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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 get the better of me 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 towards a house. Her prudence only confirmed why I’d married the women. 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.

The only odd thing about marrying Jocelyn is how she is 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 speaks with her mom every night on the house phone, often for hours at a time, and to my occasional embarrassment they talk about everything.

Over those first months Jocelyn brought up the idea of buying the extra property from her mother, 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 my pressure. Paulson is a small town, but I was able to find 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 Club House. 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 red and dry landscaped, perhaps mesa tops and cactus, but the little town I drove us into didn’t have any of that.

Everywhere I looked were park-like 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 passed during an accident at the plant when Jocelyn had been 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 is enthusiastic about life, always bouncing off the walls and eager to be moving, while 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 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 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 at the man.

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, country club outfits didn’t seem to fit with the slovenly and slope shouldered appearance 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 ok,” 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 as 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 quaffed women ordering their men about.

“Gary, help Tom, too,” said another wife, her dark eyes holding a strange hope as she stared at me 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 caused 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 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 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 in 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 too 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 pictures 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 up front 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 immediacy, 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 coating 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 Joyce 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 once thing as I moved behind her. Gripping her perfectly pale hips I drove my dick into her depth 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 hard, my cock hard as steel as I dug into her innards against 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, combining 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 ok,” 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 stuck 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 colorful 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 trach 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 and shuffling in 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 remember 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 track-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 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 asked.

“In the laundry room,” she said, pointing to the back of the house. “Grab yourself a cup full. I’ll take Tom into the kitchen 
and get him a beer.”

“Perfect,” Jocelyn beamed as she walked back down the hall.

Barbara slipped her arm in mine, steering me towards 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 kitchens 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 me 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 large 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 I could feel the heat of her.

“Let see… this was the first company picnic we attended. I was so young then… Ugh, that hair style 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 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 Joyce 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 single 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 laying 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 afterwards. My mother-in-law is the wonderful entertainer, keeping the conversations 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 guiding us home. My drunken mind wandered down wicked paths as I thought to myself, 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…”

“Your 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 ok,” 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 don’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 was dressed in large loose t-shirts that hung down to their knees and a pair of matching sandals. I drove the ten miles up past the dam, Jocelyn and her mom pointing out landmark in the town as we went.

They named nearly everything in town after the same man, the Chairman who’d been running the lab for years now. From the park-like 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 incredibly beauty and flawless appearance of the women in town, and almost every single man I saw shuffled along a half step behind their wives, 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 small lake I was surprised to see it surrounded by a small grove of trees, a rarity in this state. There was a small 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 the lake had a fine sandy bottom and wide beaches, at least on this side of the small lake.

“It’s man made,” Barbara said, pointing to the damn at the far end when I commented on the sand, “The Direector 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 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. Joyce 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 waters were oddly buoyant, like the sea, and it had an odd taste, slightly citrus. 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 waters 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 were 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 out 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 if 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 wadded into the lake. “I despaired my girl would never find a man, 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 laying 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 a 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 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 they school bus is parked,” she pointed to another sandy beach area, “Is there the township brings trouble 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 your…” 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 towards 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 that she threw open quickly with her free hand. With another quick glance around an excited giggle she bent over to slip into the backseat but the moment her perfect ass bent over before my, 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. 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. Realty 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 mothers. 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 the world grew small, spots popping out before my vision as I felt her tiny pussy milking my cock of every drop of cum. As soon as the rush of my orgasm was done, a powerful exhaustion hit me and I slumped against the backseat and let my heavy eyelids droop for just a second as Jocelyn purred in contentment.
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A

violent shake woke me, and I cracked painful eyes to see trees passing by outside the window above me. It took a few seconds to remember where I was, my head pounding and the feeling of aches and fever back. I was about to sit up when voices reached me over the sound of the engine and wind passing by.

“We have seven so far, and that’s just from our neighborhood.” The voice was Barbara’s and through my cracked lids I could see her in the passenger seat, speaking with Jocelyn who drove. “But he’s going to be working in City Hall. That might be a problem.”

“I know,” Jocelyn said, a touch of anxiety in her voice, “but there’s nothing we can do about it. He’s too qualified and smart to work for one of the little firms in town, and this puts him on the track for Judge and eventually Justice. We’re 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, Joyce,” 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, darlin… 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 of course. 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!”

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 ninety 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 Beta’s 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. Nostril finally 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 pupil adjusted remarkably quickly and the brightness adjusted to a more normal level. The sounds of my own deep breath 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 heart beat 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 lay 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 neighbor’s 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 into the growing lust filling my 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 heel 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 blonde, 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 it 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 hallways, “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.

Shaking 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 bio chem and liked to think I could have been a doctor; which Jocelyn likes 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. However, my temperature 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 mother-in-law dancing in my head.
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urning off the cold water and taking up a towel, I felt much better than I had before. 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. Plan began to unfurl in my head, simple plans of forging a community in the neighborhood. Wrapping the towel about myself, I turned back towards 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 neighbor’s yard.

The backyards were separated by a short fence and I could look into 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 sun dress 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 himself.

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 to into a colossal spear, my neighbors’ eyes widening at the sight.

“Barbara did it then?” The woman asked, approaching the fence as she popped 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. However, alarm bells 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 marshalled myself 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 or touching the open top, “Let me start again… You surprised me is all, Barbara and I are old friends. I’m Winnie Darlinton, and you met my husband David,” she nodded towards 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 and 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 to me, 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 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 give you a massage,” I said, not noticing how out of character this was for me.

“Ok,” Barbara said, a touch breathless. Her smile grew a little, but her eyes narrowed on me, “Tom, are you feeling alright? 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, also giving myself time to think. Many of the things Jocelyn, Winnie and Barbara had said and 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 place and leaning forward, eyes intense 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 neighbor women if I 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 I rarely took with my wife and never with her mother. The woman sat back, face tight with anxiety for one second and I saw her hesitating, about to obfuscate or perhaps lie, but then her face crumpled, and she leaned forward over her hands, shoulders sagging.

“You’re right,” she said, “It’s unfair what we’re doing to you without your permission or knowledge, but you have no idea Tom!” She looked up, eyes pleading, beseeching me, “We NEED a real man to take control, to be in charge, to lead us into a better future…” she shook her head, “I’m sorry this mustn’t make any sense… Let me start at the beginning with my sweet Henry.”

I frowned; a story wasn’t the answer I was looking for, but my new senses told me she was being honest, so I decided to hear her out.

“He was a scientist at the Plant, like I said. Working on a top-secret project in partnership with the government. Henry was a fine man, a sweet and caring husband, but… Slowly everything changed. Or maybe everyone changed,” she shook her head before going on, “It wasn’t overnight but over the course of weeks he grew quieter. At first it was wonderful, his anger was gone, and he no longer drank. Henry had never 
been a help around the house, but after that he would do anything I asked.”

I frowned, unsure where this was going, but she held up a hand to stop my questions.

“I’m getting to it,” she said, “You see, Henry wasn’t the only husband who changed for the better. All the men in town became the perfect husbands. Another strange thing was no one grew ill or sick after that. The town’s hospitals and doctors grew bored and eventually had to close down their practices. Everything was wonderful except… well, except there were no more children during that year, nor the next.”

Barbara’s pretty cheeks blushed deeply when she went on, speaking quickly and avoiding my gaze.
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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 head 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 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 potentials, 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 waters, 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 version 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 neighbor’s house where the odd little men lived.

“Henry devised a test,” Barbara said, “a simple swipe of saliva will show up at 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 her father let you be tested… The strip was so blue, it almost looked black… He was certainly 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 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.

The woman was the perfect mother, perfect wife, perfect homemaker and if I missed 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 breakthrough 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, eyes 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 a hand to press 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 daughters’ 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’s 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 it.

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 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, moaned 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 at the first blast hit her in the back of the throat but tongue and lips working hard to keep every 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 has ever flagged, and I was on her in a second.

“Ohhhh, nngh oh baby yesssSS!” Barbara cried out when my rough hands tore her pantyhose away, ripping down the panties and pushing up her skirt.

I wanted to see her massive breast, 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 one 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 ‘Ooof!’ of pleasure as my massive cock dug its way free of her pussy only to drive right back in to the hilt.

“Mhmph!!” 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 that 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 loaf 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 missed my guess entirely, there would be more wonderful experiences to come in the days and weeks ahead. Rising up, and pulling 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 bounding 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 my libido had never been so strong nor 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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