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Chapter 1










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.












Chapter 2











W
 ith 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.












Chapter 3











T
 wo 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.












Chapter 4











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.












Chapter 5











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.












Chapter 6











T
 urning 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.












Chapter 7











“H
 enry 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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“I
 t’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.












Chapter 10











T
 aking 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.












Chapter 11











F
 ocusing 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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T
 he 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.












Chapter 13











W
 alking 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











“W
 hat’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.












Chapter 15











“K
 neel,” 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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M
 y 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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“B
 reed 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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P
 icking 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…”












Chapter 19











T
 he 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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P
 utting 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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U
 nsure 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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A
 s 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.












Chapter 25











“G
 od,” 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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S
 helving 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.












Chapter 27











E
 ven 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.












Chapter 28











J
 ocelyn 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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T
 he 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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T
 he 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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A
 s 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.












Chapter 33











W
 hile 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.












Chapter 34











“A
 fter 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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T
 he 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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A
 s 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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T
 he 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.”












Chapter 39











H
 eather 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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S
 ix 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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