, “There’s one other matter your mother wanted me to bring up with you. One of the camera crews she’s hired, and a producer, has been given access to the event. She hoped you would be free for an on-camera interview with her producer.”

      “Schedule it for after we arrive.” The film crew was a distraction from the task at hand, but if things went well, they’d be worth their weight in gold.

      When I saw they didn’t have anything else to bother me with, I focused my attention out the window and took in the beautiful city of Monaco. With the Mediterranean to the south, a harbor filled with yachts and the famous Monte Carlo casino standing over everything, I felt like we’d been transported from an old movie to place out of time.

      A small track was attached to the facility Enolla booked, and the drivers were warming up on it. The scream of their engines, joined with the burnt rubber smell and racing fuel, filled me, dissolving my nervousness, and welcoming me home.

      I spied the film crew, their cameras catching the excitement of our people as they piled off the shuttle. Waiting in the rear, I let everyone exit before stepping into the milling mass of people looking around, lost.

      “First things first,” Leigh called out over everyone’s head, standing on the steps of the shuttle to get their attention. “Mechanic crew, find the garage and get the car out of its shipping crate. Technicians, I want diagnostics set up, just in case. The rest of you know your jobs, let’s get to it-.”

      Leigh cut off when I stepped forward, raising my hands to gather everyone’s attention. Once I had it, I glanced around at our surroundings.

      “We are strangers in a strange land. Make sure you take this in and appreciate where your hard work and sweat have taken us,” I raised a hand and swept it around at the track with its screaming cars, the stands and the state-of-the-art garage beside it. “We’re here because of you. Because of each of you and I want you to know I’ll never forget that. Now, let’s get out there and show these Europeans what fast really is!”

      A cheer rose up and everyone broke with breathless excitement as they went about their jobs and tasks. A mousey brunette with thick-framed glasses tugged at my elbow when I started following Izumi into the garage to check the car had arrived and in one piece.
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      “Mr. Dalton? I’m Sarah Fields, one of the producers your mother hired. Do you mind if we geta quick, to-the-camera interview with you?”

      The other owners hadn’t arrived yet, and in truth, I’d only get in the way if I tried to join in with the mechanics and twins as they uncrated and prepped the vehicle. I pulled out my phone and saw a message from my mom: ‘coming with Enolla. Making an entrance!’. When I read it I groaned internally, terrified of what idea she could have come up with to ‘make an entrance’.

      “Now’s the perfect time,” I said, giving the young woman my most charming smile. “Where would you like to do it?”

      “Somewhere inside, away from the engine noise, if possible,” she said, blushing as she pulled me into the building with her.

      Her camera crew followed, and we found an unoccupied conference room. The woman took out a bag of makeup, and blushing furiously, applied power to my face. ‘To reduce the shine’, she said. I wasn’t a fan of it, but endured the procedure and composed myself when she took a seat behind the camera.

      “Where did the idea to create this new engine come from? I assume that’s the innovation that’s made all of this possible, yes?”

      “The reason we’re here, and the reason for everything I’ve done, had been because of my father. It all started after his passing.” I described the tragic events of his death and the funeral in brief. Then launched into the story of how I’d met Lucia and gotten Izumi to agree to come on board.

      I left out the more salacious details, but even without them, it made for a half-way decent story. The producer interjected question throughout, trying to dig into my psyche throughout the more difficult times. She finished up with a question about my hopes for the future.

      “If we could build cars people want to drive, then I’d call this adventure a success,” I said. “For myself, I want to see us win. I think we can. It might take a few seasons, but seeing Dalton Industries, up on the podium would be a dream come true. And I know my dad would smile down on me from above.”

      “Ok, Mr. Dalton,” Sarah said, “I think we have everything. Thank you for taking the time.”

      “No problem,” I said, plucking the microphone off my lapel and its battery pack off my belt and handing it over.

      The camera crew shuffled out of the room, hurrying to the garage when they heard an engine throb to life. I recognized the sound as our engine and a thrill of excitement shot through me, but before I could hurry after the camera men, Sarah held me back with a grip on my arm.

      “Sorry, sir, but I wanted to ask you something… without the cameras around.”

      I cocked an eyebrow at the young woman, curious about what had made her so nervous she could barely look me in the eyes.

      “Sir my sister is a buyer at Neflax, and I’ve been sending her footage from our dailies,” she held up a hand, warding off my angry retort. “I know we weren’t supposed to release any footage, but I knew it was gold and she’s interested in buying it.”

      “You’re lucky she didn’t leak anything,” I said, “And that you came to me with this instead of my mom.” The girl winced and I sympathized with the emotion. “What does it mean that they’re interested in purchasing it? Do they license the program?”

      “They purchase it outright, often for millions,” Sarah said with a hint of growing excitement.

      “Tell her to run any deals they want to make through Lucia and tell her to ‘cc’ Izumi on the message.”

      “Very good, sir,” the young woman said, then shifting awkwardly. She didn’t seem to know how to leave. Finally, she ducked a curtsey, blushing a furious shade of red as she darted from the office.

      I was used to such interactions at this point. Women are an odd lot. Make it with a gorgeous woman, and instead of being upset or threatened, they seek to make it with that man themselves. I don’t know if it’s a competitive spirit born of primal origins, or something more modern and status driven, but it’s made me the apple of more eyes than I can count.

      Pulling out my phone, I checked the headlines, making sure nothing had leaked. Nothing had, and I felt a wave of relief. Then a message came through from an unlisted number. Opening it, I saw a yellowed magazine laid out on a table. It had been opened to the swimsuit model in the centerfold.

      The model stood with one leg forward, and arm back and the other lifting a pair of sunglasses off a perfect, aquiline nose. She stood in a strapless and high-waisted yellow bikini and looked at the camera with a smokey expression that highlighted her wide-set mouth and thick lips.

      My heart began racing the moment I saw the picture, and it took several seconds for me to realize there was a car in the background. The woman was the most enchanting and beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and every fiber of my being wanted her. Then I spotted the beauty mark just above her dimple and I gasped.

      The model was my stepmom.

      Another message popped up right after the photo, and my mind began spinning the moment I read it.

      ARRIVING IN ONE HOUR. LANDING ON THE RACETRACK. GET THEM PREPPED AND READY, BIG BOY. -ENOLLA

      An hour didn’t us much time to get everything ready, but I wasn’t going to waste the opportunity. I had no idea what Enolla and my mom had been cooking up, but I could either trust them or not, and there’s no one else I’d trust to put on a spectacle than those women.
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      Hurrying from the conference room, I found Izumi standing off to the side of the garage as the mechanics crawled all over the car, making last-minute preparations. Sarah popped up behind Izumi but waved for me to ignore her and the camera that swung around to stick its lens in my face. Ignoring them, I pulled my little assistant to the side.

      “We need to hurry things along. How soon can I begin the demonstration?”

      “Let me check with the twins,” Izumi scurried off, and I felt my heart begin pumping quickly when I spotted the first Bentley pull up outside the building.

      I was about to signal Lucia, but the woman had set up watchers who signaled her when the first team owner arrived. I watched through a side window as a swarthy man in an expensive suit rolled from the Bentley. I recognized the man immediately, as the owner of a mid-range team, and the three beauties that exited the backseat, each in a matching dress of a different color.

      The three were the man’s wife and two mistresses. The women were sisters, and from the intel Izumi and the twins had been able to gather, genuinely in love with the man. I saw evidence of it now, as the man’s wife moved around him, straightening his suit and brushing back his hair with a gentleness that could only be love.

      The man recognized Lucia and beamed a smile when she appeared to welcome him in. The busty Italian had brought two of the prettier young women who did a good job of distracting the man.

      “Leigh said we’re ready to go but if there’s time for another Start-up, they’ll take it.”

      “Tell them to do it. I’ll keep these men occupied,” I nodded out to the second Bentley pulling up to the building.

      “I’ll join you,” Izumi grinned, then darted off to relay my orders to the twins.

      The building attached to the garage had a beautiful conference room that overlooked the track, and I met the two owners there.

      “Here is the man of the hour,” the swarthy man said, raising his arm in greeting to me as I stepped in. “Looks like his father, doesn’t he, Fredricke?”

      The second man looked up from the cheese platter he’d been perusing and glanced at me with a small frown. “Dalton was a small-time fool. Why do you think you’ll succeed where he failed, boy?”

      Thankfully Izumi had prepped me on all these men, and I knew Frericke Gorslag was a man who battled anything and everyone he met and had no respect for those who didn’t stand up to him.

      “Dishonor my father’s name again and I’ll take you down to the track for a… conversation.”

      “Hmph! If it was twenty years ago, I’d take you up on that offer just to see what you’re made of, boy,” Fredriche growled, but I caught a hint of amusement in his eyes at the genuine threat in my tone. “Tell us about the engine. It’s the only thing we came for.”

      “Relax, Frericke,” Emul, the swarthy man, said, waving to the two older beauties standing at Frerickes shoulders. “Take your wives and enjoy the champagne and food. His people have put out a wonderful spread… Speak of the angels and one arrives,”

      Emul beamed when Izumi slipped into the conference room and whispered in my ear. Even Fredricke lost a touch of his peevishness when he took in my assistants’ slender beauty.

      “Izumi, could you set up the projector? It looks like the rest are arriving.” I spotted another couple Bentleys outside and men with harems of women spilling out of them.

      “We aren’t going to hear about this new engine you’ve designed until the rest get here, will we?” Fredricke asked, his expression souring when Izumi slipped out of the room.

      “I’m afraid you’ll have to wait until every arrives,” I said, with a shrug of apology, then raising my head as if I’d just had a thought, I called to Izumi who popped her head in before heading downstairs to the garage. “While we’re waiting, do you think you could take Fredricke here and his lovely ladies down to see the garage?” I turned to Frericke and offered a sly wink. “They’ll be starting her up any minute for the last test run before the big show. If you’re lucky, you’ll get to see the start-up procedure.”

      The man’s nose gave a small wiggle, and he couldn’t keep the interest from his eyes when he heard that. It was possible, if one knows these things inside and out, to glean valuable information about our technology from seeing the start-up procedure and he was a man who valued such things. I knew the information would come out soon anyway, and it wouldn’t hurt to let him puzzle it out for himself. Just the opposite, in fact, as the man flashed me a rare grin as he followed Izumi’s pert rear out of the conference room.

      “That was well handed,” Emul said, with an approving nod. “Frericke is a touchy ass, but brilliant when it comes to engineering. If You’ve got something here, he’s the only one the FIA will trust in this group. What is this cheese? It’s divine!”

      “It’s from America,” I said, spying the label. “Have you ever been to Wine Country in California?”

      “Dear man, my wife is French,” she said with a glance over at one of the slender beauties. “If I suggested they made anything other than swill in California…” he nibbled the soft-ripened brie again and closed his eyes with a soft moan. “But this is heaven itself.”

      “You know what you do,” I said, steering the man towards the conference table with an arm around his thick shoulders. “Take them to the beaches and then sneak in a few wines from Napa and Sonoma. I promise they’ll be hooked once they see the valleys.”

      “They have wanted to visit LA and San Fran,” he mused. Then another group of owners was pushing their way into the conference room, men with giant personalities and bigger egos jostling and joking with one another.

      I should have felt nervous as the room filled and I was forced to hold court, meeting each owner and their women. Instead, I felt a calm confidence that only grew when I heard the throaty roar of the engine below. The other owners had been eyeing me like a sheep for slaughter until that sound erupted. Then I saw each reassess me as they settled into their seats.

      Glancing down at my phone, I saw another text message from Enolla that simply said: ‘Twenty minutes!’ Taking a deep breath, and meeting Izumi and Lucia’s eyes where they sat in the back of the conference room, I flicked on the old-school projector and began my presentation.

      “America is the last frontier of untapped markets. The growth potential dwarfs anything this sport has seen in five decades, and I’m here to show you how that wealth… can be ours.”

      These were businessmen, not engineers, even if some had started out that way. They loved motor sport, and the technology associated with is, but they wouldn’t be won over by reviewing engine designs. Most of them wouldn’t be, at least.

      Instead of proving that Dalton Industries could compete with the best of them, my case rested entirely on the opportunity to grow the sport. They were nervous about the predominance of NASCAR in the states, but I was able to prove it was a cultural phenomenon and not one that translated to the coasts. While Formula One would tap into a wider and more diverse audience.

      The tactic proved wise, as it allowed them to focus on potential profits and not the competition I’d be bringing to the paddock. They still weren’t sold as I would down my presentation, but I saw most were interested in the opportunity to widen their markets and deepen their pocket books.
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      “If you gentleman will come with me, we’ve arranged for a demonstration of the car we’ve designed and fabricated.” Izumi, Lucia and I led the group downstairs into the garage, and out onto the track.

      The car had been wheeled out and sat steel gray and gorgeous. The aerodynamics gave the car a dangerous look, and without the stickers and advertising covering the chassis, it looked sleek.

      “What’s this fool doing?” Emul grunted, waving his half-empty champagne flute towards the sky where a helicopter was approaching, looking intent on landing near the car.

      Not knowing what my mom and Enoll had prepared, I felt a small wave of anxiety, but I’d already determined to trust the women and it wouldn’t do to waffle on that at the last moment.

      “If everyone will look this way,” I said, drawing all the owners and their women’s eyes toward me. “I know some of you are aware that Dalton Industries, has a partner in F1, and I’d like to introduce her now.”

      “It’s Enolla. Of course,” grumbled one of the owners with a sour grimace as the wind kicked out by the propeller blades kicked dust up into his eyes.

      When the helicopter touched down, Enolla slipped one perfect leg out the side door before the rest of her followed. The woman made my mouth go dry when I took in the stunning dress she wore. The blue garment conformed to Enolla’s heavenly curves, with a slip up the front, revealing her long tanned legs.

      The other owners clapped politely when Enolla Frezzazzi walked forward, but when she turned and raised a hand at the helicopter, they frowned in puzzlement at one another. Then the first slender leg slipped out, followed by the second. Then mother stepped free, her eyes searching for me in the crowd, as she stood with a model’s poise.

      The only sound was the winding engine of the helicopter, and other than that, stunned silence reigned as everyone took in my stepmom. She was wearing the exact same bikini as in the magazine spread, down to the way her hair was styled. I saw owners blinking and licking their lips as they recognized her. In an instant, they were all boys and young men, staring at the model who’d once enchanted them.

      “Naomi,” breathed one man, earning an annoyed glance from his wife that faded when the woman turned back to my mom.

      She, like the rest of the women, was watching Naomi with mixtures of awe, envy, and appreciation. My stepmom was a world-class beauty, there could be no denying it as she walked towards our group with a confident strut. Few of the other team owners’ wives or mistresses could match my mom for sheer, undeniable sex appeal, let alone beauty.

      The men watching were even more enthralled than their women. My mom’s bikini triggered memories from their teenage and younger years that had silver-haired men blushing like schoolboys when mom offered them each a smile. She shocked them, and me by walking right up to me and, slipping an arm within my jacket, pulled me into a fierce kiss. The embrace was filled with so much passion and hungry I almost forgot where we were as I pulled her up into my arms, letting my hands run down her back. Then just as quickly as she’d grabbed me, mom stepped away and, with a smokey smile for the group of owners, made way for Enolla.

      The Frezzazzi heiress watched my face carefully as she stepped close. The hungry-amusement mother had awoken in me, banked into simple hunger when I took in the gorgeous Italian woman. She went to kiss me lightly on the cheeks, as her hair whipped around her head, the helicopter blades kicking up more wind as it rose to depart.

      Something about the woman’s icy beauty, surrounded by the pomp and circumstance, struck me as something I never wanted to forget. She was a strong woman, unbowed by the moment, like myself and I held her with strong hands as the truth flashed through my mind.

      Mother was right. This woman was perfect for me.

      With that thought dominating my mind, I threw caution to the wind and took a half step forward. Enolla was put off balance and fell back into my arm, her black hair whipping around her shocked face as she stared up into mine.

      “Today can go to hell, and I’ll regret nothing, because it brought me closer to you, Enolla.”

      Her breath caught when she heard my words, unable to reach far over the sound of the helicopter’s engine. One hand had been holding the sunglasses to her face, while the other gripped my arm to keep from slipping, and with a laugh that made my heard swell she threw the glasses behind her and released my arm.

      The woman’s slender arms wrapped around the back of my neck as I moved in. I could tell she relished the moment, but the moment our lips touched, so did her poise. Butterflies swirled in my stomach as she trembled in my arms. Her lips were thick and soft as pillows, and the barest tip of her tongue reached through to brush mine.

      When she parted, the spot where her tongue had touched burned and I had to force myself to draw a breath and release her. Turning on somewhat shaky legs, I took in the watching crowd and, mind unable to stop working, parsed their expressions to see how my little stunt had landed.

      They think I’m a pawn.

      Not all the men were wearing the expression, but enough were that I felt a wave of relief. It was always a possibility that they would think the younger, less experienced American would be controlled and manipulated by Frezzazzi. But I hadn’t wanted to base my pitch on such weakness.

      If these men thought I was a pawn in another one of Enolla’s games, they’d be more willing to let Dalton Industries enter the paddock. As a pawn of Frezzazzi, I was something they understood and knew how to deal with. I’d wanted them to see me as an equal, but there would be plenty of years to earn their respect. If we could pass this first challenge.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, if you’ll follow me off the track. Our driver has been patient enough.”

      Fredricke found me as Enolla and I ushered everyone off the track. I spied my mom, waylaid by several older team owners. She parried the old horn-dogs’ advances while remaining as charming as ever. I felt confident that by the time the evening was over, those men would be firmly in her, and thus my, pocket.

      “I don’t understand the linkage requirement in your engine.” He blurted, ignoring the others who wanted my attention. “Wouldn’t that make it more vulnerable to breaking, and not less?”

      “It has the opposite effect,” I said. “Because of internal pressures, there is less wear on the steel than there would be in the open. We’ve found in simulations that engine life is extended with the linkage.”

      “Impossible,” the man said, but sounded more like he was trying to convince himself. “But what about the combustion curve? It should stand to reason-.”

      “There are some things we can’t divulge because their proprietary technologies, but if you’d like a full rundown of everything that’s non exclusive, Izumi here would be more than happy to debrief you.”

      The parsimonious German frowned down at my gorgeous assistant, clearly not believing that the beautiful young woman would be able to provide the technical details he was after. He thought I was pawning him off to a brainless beauty, but I saw his frown melt in moments when the brilliant little woman began talking, and his lips even quirked into a smile a time or two.
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      The driver stepped out of the garage after his final meeting with the twins and walked over with a cocky strut. Enolla had provided the young Australian and promised he could drive anything with a wheel. The twins and I had spent a sleepless night before leaving, watching YouTube clips of the kid on the carting track and Formula Three, where he was starting to make a name for himself.

      He walked with a confidence that reassured me, which I needed at the moment. Everything I’d been working towards since my father’s funeral would be on the line. A large part of me still wanted to drive the car, but I knew, especially after the last hour with these men, that if I climbed into that car, I’d never have these men’s respect. I’d be a novelty and one they want to crush above all else.

      “Matt, I presume?” The driver asked, stopping before me, and holding his hand out. “Want to thank you for giving me the chance to drive such a sweet ride, mate. Shits gonna be so sweet.”

      “Put it on the edge,” I said with a wink as I gripped his hand.

      He flashed back a million-dollar smile and returned the wink. With a final hungry glance for Enolla, the kid pulled on his helmet and climbed into the car. I felt a presence at my side and turned to find Izumi standing there, and behind her Lucia. The busty Italian woman rested a hand on my shoulder, offering me her support.

      A hand took mine right one, and I found my mom there. She smiled up at me and I saw pride shining through brighter than it ever had. She drew in a deep breath, doing wonderful things to the inner curves of her breasts, and slipped her other hand around mine. Standing on her tip-toes, she brushed a light kiss on my lips, then released my hand and slipped beside Izumi, making way for Enolla.

      It was a strange realization when Enolla stepped up beside me in her heels and I looked down at her. The first time we’d met, it had felt like I was looking up at the gorgeous women. So, sparkling in her couture clothing and jewelry, this boy from Detroit didn’t think he stood a chance.

      Now I met her gaze as an equal and saw that recognition in her eyes. For a woman who had never found a man worthy of her, I wanted almost nothing more than to be that; worthy. And to do so, all I had to do was pursue my dreams. As the drill spun up, and the engine roared to life, a rush of adrenaline, passion, and more than a healthy dose of desire flooded my body.

      Enolla’s hand gripped mine, taking the place of my mom’s and pushing back the anxiety threatening to step in and distract my thinking. I needed all my faculties as I shifted my attention from the mechanics and driver, finalizing the car, and the team owners watching. These men knew cars and engines and their impressions mattered. Their grudging approval at the engine’s sound was all well and good, but we had to seal the deal.

      The driver was finally ready, and with a thumbs up, he let it rip. The twins were standing with two engineers at a bank of monitors and the wise owners watched them, while those without a clue watched the car scream away in a cloud of rubber smoke.

      “You’ve done everything you said you would,” Enolla remarked, diverting my attention. “I didn’t believe it possible but you’re a remarkable young man, Matthew Dalton.”

      “Thanks,” I said, trying to read the twins’ lips as they concentrated on the readouts. I thought I caught something about engine temp, and my mind filled with horrid images of the engine exploding.

      “And it all comes down to this moment… this important moment when nothing can distract you from your prize… Yes? Nothing?”

      Something in the woman’s tone brought my head around and I felt my world teeter on the brink, as the long fingers of her free hand gathered in the loose folds of her dress.

      “Now, woman?!” I growled, the light in her eyes making it plain what she wanted.

      “If you want me, then prove it.” the passion was a fire that could flay skin as quickly as it could consume lust.

      It wasn’t the threat hovering behind her expression. I knew that was fear of rejection manifesting; it was the vulnerability. This woman had never asked the world, let alone a man, for anything, and I wasn’t about to deny her.

      “Lucia, you’re in charge until I return.”

      “Yes, sir!” Lucia didn’t sound certain, but I knew she would do fine in my absence, and she had mom and Izumi to help.

      With the scream of our first car zipping behind us on the track, I pushed Enolla Frezzazzi into the building and blocked out the world. All that mattered to me in this moment was the gorgeous woman giggling in my arms, and how quickly I could get her out of her dress.

      I pushed open a door and dragged Enolla in behind me. Finding ourselves in a small, windowless office, I took her face in two hands, and by the faint light, drank in the sublime lines of her face. The woman stared up at me with an odd shyness as she trembled in my hands.

      “It has been many years since I…” There was a hint of fear in her voice, though she’d never admit it, and her eyes widened noticeably when she felt my hardness shift against her hip. “Be gentle with me.”

      “Gentle wasn’t what I had in mind.”

      “Oh, God!” Enolla groaned when my lips met her neck.

      The skin was smooth and firm as I kissed my way down. Rough hands tugged the dress of her shoulders and I thought I heard fabric tear, but in my hungry need I didn’t care. All I could think about was getting at the breasts she’d used to drive me crazy for months. The zipper came down, and the fabric rolled down, revealing her heavy, full breasts.

      The woman knew how much her body enchanted me when she took in my face. Her smile grew wider, and she pulled back out of my arms, and slid back onto the room’s lone desk. Hooded eyes locked on me as she slipped free of the dress with a little hip shimmy, then stood before me in only a tiny pair of black panties.

      The woman reclined, showing off her narrow waist and flaring hips to perfection as she crossed her ankles and twisted her knees to the side. As I tugged my shirt off and flipped open my belt, she reached up to caress one breast and bit her bottom lip, eyes flaring when my shirt came free and she took in my muscles. Then my pants dropped and her eyes fell to the heavy cock swinging between my thighs, her breath caught in shock.

      “Oh my God, baby… Magnifico… Tu sei perfecto…”

      Slipping off the desk, she sank to her knees before me, hands resting gently on my thighs as she pressed her lips to the underside. Dark eyes meeting mine, the gorgeous woman pressed wet kisses up the length of me until she reached the head. Eyes searching my face, she woman’s thick lips slipped over the head, and I couldn’t stifle my groan of pleasure when her fiery mouth engulphed the glands.

      “Holy fuck,” I groaned, shocked as pleasure I’d rarely felt radiated from her touch.

      The woman moved with deliberate slowness; her lips locked around my dick as she sucked me slowly into her throat. That wicked tongue of hers slithered all over the head and underside, finding every sensitive spot as she took me deep. I was going wild with desire, her movements too slow to get me off, and too skillful for me to ignore.

      Growling I slid free of her hungry mouth, ignoring Enolla’s grunt of dissatisfaction, I bent down and grabbed her, one hand on her ass and the other on the back of her neck. The heiress gasped in shock when I swept the desk free of papers and its pen cups and lay her down. The sounds of clattering office-wear still filled the small space as I pressed the head of me against her wetness.

      “Yes! Portami! Take me, you beautiful man!”

      Her arm snacked around my neck, and the other slipped between us. Her hand slipped over my cock to press it home within her. Nails dug into the back of my neck as she let out a hiss of pleasure, and then I felt her entrance grip me, the soft walls sucking me deep as I pulled Enolla tightly against me.

      There was no art to our lovemaking, only need. There would be time in the future to fully explore each other, but right now we answered to a primal desire that had been growing between us since the first time we met. It had a power of its own that we couldn’t deny, only surrender to.

      The desk squealed across the floor, its steel feet wracking havoc with the tile floor. The computer shook towards the edge and finally teetered off with a horrendous crash that accompanied another falsetto scream of Enolla. I was oblivious to the commotion we were making. The feeling of the woman’s near virginal tightness, and her lips and hands upon my skin, was driving me wild.

      I gripped her slender waist with two hands as I fucked into her with powerful strokes. The desk hit the wall and started to tilt under my relentless pace. With a growl of frustration, I flipped Enolla over, without dislodging my dick. Her long leg flashed over my head, then her firm ass was pushing back into my thrusts as I met her beat for beat.

      I couldn’t see her gorgeous face, only hear her plaintive cries of pleasure as she approached a second peak of pleasure. Pulling her up, she twisted in my arms, wide mouth finding mine as she huffed out with every thrust. The fingers of one hand sank into the crook of her hip, as the other gathered one massive breast, massaging the firm flesh as I tugged and twisted the nipple.

      “Yes! Yes! There, mi amore, there!”

      The woman’s eyes went wide, and I felt her pussy grip my cock like a vise. Shivering in my arms and around my dick, I held the woman tight, unable to stop fucking her incredible pussy as my own orgasm reached its peak. Long nails dug into my cheek, pulling my face down as my balls throbbed and I flooded her womb with whiteness.

      “Now that you’ve fucked me,” she purred, one hand cupping her abdomen before she twisted in my arms and pressed a kiss to my chest. “Are you going to put a ring on it?”
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      I could only laugh at the woman’s audacity, the sound drowned out by the scream of our car circling once again on the track. From the sharpness in Enolla’s gaze, it was clear she didn’t think it was amusing, which only made me laugh all the harder. Before her glare turned into a frown, I snatched her close and kissed away her bad mood.

      “I won’t stop you from being a man of power. I know my cousin and that little assistant are more than just colleagues,” Enolla said, speaking softly as she pulled her dress back on. “But if you’re just using me- hey! Mhmmm.”

      I snatched her back; the dress falling around her legs and tripping her into my arms. Pushing a silky dark lock of hair behind one ear, I marveled at the woman’s timeless beauty and let her see the wonder I was feeling.

      “From the moment I saw you, I couldn’t get you out of my head. And everything I’ve learned about you since has only made me want you more.” her growing smile froze. “Want you in every way. I want your mind, helping me run my business,” the smile returned, growing even faster than it had before. “I want your willpower to do what others think can’t be done. I want your beauty.” I let the fingers slide down one perfectly smooth cheek. “All of it, forever.”

      “You are a charmer, Mr. Dalton,” she said, then slipping from my arms, she waved a hand in a vague motion. “But I’ll have to consider your marriage proposal closely. I receive so many you see-ahhahah!”

      She squealed in glee when I snatched her back around the waist, then fell into blissful silence when our lips met. I was hardening again when the scream of the engine approached, and we both pulled back from the kiss at the same moment. Two sets of eyes stared into each other’s, realizing how this must have looked, and burst out into laughter at the same moment.

      We weren’t there to greet the driver when he clambered free of the car, but the crowd was still cheering him when I pushed through with a wreath of flowers. The young man didn’t care about the fanfare, all he cared about were the lap times and for that, I respected him even more.

      The car didn’t beat the course record, but it did well enough to be respectable, topping Formula 2 speeds and putting us near the bottom of the Formula 1 pack. For the car’s first real test run, it was a monumental success, without being threatening to the other owners.

      “Emul, looks like you’ll only have one team on the paddock this year. Dalton’s got a runner and I want to see what she’s capable of,” Fredricke said when we stood behind the twin’s listening as they reviewed the split times with the driver and the car’s diagnostics throughout.

      “You’ll bring Naomi to the races?” Emul asked, and when I gave him a wink of affirmation, he broke out into an embarrassed chuckle. “I was in university when the magazine came out. You understand how these things are. Just to see that woman… it brings pleasure to an old man’s heart.”

      “Naomi will be traveling with us, everywhere.” Enolla answered the man, stepping up and slipping an arm over my shoulder as she fixed me with a fierce grin. “I’ve grown fond of her company… And I’m not the only one.”

      “You’re a lucky man Mr. Dalton.” Emul said, and thought I wasn’t looked at him, I could hear the wistfulness in his tone. “If I were half my age, I’d give you a run for your money.”

      “I’m sure you would, sir… But I don’t think luck has anything to do with it.” I felt a warm hand resting on my back as mom’s perfume wafted around me. “Fortune favors the bold.”

      “That she does,” Enolla purred, pressing her body against me before snatching my head down for a kiss.

      I had to release her after that, or risk turning off the other owners with the PDA. They were men of privilege and power, so they understood the fire coursing through my veins better than any. I gained as much reputation with these men by controlling myself for the rest of the evening as I had with the gaudy display at the track. And Enolla and I’d liaison, at the most critical moment, was taking on a life of its own.

      The men joked about it in corners while their women spoke of it in awed voices. Whatever I lost with the men, I more than made up for with their women. These were Europeans, with a dramatic sense of the romantic. After Enolla spread it around that she’d demanded I prove my love to her, by ditching the test to giving her the best sex of her life, I’d shown devotion, passion, and skill.

      Drawing the crowd inside, there was a spread prepared in the European fashion. The accoutrement, however, was all American. The labels had been removed, and it was a few minutes of sipping red and picking at soft-ripened brie before anyone noticed.

      “Another benefit of growing your market,” I said to Emul when he remarked on the delicious fare. “I think you’ll the New World will surprise you with its wines and cheeses.”

      “I wouldn’t say that too loudly,” he said, glancing to the side where a heated Enolla glared at me.

      “You think this soft stuff is better than Parmigiano-Reggiano?” There was a sneer in her voice, but I noticed she was on her third helping in as many minutes. Wisely, I kept that to myself and steered the conversation into more friendly territory.

      The evening ended before it got too late, cars waiting to take everyone home. Fredricke and Emul were wasted by that point. Fredricke trying for the fifth time to wiggle out the secret of our engine, while Emul waxed poetic about my stepmom, which she tolerated with a warm smile. And then the last of them were gone, and it was over.

      Turning, I found the twins sagging into chairs, exhausted but looking pleased. I raised a glass, drawing everyone’s attention to me as I scanned the crowd.

      “I want to thank everyone for a successful demonstration. We did what we needed tonight, and I believe we’ll be receiving good news when they meet this weekend. Take tonight and tomorrow to spend with your families and enjoy all that Monaco has to offer. On Monday, we start again. This time with our eyes on the winners’ cup!”

      A cheer rose in answer, and corks were popped. We spent several hours in the garage, drinking and enjoying one another’s company. The twins were ecstatic about the prospect of managing a real Formula One team and couldn’t be distracted from reviewing the data and readings with the engineers until the music came on, then they let their hair down and joined us on the dance floor.

      I fell into bed that evening with Enolla and my stepmom tangled in my arms. The women had been flirting with one another all evening and it had finally culminated in Enolla trapping Naomi with me in the hallway. That night I was grateful for my youth, because an older man’s heart might have exploded if he’d had to content with the two goddesses at once.

      That evening, I got a taste of what the future held in store for me.

      Mom was an eager submissive, and Enolla loved watching me dominate her gorgeous former rival. The first thing she did was press my stepmom back onto a table while kissing down her neck. She positioned my mom perfectly, so her head hung off the edge of the table. Then, with a wink to me, she slid her fingers down my mom’s long throat.

      “See something you want to fuck, big boy?”

      Mom’s eyes flared wide, and her tongue reached out when she realized what I was about to do. While Enolla peeled off her dress and played with her massive boobs, I slipped my cock into her hungry mouth. With a firm hand on the back of her head, to keep it from banging on the edge of the table, I fucked my mom’s tight throat.

      Mom came on Enolla’s fingers and tongue as her throat stretched around my cock. Watching the soft flesh bulge when I fucked her throat was incredible, but nothing compared to when Enolla crawled up and began making out with me. The Italian heiress came seconds after I coated mom’s throat and face in a massive load of cum.

      After that, thing got wild between the two. They both competed to see who could give the better blowjob, which devolved into the pair locked in a passionate kiss while I took them both from behind. Their legs intertwined, I pressed their pussies together and alternated between them, our pleasure reaching its peak together. After that it was a competition over who could ride me the best, with both women trying to break my hips as they showed off for the other.

      Once again, they ended up turning each other on with their gyrating hips and swaying breasts and I soon had a pussy on my face and one on my cock while the sexy MILFs made out. When both screamed out their pleasure into each other’s mouths, and collapsed beside me, I pulled them close, our hungry mouths finding one another.

      “You must be exhausted,” mom purred into my ear as she snuggled up against one side, the hotel sheets clinging to her sweat slick skin. “It’s been a long day for you.”

      “I am,” I yawned, barely able to keep my eyes open. “And tomorrow’s going to be just as busy. We have the European Commission to meet with, then Izumi and I meet with regulators about the Model Z’s emissions.”

      “Poor baby,” Enolla said, sounding not the least bit sorry for me as she slipped off the bed. My eyes followed her nakedness with a hungry I’d thought sated. Mom chuckled in her throat when she felt me stiffen as I took in Enolla’s svelte curves. “I suppose you don’t want to come… take in the room’s stunning view of Monaco… hmm?”

      Her ankles crossed as she leaned forward and rested her hand on the railing, doing incredible things to her ass and hanging breasts. I was rising from the bed on suddenly strong legs, as Enolla let out a pleased cackle. The woman always tested me, forcing me to see where my real boundaries lay. That night, I took her with passion on the balcony for the world to see, and after she’d taken my load in her womb, she slipped to her knees with my mom and sucked my cock clean. We passed out soon after, a tangle of limbs in silk sheets with the world as our toybox.
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      “When does the plane with the investors land?”

      “At noon,” Izumi said, referencing her phone.

      “And we have a car waiting for them?”

      She frowned at me. “Yes, we’ve arranged everything. Including rooms for them at the Four Seasons. What’s got you so nervous, Matty? That’s the second time this morning you’ve asked about it.”

      “Today’s an important day,” I said, rising and staring out the window of my new office.

      From the 56th floor of the Dalton Building, I scanned the city of Detroit. We could have moved our company to any state and were offered generous tax breaks and incentives from most of the richest, but it was important we stay. Not only was there a hungry workforce ready to build the best cars the world had ever seen, but this was home, and I was eager to see what this new renaissance did to the city.

      “You already know what the sales figures are,” Enolla said with a sniff. “I don’t understand you Americans with your ceremony over business matters, hmph!”

      “It’s a quarterly earnings call, Enolla,” Lucia said, and I thought I could hear her frown as she spoke. “I know for a fact you have them too.”

      Enolla didn’t acknowledge her cousin’s point, refusing to let her expression even betray that she’d heard the woman. They bickered, but had become close as sisters over the last two years. For all that their love had grown, they still liked to get one over on the other, especially if it was in front of me.

      “Take your mind off the meeting later and help us pick the teams new livery.” My mom held up a pile of swatches laying on the low table in the center of the office.

      She sat with Leigh and Selina, reviewing samples sent by the marketing team downstairs. I glanced at the various shades of pastel and neon colors and shuddered. Mom glanced up and noticed my frown.

      “You hate them, don’t you?”

      “We’re not coating our people in pastel jumpsuits.” Her frown softened, and the hint of a smile peeked onto the corners of her lips. “Stick with the stars and stripes. Everyone loves the classics.”

      “I still don’t understand why we’re changing the livery,” Enolla said. “You’re the most famous racing team in the world after the Netflax documentary. Why change it now?”

      “She has a good point,” Leigh said.

      “Decision made,” I said. “We’re keeping the old livery. We keep it until we win the cup.”

      A smile of fierce pride grew on Enolla’s lips, and she rose with a flourish and pulled me into a passionate kiss. I felt one of her legs hook around the back of my thigh and a snicker of amusement from one of the twins. Even after all this time, the woman still left my head spinning after one of her kisses.

      My wife loves two things above all else, being right, and being dramatic.

      She nipped at my bottom lip as she ran her hand beneath my suit coat. Her teeth almost drawing blood as the fire I knew so well lit in her eyes. Glancing down at my fine suit and neatly pressed white shirt, I sighed, knowing they wouldn’t be staying that way for long.

      A throaty chuckle escaped my wife’s throat as she twisted in my arms, pressing her ass to my hardening manhood, as she took my hands and ran them down her curvaceous body. She met Izumi’s eyes and nodded to the door, which set off a flurry of fluttering lashes and deep breaths.

      Izumi rose and stepped quickly to the office door and popped her head out. I heard her hushed words but couldn’t make them out, but the reply from Maria was clear, “Yes, ma’am, understood.”

      The housekeeper proved to have an able mind and was performing admirably as my executive assistant. She often laughed, because the work was easier and the pay better, plus she got to be there every morning to ‘relax me’ as she put it. I’d come to relish my morning breaks with the busty Latina kneeling beneath my desk, hungrily slurping on my cock until she received a mouthful of cum.

      Maria’s eyes met mine, and I saw a glint in them. I knew I’d be relaying this morning’s antics to the MILF during tomorrow morning’s ministrations. She loved to hear about the wild encounters Enolla and I got up to and never tired of listening to them as she worshipped my dick.

      Izumi flicked the lock into place and reached up to pop the bottom on the top of her white blouse. As Enolla’s hands slipped my coat off my shoulders’ the other women picked up on the changed atmosphere, their breaths deepening and eyelids hooding as they took in the three of us.

      My former assistant, now head of engineering, let the delicate garment fall off her shoulders, slipping free of her arms as it pooled at her feet. Her dark eyes sparkled up at me when she saw my expression. The minx had worn the lacy black bra I’d bought her for Christmas the year before, knowing how it drove me to distraction. The stiff cups held her firm breasts up high, but the lace was transparent, letting me take in her perfectly pink nipples.

      “My husband is stressed,” Enolla purred, her nimble fingers plucking free the buttons of my expensive shirt, slipping inside to caress my muscles before tugging the tails free. “Slave, come and help me strip him.”

      My mom perked up, but Enolla was speaking to Izumi. I heard my wife’s throaty chuckle as she slipped from behind me and slipped onto the seat beside the window. With a wicked grin, and a crook of her finger she had my mom crawling across the thick carpet towards her.

      “You can drink him after, Naomi… I want to see that gorgeous face between my thighs…. Ohhh mmmm, your tongue is… heavens above… talenteeeeddd NGHH!”

      I read mom’s satisfaction in the curve of her back and set of her shoulders as she pressed her face into Enolla’s bare sex. Within moments her hair was held in a fist and head locked between thighs gripped in orgasm. My wife wasn’t done, having grown over the past two years, learning about her own sexuality. She gripped the armrest and bit her bottom lip, hooded gaze finding me as she rode out what would be a growing series of body shaking orgasms.

      “Soon baby… It’s my time…. Mhmm… of the month,” those eyes of hers flared when she saw me understand and I nearly stepped over to take her right there and then. We’d been talking about growing our family, but she’d told me the time wasn’t right. Apparently it was now, and I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity. But Enolla raised a hand, stalling me as her lips curled into a wicked grin. “Let them do their work… I want everything when you finally do cum inside me, husband.”

      Puzzled for a second, I felt my knees tremble when the twins slipped off their couch. They shared a wink with one another as they joined Izumi at my feet. The minx already had my belt free, and the beautiful little blondes hands joined hers as they slipped into the waistband of my pants, pulling them down. Stepping free of my shoes, I glanced over to Lucia, whose eyes had softened upon her cousin, and hand had strayed between her thighs. The grin that broke out on her face when I hooked a finger, calling her over, lit up the office, and brought a chuckle to my throat.

      “Hey, careful,” I growled down at Leigh, who’d nipped the side of my dick.

      “Don’t laugh, then,” she stuck out her tongue, but couldn’t hold the juvenile expression for long without cracking a smile and making way for Lucia, pressed a warm kiss to the spot she’d tickled with her teeth. “There, better?”

      “Almost,” I smiled, and let the smile grow wolfish as the tiny blonde kissed it again, suckling the sensitive skin.

      She reached over and drew Selina in, their eyes sparkling at one another as their lips latched onto either side of my dick. Leather hit the back of my legs, then warm hands drew me down into pillowy softness. The twins followed me to the chair, spreading my legs wide as Izumi’s hot breath ticked the head of my cock.

      Before I could adjust my position in the chair, heavy breasts pressed down around my face, and a firm nipple ran across my lips. Trapping it between them, I heard Lucia hiss in pleasure, her gentle fingers caressing my scalp, before she ran her nails down the bare skin of my chest and stomach.

      “Don’t cum yet, husband… oh mmhmmm… good girl… be strong, baby!”

      Enolla’s words came through the fog of pleasure faintly. Not only was I smothered by her cousin’s heavenly bust, but my glands were under assault by the twins’ talented tongues and Izumi’s hungry mouth. My former assistant seemed hell-bent on earning herself a bellyful of my seed and spoiling my wife’s afternoon, but I knew the truth of her relentless worship.

      Taking a handful of her hair in one fist, I held her in place, forcing her tongue to do the same work as the twin’s. I could feel her lips curling into a happy smile as she was shown her place. Some things never change, and Izumi will always be happiest with a powerful man above her. One that doesn’t mind her willfulness and can give her the boundaries she craves.

      I’ve grown accustomed to pleasures I’d never have dreamed of when I was living in my dad’s house and racing carts. But nothing could prepare a man for the assault these four had me under. I didn’t last ten minutes before Enolla’s hissed whimpers of pleasure pulled me from my harem’s grasp. Staggering over, my mom pulled aside, and I plunged my throbbing cock into my wife’s plump pussy lips.

      There was no wild passion, or tearing hands, not this day. Instead, we held one another with gentle hands, lips touching and staring deeply into the other’s soul as her legs locked around my waist. When her womb drank in my cum, I saw her pupils flash wide, and an awed expression pass over her face. From that moment forward, my wife would become a softer woman, losing a hint of the fire I’d come to cherish, but gaining a depth that made me love her even more.

      Enolla’s words from earlier were a challenge to Izumi. Afterwards, while my wife lay in near comatose bliss from her string of orgasms proceeding the one with me, the minx flipped me onto my back and pulled my stepmom in with her. The two of them proceeded to milk another two loads from my cock before my wife stirred.

      When Enolla came around, she found a sedate pair of slaves, watching as I pushed my still raging hardon into her cousin’s ass. After we piled into my office’s small bathroom, where the twins insisted, they not be left out of the celebrations. By the time our meeting kicked off and I sat listening to another quarter of record profits and our upcoming unveiling into rapidly expanding eastern markets, I was exhausted, but also calm and firmly in control.

      “Thank you all for attending the Dalton Industries quarterly earnings call,” I said, ending the conference call. “I think we can all look forward to expanding our business into these emerging markets…” Izumi threw me a wink across the table. “There is plenty of opportunity for growth there.”

      Looks like it’s going to be another exciting year in racing.
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