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Chapter 1









M

y dreams were just as primal as the night before, dark and vivid, but this time leaving me was the impression of threat when my eyes opened.

I sat bolt upright, heart racing as my senses tuned to my surroundings, searching for anything amiss. I found myself in bed, where I’d fallen asleep, Jocelyn still sound asleep beside me. The only sounds that reached my ears were a lawn mower engine’s high-pitched whine as someone cut their grass nearby, and the squeak of brakes as a car pulled to a stop at the end of the cul-de-sac. There was nothing that should have filled me with the sense that I was under threat, but the feeling wouldn’t leave me.

Throwing aside the blanket, I climbed out of bed and searched the house. Finding nothing amiss, I came back to the bedroom to see Jocelyn awake and sitting up on one hand. She rubbed her eyes with one hand and pushed the sex-tossed mane of her blonde hair aside.

“What is it, hon?”

“I don’t know,” I said, my hackles only now beginning to relax, “but it feels like there is a threat nearby… or there was.”

“Come back to bed,” Jocelyn said, patting the mattress beside 
her, “you need your rest after last night.”

“You sleep,” I said, a restless energy coursing through my veins, “I think I’m going for a jog.”

“You’re going running?” Jocelyn asked, her expression curious, and a little amused.

The emphasis she put on ‘you’re’ wasn’t lost on me. I ignored her amused smile as I dug through a drawer of recently unpacked clothes and came out with a pair of little used running shorts. I’ve never been much of an athlete, besides a few years of Little League as a kid and running had always been more of a chore than an active pursuit. The energy coursing through me needed an outlet, and I could tell from my wife’s haggard expression that our marathon session with Winnie the night before had worn her out.

Jocelyn was snoring before I had my Nike’s on. The leather was still pure white, they’d been used to little, and the fit was stiff, but I didn’t care as I hit the road. The sun wasn’t quite up and the air had a crispness to it as started out, but shockingly I made it to the end of the cul-de-sac without getting a stich in my side or a burning feeling in my calves.

I drew in deep breaths through my nose, sampling the neighbors. Most of the neighborhood had been sleeping through the night and now puttered around their houses, and their scents filled the area around their houses. I wound my way up and down the streets of my neighborhood, the hackles that had raised from my dreams of whatever startled me out of sleep slowly relaxing as I made ever-widening circles away from the cul-de-sac.

The sun had broken over the horizon and I realized I’d been running non-stop for nearly an hour and turned back home. I had no way to tell how far I’d run, but from the speed with 
which houses and bushes flew past me I was running at a fast pace. My legs had only a faint burning sensation and there was only a faint sheen of sweat on my brow as I slowed to a cooling walk when I reached the end of our street.

When I turned into our cul-de-sac a shout of greeting drew my gaze to a pleasantly plump brunette watering her roses. I remembered the woman from our first day in the neighborhood, but I’d forgotten her name.

“Morning Tom!” She said, watering can forgotten as she waved to me. The red and white polka-dot dress she wore hugged her rounded curves and I had to force my eyes away from the deep shadow between her cleavage. “Out for a morning workout?”

“Just a little jog,” I said, “You’ll have to forgive me, I’ve forgotten your name.”

“Deloras,” she said with a white-toothed grin, “And don’t worry about it you were hit with so many names the other day I don’t doubt it must have all been a blur.”

“Tell me Deloras,” I said, “have you noticed anything or anyone strange coming around the neighborhood early in the morning?”

“The only ones I’ve seen coming around early are the garbage men,” she said, “but they don’t pick up until Thursday.”

“Thank you,” I said, offering the woman a nod as I walked on.

“Sir,” she called after me, “I have a platter of muffins warming in the kitchen! Or perhaps an omelet would be better?”

“Quiet your caterwauling, Deloras,” Suzy said as she stepped out of her house, the woman’s pale blue eyes alighting on me as her lips curled into a decidedly predatory smile, “The good man doesn’t need your begging to know how willing you are. 
Good morning, Mr. Redding, you’re looking fit today.”

“Thank you,” I said, offering her a nod of greeting as I kept on home.

“I’ll see you soon, Tom?” Sozy called after me, and I turned and gave her a wave of confirmation and saw the satisfaction grow on her face as she hurried down to Barbara’s house.

“What are you doing, Suzy?” Deloras asked in a hiss I wasn’t supposed to hear as she bent over her fence and called to the other woman, “It’s not your turn!”

I ignored the women as the pair snipped at one another. Neither were bonded to me and I knew once they were, the tensions would lessen. Jocelyn’s coat was gone, and I found a note on the counter telling me she’d gone to play tennis with a friend from school. She wished me a good morning at work and promised to meet me for lunch again.

Hopping in the shower, I rinsed off quickly and shaved. Throwing on a pair of shorts, I was enjoying a cup of coffee and the paper when there was a knock at the screen door.

“Tom?”

“Come on in, Barbara,” I called, standing to help hold the door for her and Suzy as they carried in a platter.

“Thank you dear,” my mother-in-law beamed as she stepped in, and Suzy flashed me a bright smile, her pale cheeks taking on a hint of rosy color as I closed the door behind them. “We figured it would be easier for you to just have breakfast here. Do you know where Jocelyn keeps the warming plate?”

“I don’t,” I said, “but I wouldn’t worry about the food.”

Stepping up to Barbara, I pulled the platter out of her hands and set it on a side table. Gazing into her dark blue eyes, I 
tilted her chin with a finger and stole a soft kiss. The gentle sigh that escaped the older woman was matched by her slender friend who stood awkwardly in the middle of the living room.

“I have other plans for you two,” I held up an empty hand and Suzy stepped close, slipping her delicate fingers in my large hand, “I find it hard to concentrate unless I’m sated and I have a lot of work today in the office.”

“What do you need?” Barbara breathed, pressing her silk clad body against mine and dragging her massive breasts down my side.

“First,” I growled, turning to the trembling little woman and drawing in the pure lust of her scent, “Kneel.”

I’d meant the command for Suzy only, knowing she must be bred but Barbara joined the woman on her knees, the pair of them desperately pulling down my shorts. As my manhood sprang free, a low growl issued from the back of my throat and I watched in pleasure as the primal sounds reached deep into both, causing them to shudder.

“Dear god…” Suzy whispered in awe as Barbara’s hand wrapped around the base, “you’re even bigger and more beautiful than Jon Holmes.”

“Who?” Barbara asked without taking her eyes from the fat head of my cock.

“No one,” Suzy said, pale cheeks turning an even darker shade of red, but her eyes flickered to mine and saw my recognition.

She opened her mouth to speak but at that moment a fat clear bead of pre-cum pooled on the head of my cock and I watched her pupils swell, dilating as the scent of my musk filled the room. As my scent filled the room I took in a deep breath, 
sampling her. Suzy was a woman who cared about community. She might not be as bright as my Jocelyn, or as stunningly gorgeous as Winnie, but there was no one better at monitoring and maintaining relationships. A bit of my ever present anxiety quieted when I imagined this older beauty in my Coven.

“Dear heavens,” Barbara breathed, from the sound of her words she was finding it difficult to speak, “I… faintly remember that…. scent from the first night… all that is good and golden in this world is wrapped up in it.”

“Nhhhnnggh!” Suzy moaned, face tortured as she sat up and gripped my thigh, her other hand sliding up to join Barbara’s in stroking my length, and she sighed as she touched the hot flesh.

It’s shocking how quickly a thing can become normal. I stood over the two women and felt as though I were exactly where I was meant to be. Reaching down with both hands, I slid my fingers into each woman’s thick hair, loving the contrast between Suzy’s dark locks and Barbara’s blonde. Both women gave themselves over to my control and though I saw their hesitation and nervousness, they let me guide their lips together, the tip of my cock pressing both as they kisses.

The first touch of the older women’s lips was chaste and shy but the scent of my seed, and their growing desire tore down their inhibitions and in moments they were each cupping the other woman’s behind, Barbara dragging the cream colored material of the other woman’s dress up and revealing her lacy red panties and black garters.

My moan of pleasure at the sight incensed the pair and both glanced up at me, grinning in devilish delight and Suzy watched while biting her bottom lip as Barbara slipped her thick lips over the head of my cock, her hot mouth caressing my cock, tongue teasing the underside.

“I never dreamed,” Suzy panted as she watched Barbara struggle to fit my cock into her mouth, “how hot it would be to watch and feel another woman… Does that feel good, Sir? Oh god, Barb… I need to taste it.”

“Mhmm,” Barbara moaned as she pulled off my cock and pushed the tip into her friend’s thin lips and I groaned when the sexy little woman sucked hard.

“Jesus!” I moaned as Suzy’s tongue reached out from her lips, licking around the head and underside as Barbara kissed and nibbled along the shaft, working her way to my heavy balls.

“Nnnghh,” the little brunette moaned, and from the fierce determination in her eyes I knew she wasn’t about to release my cock until I’d given her the treat she was working so hard for.

Barbara and I watched in awe as Suzy worked my shaft with both hands, caressing and stroking as she licked and sucked, head twisting as she took more and more of me into her until I bellowed in pleasure when the woman’s tight throat caressed my cock. Her eyes went as wide as mine felt when she pushed forward and I felt her throat relax and she took me down to the root.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, “Suzy… right there… Fuck!”

“Give it to her baby,” Barbara moaned, her eyes wide and one hand cradling the back of Suzy’s head as the woman gently fucked my cock with her throat, “He’s so close… Swallow it Suzy, drink it all down!”

The woman’s throat filled moan was barely audible over my bellows of pleasure as my cock throbbed, unloading a massive load of cum straight down her throat and filling her belly. The woman’s fell back, my dick slithering out of her mouth as she shook in orgasm, one hand pressed between her thighs and 
the other caressing a small firm breast as she gasped and shook.





Chapter 2









“
B

reed her, son,” Barbara’s hand shook as she dragged the smaller woman’s panties down and I saw my mother-in-law’s eyes widen at the hairless pussy waiting for me, “Fill her womb like you did mine… Oh fuck, Tom I need it too baby, Mhmm!”

The beast within, sensing the fledgling connection with Suzy, already had me moving forward between the older woman’s slender thighs. Barbara was on me, kissing and touching before I could slip my cock into Suzy’s weeping pussy and I felt my mother-in-law’s hand reached between out bodies and caress it, giving me a couple quick strokes as her tongue warred with mine and she moaned.

To my surprise Barbara wasn’t eager to fuck me right there, or not just that, her desperate moans stilled to quiet heavy breaths when she pressed the head of my cock into Suzy’s pussy and she sighed in pleasure, just as the smaller woman cried out, eyes flashing open and pupils swelling as another orgasm ripped through her body.

“Fuck her baby,” Barbara whispered, the squishing sound of her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy reaching my ears, “Breed her!”

“Yes!” Screamed Suzy, her small hands clutching at my back as I slid into her hot pussy.

The little woman beneath me was beautiful, and I wanted to see and caress her naked body, but the beast had full control of me now as it sensed a hungry womb waiting for my seed. My back hunched, I dug my cock into the little woman’s tight sex again and again as her moans, screams and guttural grunts of pleasure filled my new house.

I was oblivious to the wetness gushing around my cock, nor the incoherent babbling from Suzy as pleasure tore away her sanity. All I knew was that my orgasm approached, and I thrust all the harder. My toes curled, and the world faded to white for one wonderful moment as my balls unloaded a massive load of cum into Suzy. The little woman’s eyes flashed open and her silent scream of pleasure looked incredibly hot as she gripped my ass, pulling me as deep as I would go.

“Sooo hot… oh god… so full… I’ve finally become… complete…”

The woman couldn’t hold on to consciousness as my seed filled her womb, but I was already moving on. My cock throbbing as the wetness of my mother-in-law's pussy presented itself to me. I pulled the woman into my lap as I fell upon the couch. Sliding my hands up her thick thighs as kisses rained on my cheeks, neck and lips, Barbara’s whimpers of desire growing stronger.

I needed to see as well as feel her body, so I ran my hands up under her loose dress. She raised her arms above her head letting me draw the garment off her and fling it to the side. Reaching behind her back, Barbara grinned as she unlatched her bra. The heavy underclothing slid down off her arms as I stared at her wondrously massive breasts. The pale pink nipples with their slightly inverted tips made my cock throb all 
the harder as she ground her pussy against its length.

“I dreamed about you,” The woman breathed as she rocked her hips against my harness. “All night long I dreamed, touching myself… please… please, Tom, let me feel it again.”

“Ride me.”

I watched her shudder in pleasure as the primal sound rose from my throat. Reaching down, she slipped the tip of my dick along her throbbing slit and into her hot sex. We both sighed in pleasure as she sank down upon it. My arms circled her waist, and she leaned forward, pressing my face into the soft flesh of her soft boobs.

Barbara rode my manhood with delicious slowness. Her slender sex gripping me like a glove as she rose and fell. Her gentle sighs and whimpers of pleasure growing louder by the minute. As her pussy shivered on my cock, I gasped eyes opening wide in shock as a hot tongue slid across my balls and slender shoulders worked their way between my spreading thighs. The desperate whimpers of Susie and the sharp gasp from Barbara told me the wicked little woman's tongue had found another tight little hole.

“Oh God, it's happening again, it's happening!” Barbara cried as she came up on my cock.

Moments later, I followed suit. Hands pressing her massive breasts to my face as I circled one hard nipple with my tongue, feeling the slippery flesh harden as my cock throbbed deep within the woman’s womb. Barbara shuddered above me as her orgasm came in rolling waves, her weight resting on my lap as she lost strength in her legs. Suzy crawled up beside us, cuddling close, the women mewling loving words to me and one another, and I nearly fell asleep in the warmth of their embrace.

The day was pressing, and I couldn’t lounge about and waste away. I left the women in a naked pile on the couch and dressed for work, finding that I needed a wet rag to clean the women’s copious fluids off my manhood. When I came back into the living room the pair had laid out the breakfast they’d brought. Their naked bodies clad in nothing but white aprons gave me pause and put a heat back into my veins.

“You can’t start your day without a healthy breakfast,” Barbara said, pouring me a second cup of coffee, “You still have time.”

“Would you like syrup on your waffles?” Suzy asked, her smeared lipstick and matted hair at odds with the prim way she stood before the open fridge.

“No,” I said, “but I’ll take some on my sausages.”

The women puttered around the kitchen without a shred of shame, their naked asses flashing and bare breasts swaying beneath the tight aprons, and I found myself growing distracted from the meal with every minute that passed. In the end, I shoveled all the sausages and bacon they’d made onto a plate along with a half dozen scrambled eggs and wolfed it down.

“Would you like anything special for breakfast tomorrow?” Barbara asked as she sat with her own cup of coffee, crossing one leg over the other and giving me a flash of her treasure.

“Invite Deloras,” I said, loving the flare of Barbara’s pupils at the command, but turned to address Suzy, whose expression had fallen. “You have a gym in your garage?”

“Yes,” the athletic little woman said, bobbing her head eagerly, “I use it every day but Harold has never even stepped foot in the garage.”

“Tomorrow morning I’ll need the space for an hour to 
workout. Is that a problem?”

“Not at all,” Suzy said, the heat back in her gaze as she sipped her coffee, “should I invite anyone to join us?”

“Not yet,” I said with a shake of my head, “I don’t want to grow the Coven too quickly and make sure we only let in those we trust.”

“There are so many who need your help though, Tom,” Suzy said, her eyes soft and beseeching, “but I understand the need for caution. Barbara told me about your concerns.”

“That’s all they are for now,” I said, pushing the plate away and rising to my feet, “but I hope to learn more soon.” I paused at the door and looked back with a grin, “And Barbara, from now on you’ll serve breakfast in an apron. Only an apron.”

“Lucky,” I heard Suzy say as I walked out to the Buick.

As I started up the car a pair of beautiful women stepped into the kitchen window, slipping aprons over one another’s heads as they embraced and I growing in annoyance at their sapphic taunting as I started up the car. Their display wasn’t only for my benefit, I knew, I’d sensed their desire for one another before I left, their scents directing lust not only at me but increasingly at one another. As I drove off, I left them to explore each other’s bodies, looking forward to watching when they were less awkward and unpracticed, but also sad to miss the lovely moment.

On my drive to work, a feeling that had been growing stronger and stronger for days was suddenly sharp and unavoidable. Anxiety crawled across the skin of my shoulders, like an itch I couldn’t scratch and I realized it was the feeling prey have when they’re hunted. The sensation faded and returned as I drove to work, and stayed ever present when I parked my car 
and took the small elevator up to my building.

Mrs. Greene was waiting for me in the lobby, her round features bright with joy the moment her eyes fell upon me. She stepped forward and took my briefcase and coat, while handing me a slender folder.

“I’ve taken the liberty of gathering a few more case files along the lines of what you were searching through yesterday,” she said as we walked down the hall. I walked slowly, eyes searching every office and room I could in search of any clue to what made my hackles rise. “Sir, do you… would you like a… cup of coffee, to start your day? Help clear your head?”

“No,” I said, rougher than I intended, and turning to the older woman I offered her a gentle smile, “Not this morning, there’s too much to do. Were you able to schedule time with the records keeper?”

“Yes, sir,” Mrs. Greene said with a quick nod, “Becca will be free at one and can help you find anything you need. If I might make a suggestion, sir.” She glanced left and right as we paused just outside my office, before whispering, “If you’re looking for anything… sensitive… say, about a certain lab near the lake…? Then you’ll need to give, Becca something more than a sweet smile.”


“You mean…?” I said raising an eyebrow and refraining from speaking too much aloud but impressed with her deductive skills. I hadn’t been as circumspect in my requests the day before as I’d hoped to be and would need to be more careful in the future.

The woman didn’t reply as she stepped into my office and hung my coat, but the expression on her face told me everything I needed to know. The sounds of chatter from the adjoining assistants’ office alerted me that Daphne and Selina were in 
early.

“Morning Mr. Redding,” Selina said, popping her head in my door just as I was taking a seat. If anything the dress she wore today did even more to accentuate her stunning figure and the red of her lips popped against the faint tan of her skin. “Daphne and I brewed a pot of coffee just for you, would you like a cup?”

“Morning,” I said, forcing my eyes away from the sweep of her hips and sway of her breasts as she leaned into the office, hanging on the doorframe, “Abby will get me one, I’d hate to keep you both from your tasks.”

“No one’s too worried about what I get up to,” the woman said with supreme confidence, her eyes barely even registering Mrs. Greene as she puttered around my office, the older woman wasn’t a threat as far as she was concerned and everything I read in Selina’s posture and scent told me she was on the hunt. “Why sometimes Daphne and I have an hour or two free and we get in a workout before heading home, don’t tell anyone.” She threw me a wink before slipping out of the room, content to plant the thought in my head of the sexy woman and her bubbly little coed friend jazzercising all around a living room.

“Sir, will you be needing…”

“That will be all Ms. Greene,” I said, pulling over the stack of files from the day before and my notepad as well as the folder she’d passed me that morning.

It took a good twenty minutes to push down the lust clouding my thinking and find a semblance of the clearheaded focus I only seemed to experience in the wake of orgasm. Still able to make headway I compiled a growing list of dates and crimes, mapping out the rough edges when crime had tailed off in 
Paulson and trying to link any major events to the lake or the plant.

It seemed plain to me, if no one else, that a chemical plant sitting next to a lake was perhaps a bad idea, and at the very least probably responsible for whatever was creating the Change. Finding any litigation or criminal filings against the facility was what I hoped to accomplish in the records department, because the crime data and briefs I’d reviewed thus far didn’t mention the place or the lake even once.





Chapter 3









P

icking my head up, I was shocked to see two hours had flown by in the blink of an eye. Rising and stretching, I grabbed my coffee mug and stepped into the little kitchenette in the hallway. There was surprisingly little sound for such a large building and as the kettle was bubbling, I popped my head into several offices but found most empty. Spotting one of the men I’d met the day before in an office twice the size of mine, I stopped to ask him the reason.

“Morning Mr. Hillier where is everyone?”

“Mr. Redding,” the man said with a little start upon seeing it was me, his dark little eyes shifted and I could place the expression only as prey cornered and looking for a way to dart for freedom, “how… how are you this morning?”

“I’m doing well, but I did have a few questions about the briefs I’ve been reviewing,” stepping into the office I began pulling out a chair to sit when the little fellow popped up like a startled hare and scurried around his desk for the door.

“Wish I could talk but I have an early lunch with a partner at Wallace & Engleman,” the man hadn’t even taken up his coat or briefcase as he struggled around the desk, “big clients, err, defense attorney, yea. Got to check on a case.”

“What case?” I asked, stepping in front of the man and blocking his exit, “I looked at the docket yesterday afternoon and I didn’t see anything upcoming, nor anything for month. Years, possibly. Where is everyone, Mr. Hillier? Isn’t it strange that so many workers aren’t in the office today?”

“Some are ill perhaps, some on vacation,” the man didn’t stop his awkward movements, instead he turned slowly around and moved to the other side of the desk and ambled around it with more hurried steps this time, “who can say what the vagaries of human nature may bring? Ehh, Mr. Redding?”

“I swam in the lake,” I said, lowering my voice to a conspiratorial whisper and watching the words have their intended effect as the portly fellow froze in his tracks.

“You… you did?” He turned and looked me full in the eyes for the first time and oddly, I got a good deep inhalation of his scent at the same moment. This was not the vicious and cunning fox I’d suspected. Instead the man was closer to Harold, Suzy’s husband (met outside of house in part 2). Like a lost little boy, alone and terrified of the big bad world.

“I did,” I said, changing tack slightly, “and I came out… Changed. Do you know what I’m talking about?”

“But you’re not like the others… Like Mr. Flanders and the others I’ve met,” the portly man’s eyes grew curious as he took me in again, “and you’re not like… the rest of us either. What did you become, Mr. Redding?”

“I don’t know,” I said, simply and a sound down the hall alerted me to someone approaching and I stepped over to the door quicker than Mr. Hillier was expecting me to move, and I sensed his fear spoke again. Selina was in the hall at the copy machine and didn’t seem to be paying attention to me at all, but I still waited for the machine to begin before continuing, 
“But I plan to find out. Can you help me learn anything about the lab, or what projects it might have been working on?”

“No,” the man breathed, shaking his head quickly fear once again flowering in him, “I couldn’t… I’m sorry, sir but if I ran into one of them… The things some of them have done to me would make a school yard bully blush.”

“These Alphas?” I asked, the man nodded, and I noticed the copy machine had finished and when I peeked back out Selina was at the coffee machine not three yards away.

Mr. Hillier opened his mouth promptly to answer my question, but when I raised a hand to silence him his mouth snapped shut.

“I was an Omega man myself,” I said, as if carrying on a conversation that hadn’t been, and pulling open the door as to step out and showing Selina standing just outside with a winning smile, “Never had much use for the Alpha’s and Beta’s, were you in the Greek Life in college too, Mr Hillier?”

“No sir,” he said with a squeak at noticing the gorgeous woman. I thought for a moment the man’s eyes might fall out of his skull as he took in her dress, but he quickly looked down at his feet as went on, “I stuck to my books and didn’t do much socializing, but it always looked like a good time.” Hello Selina, I was just talking to young Mr. Redding here about some of the other attorneys. Do you happen to know where everyone is?”

“I believe there’s a golf tournament this week,” Selina said, stepping close and leaning into the office, she just so happened to rub the perfect twin globes of her ass against my crotch, “Why don’t you take the rest of the week off? I know your wife would enjoy the company.”

“I… uhh,” the man looked lost until I swooped in to rescue 
him.

“Mr. Hillier and I will be working on a little side project this week,” I said, stepping back and letting the woman turn without her massive breast pressing against my chest.

“Oh?” She asked, and something dangerous glittered in her eyes as she looked up at me. She still has an air that dripped sex appeal but there was a coldness too, a calculation, “Is it something Daphne and I can help with? We’ve made it old case law of Dalton a specialty.”

“Nothing so complex,” I said with a little laugh, “Mr. Hillier is just going to help me write a proposal to the city council about the street outside my cul-de-sac.”

As the woman stepped closer, to me, her scent filled with desire and the hunger to be bred, masking anything else she might be feeling, and I had to fight down every impulse driving me to sweep her off her feet and take her right there bent over Mr. Hillers desk. The impulses told me to do that, but a primal fear held me back and I found it within myself to draw from the portly man’s example and retreat within myself, showing a touch of unsureness.

“Write a proposal?” She asked with a sour twist to her lips, “Would a man of your obvious physical stature do better to argue in person?”

“Oh well,” I bit my tongue, hard, and managed a slight stutter, “I, do- do- don’t know if I’d do a great job of that. I’ve always be- be- been better with written arguments.”

“I see,” Selina offered me a smile with just a hint of coldness in it as she stepped back into the hall, letting me free to step out with her. She spotted me pick up my mug and a little smirk worked its way onto her lips. “You know Mr. Redding, I was worried at first how you might fit in with the dynamic I’ve set 
up here, but I see now that you’re going to fit in just fine. Just fine indeed.”

“Thank you, Selina,” I said, once again biting my tongue to keep my eyes away from her as the woman lost a touch of her over weening sexuality, but the earthy realness I saw as she pushed her hair sprayed locks out of her face with an annoyed grimace, was somehow more attractive.

“Not a problem,” she said, walking off and plucking at a bit of lint on her dress without bothering to glance at me again, “Make sure to let Daphne know if you need anything else to read… Since you really seem to love you’re reading so much… what a fucking shame.”


I thanked god the woman didn’t turn around then because I couldn’t hide my smile at hearing those last words, whispered under her breath. The smile might have been stretching on my lips, but my pants were beginning to stretch from my arousal and I knew any thought of focusing on work was gone. I threw Mr. Hillier a wink, and the skittish little man’s anxiety lessened noticeably when he saw my confidence return.

“Keep this our secret,” I said, and began to leave.

“Uhh, sir,” he said, reaching up with a weak hand as if he might stop me from twelve feet away, “my Betsy is a fine woman…”

He trailed off under my glare and I turned back to my office to see Abby stepping into the hall with a frown on her face. The combination of helpless beta cucks and sexy as sin assistants had worked me into a state of agitation, but the sight of Mrs. Greene with her heavy breasts and puffy lips offered the perfect cure.

“Is there somewhere we can speak in private?” I asked when she stepped close and was opening her mouth to speak.

“Follow me,” her eyes darted down, and lips flashed into a grin when she saw the lump in my pants, and she was scurrying down the hall to a narrow windowless door, peeking this way and that she opened it and led me down into the dark basement, pulling on the string of an overhead light as she passed beneath it. “Did you know Selina is convinced you’re a Beta the same as the rest of them? She has this theory that you’re just changing slowly.”

“That’s what I want her to think,” I said, glancing up and down a dark hallway of densely packed file cabinets.

The basement was empty save for a few desks and small cubbies with darkened lamps set in them for reading. Abby took my hand in hers, her soft fingers trembling, and I scented her, finding her cautious of how I’d react to her forwardness. When I said nothing, she pulled me into the darkness and around a corner where she stopped and turned. I heard her heavy breathing as the heat and sweat of her palm as I held her hand.

“No one comes down here,” Mrs. Greene breathed, the light from the stairs reaching dimly to us and illuminating her face and the outline of her figure, “The women all wear heels and the stairs are steel grates,” she shifted her feet and I noticed her flats for the first time, “so they send down Weston, the mailroom boy, but he’s been gone this week. I asked,”Why?” she said, when I opened my mouth, “but I’ve heard all sorts of different reasons. Daphne mentioned seeing Weston yesterday morning driving into the parking garage but not in the office, it’s strange…”





Chapter 4









T

he older woman’s words slowly trailed off as I drew her hand across the hardness in my slacks, and I watched her chest rise and fall as her breath deepened. I released her hand but not my grip on her arm, sliding up and drawing her close, loving her shocked gasp of pleasure as our bodies pressed against one another. We were in the corner of a small alcove, standing in the dark so we could see anyone walking down the stairs before they saw us.

Abby’s fingers were delicate as they danced along the zipper of my slacks, drawing it down. The woman’s breath warmed my neck and the soft swell of her body put extra steel in my cock as I ran my hand up her side, and let my fingers play along one massive breast encased in its thick bra. The older woman trembled as my hand slowly hefted the flesh, fingers sinking into the soft V-neck sweater she wore.

“You filled my dreams last night, sir,” Abby whispered softy, sighing as her fingers slipped around the hard shaft of my cock, drawing it out into the cool air, “This beautiful thing… all I want is to serve it… to please you… To taste you, Mmmhph!”

The woman’s plump lips and her passionate words drew me in, and I couldn’t help kissing her full on the lips. Her gasp of shocked pleasure as my tongue slipped into her mouth, and 
her soft pink tongue slid along it was sexy, but not nearly as much as when she hiked up her skirt and ground her panty clad pussy against one of her hands as the other stroked me with slow motions, her fingers trailing up, down and all around the head, teasing me even harder.

When my fingers fumbled with the front of her sweater she released my cock and quickly undid the buttons, and of her blouse as well, unlatching the hook in front of her bra, the woman’s white teeth flashed in the darkness when I sighed in pleasure at the sight of her great breasts. It feels wrong to say they’re more impressive than Barbara’s but in truth they were. Rounder and just as large, my paralegals tits looked like they’d come straight out of Playboy.

One hand cupping her round ass close, the other hefted a large breast, my lips finding her large firm nipple as her hands increased their pace on my cock. Our heavy breathing and the sound of gentle sucking and her stroking was the only noise in the basement, until Mrs. Greene let out a shockingly high-pitched wail, her body shuddering against mine.

Her lips slacked and I watched in the dim light as her eyes widened, the surprising orgasm ripping through her and sending me on the brink of no turning back. My cock throbbed and my whole body tensed, knees growing weak as I felt my balls tightening.

“Cumming,” I hissed, and from the woman’s desperate whimper and frantic movements I knew what she wanted.

Leaning back against a filing cabinet, I guided her head down to my cock and sighed when her hot lips latched around the tip. The woman’s happy mewling sounds as she drank down my cum were incredibly hot and I held her there for a long minute, savoring the feel of her fiery mouth as I slowly fucked it, my cock softening as she ran her tongue all around it.

“That was exactly what I needed,” I said with a sigh.

“I’m happy I could be of service,” Abby said, rising and wiping her lips with a delicate little motion. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at me and with a quick impulsive movement she bent down and planted a quick kiss on the tip of my cock.

My dick twitched, but I pushed down the fledgling desire, feeling the pull of my work calling to me and knowing it would be lunchtime soon. Mrs. Greene stuffed her massive breasts back in her top, straightening her clothes and hair before following me back upstairs. With the building so empty, no one noticed either of us slipping out of the little door and back to our desks.

I was busy working when Jocelyn arrived, I heard her chatting with the women in the adjoining office before she popped into mine with lunch. Her bright smile warmed my heart, and I felt the last remaining hints of anxiety fade away as she planted a kiss on my lips and took a seat across from me. Jocelyn was still wearing her tennis outfit and the little white skirt and sleeveless top looked amazing on her.

“I picked up Sandwiches from Browns Market,” she said, pulling butcher paper wrapped rolls from the paper bag she’d brought along with drinks and bags of chips, “They bake the sourdough fresh every day, it’s one of the best sandwiches you’ll ever eat.”

“You told me about these,” I said, remembering stories she’d told me when we first dated of how she and her friend would ride to the market on weekends to pick up sandwiches before going to the part to play all day, “Turkey and cheddar?”

“Turkey and Gouda,” Jocelyn said with a wink, “You’ll like it, trust me.”

My brilliant wife had ordered my sandwich with extra, extra 
meat in it, and I smiled around my first mouthful of white meat.

“How was tennis?” I asked, after washing down the bite with a mouthful of soda.

“It was so good catching up with Bailey,” Jocelyn said, “I was so glad when she called and invited me to play. The facility is so much nicer than when I was growing up and the gardens around the courts are out of this world.”

I ate and listened to my wife talk about her day and friends. The gossip didn’t interest me but I could watch Jocelyn talk for hours at a time. She has such an effortless way about her. Then she mentioned something that gave me pause.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Tomorrow for lunch,” Jocelyn said, eyes sparkling with a growing heat, “If you’re free, I offered to take Bailey out to… eat. You’ll love her Tom,” she leaned forward and dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper, “she’s tight as a drum and twice as much fun.”


I returned her wink with a smile, but something about the situation didn’t put me at ease. I didn’t see a reason to break off the appointment then though, and her offer gave me an opening I’d been looking for.

“Speaking of… that,” I said, Jocelyn picking up my meaning and shot a quick glance out into the adjoining room that was empty as Abby, Selina and Daphne ate in the breakroom.

“You want to breed, Mrs. Greene?” Jocelyn asked, and I sensed not hesitation or jealousy but expectation in her expression.

“Not yet,” I said softly, “you were right yesterday, it’s a coin we can’t afford to spend unwisely. However, I may need to in order to get the information I seek.”

Speaking quickly and quietly, I told her about Becca and the records department. When she heard what Mrs. Greene said about the records clerk, my wife nodded as if agreeing.

“You’re determined to pick at this knot, husband?” Jocelyn asked, but from her expression she didn’t expect an answer, just sighing and nodding, “No, I suppose the man I married never could if he thought it was that important. Ok, Tom,” she said with a firm nod and a glance around to make sure we were still alone, “I understand it’s necessary but I’m uncomfortable with the fact that neither mom nor I will be there.”

“Me too,” I said, realizing it was true even as I said it and frowned.

“I love you,” Jocelyn said, lips flashing in a grin, “But you’re right, this has to be done… Why don’t you invite the woman over to the house later? Mom and I are having a meeting of the Coven… send her and Abby.”

“Weren’t we going over to Deloras and Jacob’s tonight?” I asked.

“I changed it, since you’ve arranged for her join you and mom tomorrow morning.”

I raised an eyebrow at Jocelyn, but she flashed me another grin.

“Don’t look at me like that, I’m just looking out for you,” she said. “A wife should get to know the women,” she dropped her voice to a whisper again, “sucking her husband’s cock,” with a wink she rose, gathering up the trash from lunch and cleaning off my desk for me, making sure I caught a healthy glance at the large swell of her bosom in the tight tennis top, “Do what you need to do this afternoon, Tom,” she said planting a kiss on my cheek, “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I said, rising and giving her a firm hug before letting her go.

Sitting there and thanking god once again for the blessing of my wife, I began organizing my notes for when Mrs. Greene came to get me. The older woman had her large purse and insisted on carrying my briefcase as we headed over to City Hall. The large building had columns along the front of its red brick face, and once again I was shocked by the lack of people bustling about the building. Even accounting for Paulson being a small, sleepy town, there still seemed to be a startlingly few number of men as Mrs. Greene led me through a set of double doors and downstairs.

The basement level was filled with windowless offices and conference rooms. There was a locked room that stored evidence for upcoming trials, but since the docket was clear, the room wasn’t even manned by a guard.

“Records is just down here,” Abby said, a nervous energy about the woman as she checked to make sure no one else occupied the nearby offices. I was about to ask what was bothering her when I caught a strong scent of her excitement. The woman was even more turned on now than she had been earlier, with my cock in her hand.





Chapter 5









A

sound from behind drew my attention and I turned to see a janitor stepping out of the evidence room. The old man had a wispy beard and a stooped posture but something about him didn’t seem right and I ignored Abby as she pulled open the door to the records room and greeted Becca, the other woman’s familiar voice registering dimly.

“Excuse me,” I said to the janitor, trying to get his attention. The man didn’t appear to hear me though as he turned and began hurrying towards the stairs. I was about to give up when I passed the evidence room and caught a good whiff of their scent. “Ma’am?”

The person froze at my word and turned slowly. Her disguise was flawless, even knowing it was a woman from her scent, I couldn’t discern what she looked like under the beard and wrinkles.

“Excuse me?” She asked in a raspy baritone, the voice giving nothing away, “I believe you’re mistake.”

“No,” I said, holding up a finger to Abby as I approached the woman in disguise, “you’re a woman… I’m certain of it. Who are you and what are you doing here?”

“You’re one of them, aren’t you?” The man’s voice dropped, 
and I almost did a double take when it became husky seductive, “Are you Dean? Or Blake?”

“Neither,” I said with a shake of my head, “tell me who you are woman,” I let a touch of anger enter my and the primal undertones shook the woman. I saw her eyes widen and pupils dilate, and she spoke without hesitation.

“Heather DeWitt, FBI,” her lips curled and I read the frustration at herself in her scent at giving so much away, “Who the fuck are
 you?”

“A friend,” I said, “If you’re investigating the lab and the Alphas that is.”

“Tom?” Mrs. Greene called, “If everything alright?”

“One moment Abby,” I said, holding up a hand to her again.

“We can’t talk here,” Heather hissed in her old man’s voice, close enough that I caught a whiff of cigarette smoke on her breath. She spoke quiet enough the words wouldn’t carry to Abby or Becca, “Meet me outside the Kwikee-Mart on Lincoln Ave tonight at six,” she pushed a piece of paper into my hand, her motions quick and hidden from the women peering down at us curiously. As she did I finally got a clear inhalation of her and my brain went to mush for a heartbeat as she spun and shuffled off with her old man’s limp.

Other than my wife, I’d never sampled a woman as complex and alluring as the disguised FBI agent. Her figure was masked by the costume, and her face hidden behind makeup and a fake beard but I knew, deep in my guts that I wanted her more than any of the women I’d claimed so far, other than my wife and perhaps her mother. I was still standing in the hall when she turned into the stairwell and shot me a last lingering stare.

“Sorry for the delay,” I said as I stepped into the records 
room, my mind still slightly distracted from the strange encounter.

“Who was that?” Abby asked with a frown, “I’ve never seen him before and he shouldn’t have been in the evidence room, even to clean.”

“If I see him again, I’ll warn him,” I said, turning to Becca I let my eyes drink in the cute woman. “Now about those records.”

“Yes,” Becca said with a wide grin dimpling her cheeks, “What is it you wanted to look into?”

“Mrs. Greene,” I asked, ignoring her question for now, “would you please step outside and make sure we aren’t disturbed?”

“Of course, Mr. Redding,” the woman said, shooting her friend an eager grin before scurrying outside and pulling the door closed.

I was left in the stuffy office with the short little brunette who stood suddenly unsure and awkward as she stared up at me. The woman’s scent filled my nostrils, a complicated knot of desire, fear and worry that I couldn’t untangle. My encounter with the disguised woman still shook me, and I was finding it difficult to think straight.

“Sir,” Becca asked, voice unsure, “how can I be of help?”

“You have building permits and land use authorizations for the Lab and from during the time they filled the Lake in?”

“We do,” she said, face twisting with unease, “but they’ve been sealed by the Mayor years ago. No one’s supposed to look through them, including me.”

“You wished to serve me?” I asked, pushing aside the fog in my mind as best I could.

“From the moment I first laid eyes on you,” Becca breathed, 
her green eyes large and round as she bit her bottom lip, fingers twisting in her gray blouse, “Sir… I’ll do anything.”

“Notes on the lab and the lake,” I said, “Now.”

The woman spun and hurried back into the stacks, her short heels clicking as she went. I watched her small little ass bounce back and forth without really seeing it. If the woman really was working with the FBI, then why would she be breaking into a government building. She should have had a warrant, or else any evidence she obtained wouldn’t be permissible in court. My suspicions were inflamed, and then I remembered the paper she’d slipped into my hand.

With Becca gone, I pulled it out of the pocket I’d slipped it in and saw a ten-digit number typed out with a title and name above it that read: Special Agent Heather DeWitt. There was a seal on the upper left-hand corner, but it could be a fake. I palmed the paper when Becca returned with a small stack of manila folders.

“Things are a mess back there but this is what I was able to find,” she set the folders down before me but didn’t step away, “I’ll have to do a longer search to find more. I can go back and get started unless you need anything else.”

“Can’t think straight,” I growled, my mind a chaotic mess as I flipped open the first folder.

“I can see you’re… having difficulties, Sir,” Becca breathed, her gaze locked on the tent I didn’t even realize had formed in my pants, “allow me to prove my devotion.”

Her words had a dreamlike quality, and I was surprised when she slipped under the side of the desk, slipping between me and the wall as she crawled between my legs. Her green eyes peeked up at me and her lips quirked into that adorable grin of hers as she licked her lips and fumbled with my belt and 
zipper.

“I’ve always dreamed of having an Alpha boss I could do this for,” she whispered softly as her warm fingers slipped into the waistband of my pants and pulled my cock and balls out from within. “Oh, heaven almighty… you’re more glorious than I could have hoped… Sir, I’m going to suck you now… suck you so good you won’t be able to remember your name.”

A low growl issued from the back of my throat, cutting off her stream of words and the little space filled with the scent of my musk. Whimpering in pleasure, I felt Becca’s hot tongue slid around the head and her plump lips suckle me in as she licked and sucked me gently.

“Jesus,” I sighed as her soft mouth took me in deep, “You weren’t lying, woman.”

As the soft sounds of her sucking filled the records room, my mind cleared of the fog that filled it and my heart raced. The beast stirred and my lust pounded through my veins, but with the hungry little mouth wrapped around my cock, I knew relief was forthcoming whenever I desired it. Mind suddenly super charged, I flipped open the folder and let my eyes scare the page, flipping it to the next.

I read faster than I ever had in my life, but none of the information stuck at the front of my brain. Instead, it sat there like reference material, memorized in whole so I could look back through it in my memories. I’d never had anything stick so firmly, even when I’d studied for the Bar Exam I hadn’t retained information half as well. The only problem was the window of mental efficacy was quickly closing.

“Slow,” I ordered, and Becca gave a sad whimper but her hard sucking grew gentler and she backed off my cock. “Let me savor this.”

That put the woman in a better mood and she giggled in delight as she ran her soft tongue up and down the sides of my shaft, letting the intensity of my pleasure subside. Her talent with her tongue and mouth was truly remarkable, approaching if not exceeding some of the other’s who’d bowed in worship of my manhood. Adding to the pleasure were her happy sounds and the squish of her pussy as her fingers worked their way into her panties.

Flipping open the last folder, I saw it was building plans for the Lab and they were dated decades before, when the lake had been an empty field. The hairs stood up on the back of my arms as I opened the folded plans and scanned them. Noticing the large chunk of drawings that were missing from one corner, where walls just ended and there was a single reference to ‘excavation’.

My eyes took in the unfinished blueprints and at that very moment I felt and heard Becca’s desperate moan as she sucked hard, tongue teasing my slit and fingers dragging lightly down my balls. Like a pulling a trigger the woman’s touch set me off, and the world faded into white bliss, my toes curling and I found I’d reached beneath the desk to cup the side of her head as she swallowed down every drop of my seed. I sat for a long minute panting and catching my breath as she licked and kissed my cock clean. From the shaking of the desk in her tight spot, and the smell of her sex, I knew she’d had at least one orgasm as she sucked me over those twenty minutes.

“That was amazing,” Becca moaned, her fingers fumbling slightly as she tucked my cock away, planning a few soft kisses on its length when it was in my slacks before she slipped out from under the desk.

“It was,” I said, the clarity still with me, but I knew it wasn’t as sharp and pure as it had been during our intimate moment and 
I knew it would fade within an hour or two. “I’m done with these files, but if you find anything else, please let me know.”

“I will,” the short, busty woman said with a sharp nod, I felt the connection with her, and my cock stirred. For a long second, I stood there, sensing the beast’s desire to breed and bond this woman, but I’d promised my wife, and that took priority, always, over my baser needs. “If you would care to… experience more. Then you will need to meet with my wife and mother-in-law.”

“Of course,” Becca said with a nod, “Mrs. Greene mentioned your devotion to your wife and I think that’s wonderful. She’s a very, very lucky woman… Anytime you need… that… please don’t hesitate to ask.”

“I won’t,” I said, with genuine sincerity.

I packed up and gave her the information Jocelyn had mentioned about the Coven’s meeting that night, and she promised to be there.

“I’m unwed,” she said, her short rounded body pressed close as I stepped up to the door, “and I’ve never been with a man, just so you know.”

“Really?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. The woman certainly hadn’t seemed like a novice when she’d been worshipping my dick.

“Yes,” she blushed, voice soft as she rested a hand on my chest and looked up at me through her long dark lashes, “I’ve… watched films though… and… practiced. I prayed that one day I’d have a chance with an Alpha too, like those bitches at the gym.”

“Patience,” I said, taking her chin in thumb and finger and tilting her head up, “Rome wasn’t built in a day.”

I stole a kiss from her lips and drank in her scent. The young woman was healthy and more than eager for the breeding, and I had to peel myself away from her. I read in her scent that she had an uncommonly matronly spirit and would be a wonderful mother to my offspring. The beast strained against my control, eager to add her into the Coven.

I left her there, clutching either hand and chewing on her bottom lips as she watched Abby and I walk away. Looking back before climbing the stairs, she was still there, staring after me with naked hope as she bit her bottom lip.
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P

utting the little woman out of my mind, I slipped behind my desk and let my mind work. I had the beginnings of a picture forming, but it was missing several key pieces. The lab had gone in decades before, and the lake soon after it. There had been a project either government run or private, I couldn’t be sure, and I suspected it was at the root of the Change affecting the town but all my attempts to trace it back to a point in time came up empty. All I’d been able to discover was about the time crimes dropped off, which lined up with what Barbara had told me.

Using the last of my focus, I closed my eyelids and let my mind’s eyes review the drawings and plans for the lab’s construction. I kept coming back to the section of the last drawing where it was missing a large section, but the plans were so complicated I couldn’t orient them in three-dimensional space in my head, so had no way of knowing where that empty space might be in the overall structure.

I noticed something on my mental scan that I’d missed my first time reviewing the documents. One three of the sheets was a partial imprint of a stamp that had been pressed onto sheet above, faint lines of which bled through. None of them showed the whole symbol, but with difficulty I was able to lay all three 
atop one another from memory and see a circular emblem with a hammer and protractor set atop one another in the center.

The image was familiar, and I got up in a hurry, ignoring Mrs. Greene’s question if I needed anything, and walked down to the reference library. I found a set of Encyclopedias and the ‘G’ book and thumbed through it and cursed silently when I saw that my suspicions had been correct. The stamp I’d seen on the Lab’s building plans had been that of the seal of East Germany. There couldn’t be any doubt.

“I’m heading home to change,” Abby said, pulling her coat on and settling it in place, “did you need anything before I go?”

“No, thank you,” I said, offering her a nod of farewell.

“Until later then,” her eyes twinkled merrily as she stepped out and I frowned after her until I remembered Jocelyn’s plans for the evening.

I knew there was no chance of catching her at home before she started setting up for her night with the Coven. Instead, I dialed up Barbara and told her I’d be popping in for a few minutes before I went to a meeting.

“I’ll put the kettle on,” she said.

“No,” I said, knowing I’d need to unwind as she put my head right, “have a glass of scotch waiting for me.”

“Of course, Tom,” Barbara purred, “hurry on over.”

I hung up and grabbed my coat and briefcase, making sure to tuck the legal pad of notes into it as well as any other scrap of paper I’d written anything down on. Things had escalated today from fascinating to serious, and in the last hour jumped to possibly earth-shattering. I needed to make sure to fit the pieces together as best I could, and that I showed up to my meeting with the FBI woman as clear-headed and focused as 
possible.

Before heading to my car, I ran downstairs into the basemen to the incinerator I’d noticed earlier and fed every scrap of I’d written anything on into it. From here on out I would have to rely on my mind to hold the information, unless I happened to find a top-secret device that could store stuff on microfilm, which seemed too far-fetched even for Paulson.

I had forty minutes to kill before I was supposed to meet with the FBI agent and didn’t see the point in driving all the way home. Pulling through downtown I spotted a diner open till late and grabbed a corner booth and a cup of coffee and hunkered down with a paper to wait. I wasn’t sitting there for five minutes when a skittish little fellow slipped in; the bell hanging from the door jangling as he did.

“Steph,” he said quickly to the waitress behind the counter, “you seen Dean or any of his boys? I swear they’re nearby, got that itch all over my skin.”

“No Barry,” the waitress said in a bored tone, “ain’t seen the Alpha or his pack, you got nothing to worry about.”

“Ok,” the man said, taking a seat at the counter, but I could tell he wanted to argue. He gave a little start when he spotted me, his dark eyes narrowing.

“Hello, friend,” I said, offering the man a friendly wave and smile, but it only made him scowl all the harder. I rose to my feet and approached, which only caused him to leap up and back away towards the door, expression alarmed. He was a second from bolting when instinct kicked in, just as it had earlier in Mr. Hillier’s office. Only instead of suppressing myself, I unshackled the chains I placed upon myself so I could go about in society and not draw too much attention.

Rising to my full height, I let my shoulders relax and draw 
back, my expression hardening slightly. The only adjective I could use to describe the reflection I saw in the diner’s windows was regal, as I stood before the trembling little man.

“Peace,” I said, my voice like silk sliding over stone, “I’m new in town and just had a couple questions is all, do you think I could buy you a cup of coffee?”

The man looked like he’d just seen a ghost, but he nodded dumbly and took his seat again. I motioned to the waitress who watched with an intense expression, her eyes tracking my every move.

“A cup and a slice of pie for me and my new friend,” I pointed to the cherry pie in the case as I sat beside the man, “that looks perfect, thank you.”

I let the waitress bring my coffee and paper over. The woman flouncing around with an eagerness I found amusing. The small fellow kept glancing around the diner as if he expected a group to jump out of a closet of the kitchen at any moment. He flinched when I picked up the creamer and topped off my coffee.

“My name is Tom,” I said with an easy smile, letting the vibrations in my voice and the pheromones he must be picking up from me, put the man slowly at ease, “My wife and I just moved to town this past week.”

“We… welcome,” he said and after swallowing hard pressed his lips together.

“You mentioned something when you came in,” I said, “something about a feeling? Tingling? What were you talking about?”

The man looked at me with a quizzical frown, his dark little eyes darting from my smile to my hands resting easily on the 
countertop and around again. He took a deep breath and let it out slowly before speaking, his scent as confused as his expression was.

“I could have sworn when I drew near… it’s the same fear, the same crawling sense of dread as when I’m near those assholes at the club, the Alphas.” The more he spoke, the easier it grew for him and I remained still, careful not to do anything that might break the spell of his comfort, “but once I stepped inside it disappeared.” He looked at me then, full in the eyes and mustered the courage to ask his next question, like a mouse deciding to test the cat, “Sir, are you one of them? Before when you first spoke… You had their aura, but even stronger.”

“I have been Changed,” I said, leaving it at that. “Do those who’ve Changed like yourself… sense others?”

“Yes, sir,” he said with a nod, “it’s like… Déjà vu or something like that.”

“Thank you for the information,” I said, rising and dropping a ten on the countertop.

“Sir,” the fellow said, reaching out but halting just short of stopping me, “are you going to stop them? Stop them from beating whomever they want and terrorizing the townsfolk?”

“If I can,” I said with a nod, and watched the man give a great sigh in relief, his whole body sagging as I stepped away with a nod to the waitress. The woman dropped into an awkward curtsey of all things, spreading her pink uniform skirts wide.

I left them chattering excitedly to one another and climbed back into the Buick. It was a short drive to the Kwikee-Mart but the closer I drew the more my hackles raised, so I turned off Lincoln Ave. and went the long way around the block so I could circle the parking lot without being seen.

The moment I spotted the place, I was happy I did. A black, unmarked van sat parked behind a tinted windowed sedan and a small pack of large, brutish looking men with flat grey eyes stepped out of the side door, circling the car as a tall blonde fellow peered into the driver’s side window. I was on the other side of the double yellow line and forced to head through the intersection and flip a U-turn. I stepped on the gas but the Buick is sluggish and by the time I pulled into the parking lot with a squeal of tires, the door to the sedan was open and the dark van pulling off, the FBI agent nowhere in sight.

I was peering into the Kwikee-Mart’s tall windows looking for the woman inside when a dull thump reached my ears and I noticed the metal panel of the van popping outwards, as if someone were striking or kicking it from the inside. Stepping on the gas to take off after the van, I was forced to hit the brake when a portly little fellow stumbled in front of my car. The man raised his hand in apology, but when I angrily indicated for him to move; he stared at me dumbly until I rolled down my window and yelled at him.

“Get out of my way!”

“Sorry, friend,” said a smooth voice from behind and I turned to see the tall blonde fellow exiting the market with a soda, “is my brother in your way? Herbert come away from there.”

“But you said to,” the portly little fellow said, face screwed up as if struggling to remember what the man had said.

“I said not to bother any fine Alpha gentlemen,” the man leaned down and smiled at me, holding out his head in greeting, “I’m Dean Flanders, and you are…?”

The man’s eyes more than his name awakened the beast within and my hackles rose, the sense of threat strong. His smile was affable and easygoing, but his eyes were cold, dead and flat, 
like those of a corpse, and his scent reeked so strongly it felt like the hairs in my nostrils must be curling. There was a smallness to his expression, a mean edge around his eyes, like a bully searching for weaknesses he might exploit.

“Tom,” I managed to say, although the sudden influx of fight of flight response made it difficult.

“Tom,” the man said as if trying the word out on his tongue, “That’s a very… beta name. Tell me, Tom, where you off to in such a hurry?”

I felt confident I could deal with the man easily enough if it came to a physical confrontation however I didn’t want to arouse any suspicion, so I fell into the same patterns as him, letting my face grow suspicious as the beast within snarled.

“Why do I have to answer your questions?” I asked, letting a sneer twist my lips, “What I do with my time and women is my business and none of yours.”

“Fair enough,” Dean said, his smile hardening but the suspicion fading from his eyes, “I see we have another whose joined out little… club. The Director will put you in your place,” his smile turned into a sneer as he went on, “but make sure you steer clear of my Coven and pack of Beta’s. You can have all the sad old ladies you want, but college girls are all mine.” The threat in his tone was clear as he nodded to the dumpy fellow who no longer looked so silly as he glared at me with an angry expression.





Chapter 7









U

nsure what was underlying our conversation, I pulled out of the parking lot and saw the van was nowhere in sight. Cursing myself for screwing it up, I drove around town for a good hour looking for any sight of the vehicle. It was dark out and I had little hope of finding the van or the woman looking around like I was, so I headed home.

It was on the way back to my house I got the first impression that I was being followed or that someone was watching me. I doubled back several times but didn’t see anyone in my rearview mirror, but the sensation only increased the closer I got to my neighborhood. I didn’t spot any cars out of place, and the sensation finally faded when I pulled into my neighborhood.

The warm glow of light spilled out across our lawn and the merry sound of laughter reached my ears, pushing back my worries somewhat as I heard the joy in my wife and her mother’s voices. I paused outside and looked in the window and took in the sight of them, sitting around the living room drinking wine and chatting with one another merrily.

“Evening Tom,” said a cheerful voice from next-door and I turned to see, Harold sitting in his garage cleaning an old rifle, “Have a good day at the office?”

“It was alright,” I said, stepping over to the fence and peering at the man curiously, his posture and expression was far more relaxed and comfortable than anything I’d seen from him before.

“Suzy told me all about her breakfast,” the man’s eye twinkled merrily and I scented a deep and abiding satisfaction about the man, “Sir,” he said, standing and setting the broken down weapon aside and walking over with hand extended, “I want to say thank you for everything. My Suzy has never been happier. Why, she was humming happy tunes to herself all day.”

“You have a fine wife,” I said, shaking the little man’s hand and finding it dry and firm, unlike the first time I’d shaken it, “and it was my privilege.”

“No, sir,” Harold said with a grin, “the pleasure is ours I promise you. I didn’t want to disturb you, sir,” he said with a little wave as he stepped back into his garage, “Just wanted to let you know how much we appreciate it. Jacob wanted to say it too, but I suppose he’ll wait for another time.”

“Thank you,” I said, with a nod before turning to head in, our chat easing my own nerves after my encounter at the Kwikee-mart.

It should have been uncomfortable speaking with a man about relations with his wife, but instead of feeling awkward or odd, it felt perfectly natural. I was happy to see the little man was gaining a measure of confidence and that his ever-present fear and awkwardness had abated. I shook my head at the wonderful strangeness of my new reality as I pushed open the front door and surveyed the women seating inside.

Four of the women I’d bonded and the others I planned to. Jocelyn, Barbara, Winnie and Suzy all sat on one side of the 
room, their ease and comfort with one another palpable. Also obvious was the touch of jealousy Abby and Becca showed whenever they noticed the women’s familiarity, and the outright hunger painted on Deloras’s features when I stepped in.

“Husband!” Jocelyn said, rising to her feel and approaching me with arms outstretched, “you’re just in time to hear about the Masked Costume Party happening at the Country Club this weekend.”

“It’s going to be grand,” Winnie said, her wide mouth stretching in a hungry grin as she looked me up and down, “The Henderson sisters mentioned fireworks at midnight.”

“Tom?” Barbara asked, her face concerned as she looked up at me, and eyes slightly bleary from wine, “is everything ok?”

I opened my mouth to say ‘no’ but immediately thought better of it. I could confess my worries to these women, I trusted them and those I wasn’t sure of, I could bind with breeding. It wouldn’t be responsible or reasonable to saddle them with my fears and worries, but I needed to speak to someone about them.

“Everything is fine,” I said, “just a long day at work.” Looking over the group, I frowned in apology, “I apologize ladies, but I need a night alone with my wife.”

“Of course,” Winnie said, rising and pulling a frowning Suzy up with her.

“But Tom,” Jocelyn said, motioning a suddenly fearful Deloras to stillness, “I’d promised Deloras that you’d… spend time with her this evening.”

“Fuck me,” the plump older woman blurted and instantly went red in embarrassment, “I’m sorry,” she ducked her head, “but 
she promised.”

“Tomorrow morning,” I said, and when several of the women opened their mouths to protest I raised a hand, expression hardening as I swept my gaze over them, putting each in her place without a word.

“Come along, Deloras,” Suzy said, pulling the larger woman to her feet, and escorting her out the door, “you can join us tomorrow morning, how about that?”

“I’ve already told both of you what you need to know,” Jocelyn was saying to Becca and Abby and arm around each woman’s shoulders as she steered them out, “just make sure to keep it a secret, right?”

“Yes, mistress,” the pair of women said with respectful nods, both older and more established than my wife but treating her like a queen.

“And keep that harridan away from our man,” Jocelyn warned as my co-workers followed the other three out.

“I think we can do that,” Becca grinned, and when Abby threw the little clerk an eager wink, I felt my blood heat despite the worry coursing through my veins.

“They’re gone,” Barbara said, surprising me as she took my hand and pulled me to the couch, “now tell us what had you so troubled?”

Obviously, my order that I only wanted to speak with my wife, now included her mother, whose scent put her on a level with Jocelyn. My slender blonde wife locked the door and pulled the blinds shut before dropping down on my other side, and it amazed me how similar their affections towards me were. I read the same amount of love and concern emanating off both and threaded through it a growing heat that made it difficult 
for me to focus.

“I saw something disturbing, but I’m not sure if I should report it to the authorities or not,” both women watched me with growing concern and worry as I told them about my encounter with the woman in disguise at work and what had happened when I’d show up to our meeting.

“That sounds like one of the crews or gangs that have been running around the Club,” Barbara said, “they’re each let by a bully or thug, but the men are all beta sycophants.”

“How are you going to help her, Tom?” Jocelyn asked, and I felt a wave of love when I saw she didn’t doubt I would, or that I was capable.

“I’m not sure,” I said, growling in frustration, “my head is a muddle and I can’t seem to think straight.”

“Relax,” Barbara said, stroking my thigh with a soft hand, “you’re back home and we’re both safe. There’s nothing to worry about now. Just, lean back and take off your shoes, let me get you a cocktail.”

“No,” I said, reaching out and stopping the older woman as she moved to rise. I gripped her hand and Jocelyn’s I realized, and from the growing tension in the room and the heated stares mother and daughter threw to one another, they knew what I needed, “I need,” I softened my voice as much as possible, but it still came out rough and forceful, “your help.”

“Mom…?” Jocelyn said, sitting up on her knees, my wife’s beautiful face filled with shy excitement and a hint of nerves as she looked to Barbara.

“It seems we’ll have to move up your plans for his anniversary gift, dear,” Barbara said, turning in her seat and looking at her daughter as she ran a gentle hand down my thigh, “there’s no 
way I’m leaving you to deal with this problem alone.”

“Good,” Jocelyn said with a wide grin, her pale eyes dancing as she moved in close, “because I couldn’t wait until them, anyway.”

“Neither could I,” whispered Barbara under her breath as she slipped off the couch and drew my leg wide.

“Relax honey,” Jocelyn breathed as she planted a soft kiss on my lips, “you’ll figure out how to keep us safe and what’s going on, I have complete faith in you…” her lips pressed to my neck and her hot breath ticked my ear as she whispered softly, “Now let mom and I show you what we’ve been practicing.”

I smiled in curiosity and no small amount of shock as Jocelyn sat up and undid the buttons of my shirt and her own blouse. I watched her pull down the thin garment and cup her large firm breasts in their lacy black bra before joining her mom in pulling my shoes off my feet and pants free. In moments, I sat before the pair in nothing but my boxers as Barbara leaned back and began removing her top.

Jocelyn watched my face with a knowing grin as she slipped her fingers in the waistband of my underwear and began hauling it down slowly. My wife’s grin widened as my jaw slackened, Barbara’s massive mammaries swinging free in a bra nearly identical to Jocelyn’s.

“I told you he thinks your gorgeous, mom,” she said, with a smile to Barbara, “Tell her Tom.”

“Of course you are,” I said, reaching down and running my fingers down Barbara’s round cheek, and letting them drop to caress one massive breast, “You’re the most beautiful women I know,” I said reaching out and caressing Jocelyn’s cheek and breast as well. “And seeing you both like this…”

“Oh Tom,” Barbara moaned, her thick lips pressing against the underside of my cock as she pushed in close.

“Shhh honey,” Jocelyn said, stroking my hair as she leaned forward and watched me with smiling eyes as she ran her tongue over the crown.

“Jesus,” I breathed as I watched their beautiful faces press close, like older and younger twin versions of one another and I couldn’t help my groan of pleasure when their pink tongues slid around the head, touching and teasing one another as she licked me.

Barbara opened her mouth to say something, saucy from the look on her face, but at that moment a fat bead of pre-cum pooled at the tip of my cock and the beast growled in need. With twin cries of pleasure they both latched their lips onto the tip of my cock, kissing, licking and lapping at it as their breasts pressed together.

I lay my head back on the couch and groaned as the women lost themselves in their worship. The pleasure transporting me into a world of bliss and clearing my head. It wasn’t thought that took over my mind but a vision of what I had to do next. Tomorrow morning I would head into the office early and try to contact someone at the FBI from a payphone. Then I would find out about this Dean fellow and set one of my beta’s tracking his movements. Next I had to make sure Jocelyn and I were invited to this part at the Country Club so I could scope out the Alpha’s and get a better sense of them.

Most important of all, I saw clearly how I could schedule a meeting with the Lab’s Director, as a new attorney in town, and I nearly came right then and there. Glancing down, I saw the two women had pressed their massive breasts together and were giggling as they slid them up and down the shaft, taking turns as they bent down to give the head a quick lick.

“Fuck!” I hissed, awed by the sight.

I groaned, unable to contain my orgasm anymore and watching in awe as my wife and her mother pressed thick lips to the tip of my cock, eagerly running their tongues together as the pearlescent seed shot across their lips and cheeks. As I was panting, my legs shaking and toes relaxing from their tight curl, the two gorgeous women fell onto the rug, their whimpers of pleasure putting new steel in my cock.

Growling in delight, I leaped atop the pair, loving how they giggled in delight and pulled me between their soft warm bodies. I took both with breathless urgency and knew as I flooded each womb that my seed quickened within them. From the twin screams of pleasure and the euphoria filling them, Jocelyn and her mom knew they’d just become pregnant. Instead of sating the women it only seemed to incense them and I spent half the night indulging in every forbidden delight with the pair.

My favorite was when Jocelyn bent her mother over the edge of the bed and fit me into the woman’s soft sex, and stood beside me, goading me on and sucking me before I bent her over beside the woman and alternated between their pussies. Their fingers interlocked and their screams of pleasure filled the neighborhood, alerting all the women that I’d established my pack and soon would be breeding them all and securing our future in the neighborhood.

To Be Continued…
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