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Chapter 1









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 matched 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’s 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, one hand reaching up to cup and caress her large firm breast 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 a hold 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 its suspicious that she looks you up and wants to hangout so soon after moving back? We haven’t been I 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’ve 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 shoulder’s, throwing me a look she grinned, “the girls 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 in the direction of the Kwikee-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 that 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 Kwikee-Mart empty save for the bored attendant behind the counter. A 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 doorhandle, 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 bend 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 told me to meet her here. Moving quickly, I searched the glove-box 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 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. As 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 45lb 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.





Chapter 2









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 clunk to the ground with a heavy sound, startling Suzy, but when the frightened little woman looked up at me towered 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 keeping 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 began to make 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 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 half ways 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 underwent 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, “it 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 he was, nor how perfectly the big band was arranged to accompany him. Mel Torme 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 either 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 the woman 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 boom 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 towards motherhood as keenly as any.

Deloras’ features were cherubic and soft, like she’d been plucked from a Caravaggio painting and dropped into 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 I, her eyes never leaving mine.

Barbara leaned against the sink beside me, her lips finding my neck and 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.

Delores 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 they 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 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 Delores, 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,” Delores 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 Delores fingers working in her dripping pussy, I began to slowly fuck the older woman’s mouth like a pussy.

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.

Delores 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 and reaching out as she craned her neck to even graze it.

“Please, sir, oh god please let me taste you again. I felt god himself within me, dear heavens, what are you…” Delores 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 Delores 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 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 and along with the sight of her massive breasts flopping around and the look of pure bliss on the woman’s pretty face, reflected in the window, I felt my orgasm rush through me.

Balls tightening, I grunted as my cock shot forth a massive load of cum deep into Deloras womb. I sighed in pleasure, feeling the connection between us deepen and a warm peace descend on me. As with my wife and her mother before, I knew deep down that my seed would quicken within her.
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“
G

od,” Barbara purred as my cock slipped free of the catatonic Deloras, “I’ll never get over watching you do that. Claim 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 Delora and I 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 breast 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 woman 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 tongue slip into my Mother-in-Law’s mouth, their arms slipping around one another waist.

“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 green laws of the neighborhood. As I slowly humped into the older woman, my hands full of her and Deloras massive breasts and soft asses, I realized no matter what the future brought, I would never give this up.

“Tom!” Barbara cried, turning and gazed 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, thought 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 tongue 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 as finally retreated when Barbara took up one of Deloras 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 canvas’s 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 my Beta’s 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 raised 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 was peaceful. I was looking forward to getting some work in before everyone started to show up. A shuffling sound from my office alerted me 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 
Directors’ 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,” gruff voice said, slamming the drawer closed after riffling through it, “lets clean this up and get out of here. This guy’s writes in cursive and has a special tool for cleaning his typewriter. No way he’s like Dean and the rest. He aint 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 was clear and I took the opportunity to slip into a supply closet careful to keep the sounds quiet and match them to noise 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 careful 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 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 in some kind of threat. Mind working in overdrive, I saw the device as a possible opportunity and that if I tore it out, I’d only be alerting them 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.





Chapter 4









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 sounds of my passage. Stepping out on the third floor, I found a payphone 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?” 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-.”

“Rodger 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 marshalled my patience and began from first spotting 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 Kwikee 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 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 24 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 was to call in the Fed’s and let 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. Letting 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 into 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, eye 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 door frame. The woman’s silk dark 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-old’s eager to show they appreciation to their Al… Hero? Eh?”

“I suppose,” I said, ignoring the rapid beat 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 young officer, a plump fellow with close cropped dark curly hair and sloping shoulders. He ambled back down a florescent 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 raised 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. I 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.”

“Yea,” said the other girl, her pale blue eyes tracing the lines of my face as it 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 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 girl’s obvious flirtations, I felt prickling’s of anxiety and the beast within growled. My hackles were raised but something didn’t feel right about this and the girl’s scent, 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 friends’ 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 lips and gripping her skirt in two hands.

“We can’t pay you, sir,” the girl said in a breath 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 beats within growled at the trap, but I couldn’t be mad at the bait set before. 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 matters, but it was a simple matter. 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 by the book that morning, it was almost conspicuous how by the book everything was. I’d done work on cases during law school, but this was my first time since passing the bar, and my 
first in the city of Paulson.
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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 an officer 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 ever ‘t’ and dotted ever ‘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.

Heather and Sandy were nice enough once they’d gotten the hint 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, how eagerly both tried to climb into my car and get a ride home. I had to force a dime into both girl’s hands, ignoring their batting eyelashes and heaving firm 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’d taken 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 assistant’s 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 weighting 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 in 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 Seline’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 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 woman I’d met and bonded with over the last few days, none showed the level of empathy and devoted helpfulness as my para-legal. Deep down I knew she would be an amazing influence not only on the Coven but also its off-spring.

“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 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 to 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 could 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 myself. 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 take 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?” Called Becca’s voice from the top of the stairs, “Are you down here?”

“Yes, Becca,” I called, 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 laying 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 the 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 501C3, or a non-profit 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 take 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 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 to my wife, but I caught her frowning as Jocelyn passed out of sight and her eyes were weighing and measuring as they took me in from head to toe.
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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 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 acrid, feral scent that reached me. I had to force my shoulders to relax as I led my wife up to the Club House.

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 Club House. 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 Club House had a small bar just in the double doors, along with a large patio overlooking the course and duck pond. To the right was 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 towards 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. Set against pale skin a wide mouth and bright green eyes, 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 women with one arm but 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 in 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 a 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 other’s 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 straight 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 through 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 I 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 gripped 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 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 comprising 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 where 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 D.A.’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 their 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 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.





Chapter 7









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 has 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 I 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 monsters’ 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, “Anymore 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 Alpha’s 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 and 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 the woman’s 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 Highschool 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 raise 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 Sierra’s that come 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.





Chapter 8









T

he food smelled wonderful and tasted even better. Jess was of Italian descent and the lasagna recipe her mother’s she said, 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 is 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 teachers 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 isn’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, ok,” 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 I bent down and kissed her soundly. Jess’s gasp of surprised 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 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 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… c… 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 has 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, Barbara drawing our faces together and watching 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.

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, garter 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 feeding 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.

To Be Concluded…
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