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Chapter 1









I

slept like the dead that evening. I left Barbara in her room, groggy from pleasure and babbling incoherent words of devotion as I staggered home to the master bedroom and flopped down onto the bed. A powerful exhaustion swept over me and I was deep in slumber within moments.

Memories of my massively endowed mother-in-law bent over her bed, screaming out my name and her pleasure as I drove into her with single-minded determination. Feeling her tight pussy slide over my cock had been wickedly taboo, but nothing compared to watching her face twist in pleasure as she came all over my cock. Once hadn’t been enough and I rolled her atop me, eager to watch those big breasts swaying as she rode me. I became like a beast possessed as I took her for the third time. By that point she was incoherent with pleasure, her screams echoing around the neighborhood as I gripped her ass and thrust into her again and again.

When I made it to my own bed my dreams were fierce and immediate but without context. I remember the feeling of racing through a dense jungle, darting prey just out of sight, its scent filling my nostrils. Dreams of the world stretching out beneath me as I coasted on warm updrafts, my keen vision spying soft tasty prey scurrying through the underbrush. At 
several points I sensed other predators nearby, but whenever I turned on them, baring fangs or talons to warn them off my prey, they were gone from sight.

I woke with my heart racing, eyes popping open as I sat up. All throughout college and law school it had been a struggle to drag myself out of bed. I never wanted to leave the warm, cocoon like confines of the sheets and would try to sleep until the last possible moment, but ever since my dip in the lake I’d been waking full of energy, mind alert. In fact, my mind was churning over the problem Barbara had presented me with the night before almost immediately.

“Morning baby,” Jocelyn said, sitting up on her elbow and rubbing sleep out of her eyes, “How’d you sleep?”

“Wonderfully,” I said, the troubling dreams already faded and my blood heating when her large breast shifted free of the sheet that clung to her. Then I caught the sparkle of amusement in her eyes, and memories of my night with her mother flashed through my mind.

“Listen,” I said. “about last night…”

“Tom,” Jocelyn said, reaching out and taking my hand in hers, a warm smile tugging at her lips, “before you say anything, I just want to say thank you. Mom told me what happened… You’ve made us both so happy.” My mind told me this was insane, that I was in some alternate dimension or alien simulation like in a Twilight Zone episode, but my heart was telling me everything was finally becoming as it should be.

“Joce,” I said, sitting back against the pillows, “some of the things your mom told me are pretty disturbing.”

“I know,” my beautiful blonde wife said, rolling onto her side and resting her head on my chest, “I know it’s all wrong and twisted, but it feels… so right
, you know?” She shrugged, 
drawing the sheet up around herself, “If there’s anything you want to know just ask… you deserve the truth.”

“How long were you planning this?”

“Planning you and mom?” She asked, looking up at me, “Or planning… the rest of it?”

“What else do you have planned?” I chuckled, and when Jocelyn’s cheeks turned scarlet, I held up a hand, “One thing at a time. How long have you known I wouldn’t become like the… Beta’s? Is that the term?”

“That’s what father always called himself,” she said with a small frown. “Most others in town use the phrases, but people don’t speak of it often. I knew from the moment I first met you,” she said rested her head on my chest again, hand caressing my thigh. “Remember that first day in Civics 110? You were so nervous to talk to any of the girls and I walked straight up to you… I just knew the moment I laid eyes on you that you were the one.”

“And you tested me?”

“Yes,” Jocelyn said, voice small and quiet, barely reaching my ears, “I’m so sorry Tom but I had to be certain… I love you so much and couldn’t lose what we had, couldn’t have lived if you turned out like… like most men do. And it’s not just me that’s pinned her hopes on you.”

“You all need an Alpha,” I said, reading the fact in the tenseness of her back muscles as I stroked the smooth skin, “I’ve always thought what you needed and wanted was a dominant man but that’s not quite right is it?”

“Dominance is fine,” she said, “but it’s like drinking water when you crave wine… God, it’s so strange to talk about all this out loud. Thank you for not screaming at me and being 
mad.”

“I could never be mad at you,” I said, caressing her soft, thick curls and marveling at her stunning beauty as I always had, “Joce you’re the best things that’s ever happened to me and this… Change… it feels right… good… but you have to promise me one thing.”

“Anything,” she said softly, tensing as if she expected something bad.

“Promise you’ll let nothing come between us,” I rolled her onto her back, taking her tense hands in my large warm one and gazing into her nervous eyes, “That we won’t lose this intimacy… baby all I care about is you… I could never lose you.”

“Oh Tom,” Jocelyn said, smiling and sitting up, caressing my cheek and kissing me soundly, the passion growing quickly as my heart raced.

I felt her hand slip up my thigh as our kisses grew heated, little moans escaping her throat until her fingers circled my growing erection and she broke off the kiss with a shocked sound.

“God, I forgot how fucking big you got!” Jocelyn had pulled the sheet back and was staring in awe at the girthy spear of flesh rising from between my legs, “It’s so beautiful.”

It was slightly disorienting looking down and not seeing my familiar cock, but something almost twice as large, but the ache in my balls pushed the thought aside and I rested my head back on the headboard. Letting a low growl escape my throat, I loved my wife shiver in desire and flash me an eager grin.

“Come here,” I growled, “my eager little slut.”

A sharp spank on her firm ass had her moving, swinging one leg over my hips as she pulled her panties aside. I gripped her 
slender hips and pulled her down my length, loving the feel is her tightness stretching around me.

“Oh god… oh god… oh fuck baby… I’m… Ngghn!!!”

My entire cock wasn’t fully in her before the walls of her sex writhed around my cock, milking its length. Her juices flooded out letting her slip down the rests of my length and I gave a growl of pleasure as she caught her breath in adorable short little gasps.

“Ride it,” I ordered, running my hands up her sexy slender body to cup one large breast and massage it into her chest, “Slowly.”

“Mhmm, yes, sir,” Jocelyn said, in a breathless whisper and moving slowly she ground her hips forward and back before rising with an, “Ohhh mmmhh!” as my cock withdrew from her tight pussy and moaning incoherently as she sank back down.

“You and Barbara made plans,” I said, loving how Jocelyn was too lost in pleasure to respond, only nodding in quick agreement, eyes closed as a second orgasm swept through her body, my pre-cum leaking out, “tell me them… now.”

“Ohhh… now?” Her face twisted in strain, voice breathless and whimpering when I nodded, grinning at her struggle and loving the sight of her large breasts swaying as she rode my cock with delicious slowness.

“Oh… Ok…” licking her lips she rested her hands on my shoulders so I could reach around and cup her firm ass, helping her as she lost her rhythm, “I thought… you’d… ohh… be different… wild and needy. Have no control… until you sated… all the urges… mmhmm… like the men up at the club… Mom had so many women begging… oh baby… I’m gonna… oh god!”

“No!” I growled, slamming her down on my cock and holding her still, feeling her legs tremble as she hovered on the cusp of orgasm. “You don’t cum until I do.”

Her bright green eyes flashed with submissive pleasure at my words and my little wife nodded, her beautiful face tightening with strain as she spoke rapidly.

“I had her chose only the most beautiful. Ones I need to see you dominate, ones I know you’ll want, and will be… fuck baby I can’t hold it,” her face tightened with strain as she shivered on my cock, “I love you so much and know how much you want to be a father and we all need it so bad its driving us insane I love them all like sisters or more I want to watch you breed every sexy fucking woman on the block and oh my god, Tom I can’t take it baby I have to, im gonna please, jesus sweet jesus please, oh baby please!”

“Cum for me!” I growled, my cock throbbing as my own orgasm swept through me.

Her pussy milking my cock, on top of the wicked words streaming out of her mouth, had me over the edge and flooding her womb with one of the biggest orgasms of my life. Something about sitting still, neither of us moving but staring deep into each other’s eyes as we came was the most intimate thing we’d ever experienced together.

“Oh, Tom!” Jocelyn moaned, throwing her arms around my neck at the same moment I rolled her beneath me.

“God, I love you!” I growled into her lips, my dick hard as steel still and raring to go a second time.

My wife’s screams of pleasure rattled the windows as I drove down into her with a force and need I’d never felt. For a half second I worried I was being too brutal then the worry disappeared as Jocelyn’s gorgeous face strained and twisted 
as another even more powerful orgasm hit her and the cum churned in my balls, her firm round breasts jiggling with every thrust as I gripped her ass.

The world faded as the orgasm hit me, my toes and fingers grew numb and racing lines of pleasure swept along my skin and up my spine. My wife and I clung to one another, panting and grinning as we lay in sheets damp with sweat and sex.





Chapter 2









“
I

t’s your first day at the office,” Jocelyn said lazily.

“It is,” I said, “What about you?”

“I’m going to the county offices to apply for a Social Services job, then by city hall,” she grinned up at me before pecking me on the cheek, “I’m get to pop in and see your new office.”

“I doubt I have an office,” I said with a laugh, “probably just a desk in the corner.”

“You get an assistant, right? Or a secretary?” Jocelyn rose from bed and stepped into the bathroom to turn on the water.

“I believe I’ll have one report, yea,” I said, “Probably a legal aid, but maybe just an assistant.”

“Perfect,” Jocelyn said, popping her head out of the bathroom to flash me a bright grin, “I’ll want to meet with her if possible. Could you arrange it?”

“I can,” I said, “but what do you want to speak with her about?”

“Oh, you know,” Jocelyn said, flashing me a wink, “just girl stuff.”

There was an edge of excitement in my wife’s scent that reminded me of the night before. My cock throbbed and for a moment I thought about ordering her to tell me, but my wife likes her secrets. My love for her is unending, and for my beautiful lioness I can curb my natural instincts somewhat.

“We have dinner tonight,” Jocelyn said as she pulled open the shower curtain and hung her housecoat, “with the neighbors. I’m going to the store; do you want me to pick anything up for you? Beer?”

“No beer,” I said, pulling on my own robe. For some reason the thought of being drunk struck me as weak and vulnerable, “But could you pick up some red meat?”

“Of course,” Jocelyn said as she stepped under the water, “I had planned on it already. Don’t worry, father told me what to look out for.”

I wanted to ask what she meant, but suspected I already knew. I was craving eggs and meat something fierce as I walked out and grabbed the newspaper from the porch. The neighbor from across the street was standing outside watering his lawn, and I offered him a wave in greeting.

He looked around and seeing no one behind him in in his house’s windows waving back at me offered a weak smile and his own awkward wave.

“How are you doing?” I asked, not meaning it to sound so confrontational but the man’s stance eliciting a small spark of anger in me.

“Good!” He piped up, then licking his lips and glancing around quickly went on, “Is there something wrong? Do you need anything, sir?”

“No,” I frowned, put off by the man’s sudden obsequiousness, 
“carry on with your gardening.”

“Yes, sir.” He said with deep sincerity.

The man was odd, but no odder than the other neighbors I’d met so far, and I put him out of my mind as I started a pot of coffee and sat down to read the paper. The town’s news lacked sensation, as I’d come to expect from the sleepy community. I read an article about the local high school team’s latest defeat at the hands of a neighboring town, and another about the good works being done by the women of the country club.

It’s important, I was taught, that a litigator know the community he’s serving, and I was making an attempt to learn as much as I could about the town of Paulson. Unfortunately, everything I’d read so far was anodyne, everything that is except for what Barbara had told me the night before. Jocelyn bustled out when I was nearing the end of my coffee and the paper, dressed to head out.

“I’m heading to the store dear,” she said, pausing to bend and plant a kiss on my lips, “make sure you stop by at mother’s before you head to work, she made you lunch.”

“I will,” I said, enjoying her pert backside as she sashayed out of the house.

Hopping in for a quick shower, I took special care with shaving and dressing. It’s important to make a good impression, and I didn’t want to get off on the wrong foot. The woolen suit I’d bought a month before wouldn’t win me any pageants, but I felt professional as I knotted the pale blue tie and grabbed the new leather briefcase Jocelyn had bought me as a graduation present.

Walking down the street, I saw an unusual number of the married women from the neighborhood standing on their 
porches or kneeling in their gardens. One and all they turned to offer me a friendly wave, each dressed as if it were Friday night, instead of Monday morning, complete with full faces of makeup and even heels on Deloras as she gardened.

“Morning, Tom!” Deloras said, waving one arm and ensuring I noticed her massive cleavage swaying in the tight dress she wore.

“Morning, Deloras,” I said.

“Jocelyn mentioned you two will be over for dinner tomorrow,” the woman’s blue eyes shown with hope as she spoke, hands clasped beneath her great bosom, “Jacob and I are so looking forward to it.”

“Sounds wonderful,” I said, letting my eyes linger on her plump lips and the soft roundness of her hips and rump, my blood racing as the beast within hungered to claim another, “I’d love to stay and chat but I have to get going.”

“Of course!” The woman enthused with a little bounce that did delicious things to the soft pale flesh trapped in her dress top.

When I arrived outside of Barbara’s house, I found the front door unlocked so let myself in.

“Tom?” She called from the back of the house, “Is that you?”

“Yea, Barbara,” I said, spotting a paper lunch bag sitting on the kitchen counter. “Thanks for the lunch, I really appreciate it.”

“Of course,” she said, stepping out into the hallway, and causing my heart to hammer when I saw what she wore. The beautiful older woman wore a tight pastel green sleeveless top that molded to her curvaceous body and a short white tennis skirt. Her smooth, tan legs reached all the way down to the tiny white sock on her delicate little feet.

“Was there,” she licked her lips, scent taking on the earthy tones of desire as she pressed her knees together, “Was there anything else you needed before you head to the office?”

The desire leapt in me, but I forced it down, unwilling to be a slave to it. I could resist my urges, but sensed they would only grow throughout the day. I knew, somehow on an instinctual level that without relief my control might slip at an inopportune moment and with how powerful my libido had become that might be in eight hours or four.

Spotting a comfortable brown reading chair, I stepped over to the coat rack and hung my suit jacket and took a seat. Barbara’s green eyes were round and full of hope as she watched me sit and when I reached to the leather belt of my slacks, she whimpered audibly.

“I need my cock sucked,” I said, a thrill shooting through me ordering my beautiful mother-in-law.

“Of course,” she said, voice nearly identical to what it had been a moment before except for the satisfaction lacing both words.

The woman moved like with rare elegance as she took a small flowery pillow from the couch and laid it between my legs. Eyes flickering between my face and hands that slowly undid my pants, she offered me a warm, loving smile as she spoke.

“Relax, Tom,” she murmured, “and let me take care of it…” her small, nimble fingers had the fly open and my cock fished from the slot in my boxers in a second and her grin grew, “Ohhh… It’s so hard… So beautiful… Heavens.”

Her gentle prayer turned into a shudder of pleasure, nipples hardening against her thick bra and tight green top, as a clear bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip.

“My prayers have been answered,” Barbara breathed, just before slipping her ruby red lips over the thick head, eyes shining with pleasure as she watched my face. Tongue teasing the underside of the head as she sucked.

“Tomorrow,” I moaned, unable to stifle my pleasure as she sucked hard on the tip, using her fingers the saliva from staining my slacks, “you’ll come over before I head to work… mmhmmm just your mouth, isn’t enough.”

“Just me?” She asked, a wicked grin forming on her lips a she ran them up and down the side of my cock, “Or can I bring one of my friends?”

“Jesus woman,” I said, unable to hide my grin of pleasure as she licked my balls, “Mhmm yes, but only… nnhnn.”

“I know,” she purred, “but only if you get to breed her too?”

“Yes,” I said, grinning as her eyes turned up at the edge in an answering grin. But I didn’t let her speak again. Sliding my fingers in her thick blonde hair I guided her as she sucked and stroked her movements quickening and moans deepening as she sucked hard.

“Swallow it down,” I ordered, loving the look in her eyes as I growled the words out, her pupils dilating wide and her white skirt shaking as her hips rocked, body wracked with an orgasm from the act of servicing me to completion, then she was sent over the moon as she tasted and sucked down my cum.

“Mhmm, god you taste so good,” she moaned after a catching her breath, using her fingers and tongue to clean my cock before tucking me back into my boxers, “I could do that all day.”

“Deal,” I said, standing, “not today, but I’m going to hold you 
to that.”

“I can’t wait,” Barbara said, “but I have a tennis lesson at the club, so I better go. Have a great first day at the office.”

“I’ve been meaning to speak with you about the country club,” I said as I buckled my pants, “these other men. These other…”

“Alphas,” Barbara said, a quick grin brightening her face when she touched my arm, “it’s just what we ladies have been calling them. Like I said, not much is known outside the compounds, but you can see them all around the golf course and a couple in town.”

“How many are there?” I asked, feeling my hackles rise but having no idea why.

“Seven at the club, a few others around town,” Barbara said, “We think one or two men who underwent the Change left the area but we can’t be certain.”

“And why do most of the men who’ve Changed end up at the Country Club?”

“That’s,” her scent grew nervous and I could tell from the expression on her face she was trying to hide something.

“Don’t evade my questions,” I said, using a firm tone, “this is important, Barbara.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, “Jocelyn and I were going to speak about it with you together… You see, there are some women willing to do anything in order to breed with an Alpha. They stole most of the men in the Club from their wives… perhaps stolen isn’t the right word... Lured away might be more accurate. You’re free to do whatever you want but I just don’t know what-.”

“Hush,” I said softly, pulling her into an embrace, “I’m not 
going anywhere. Your daughter trapped my heart and you’ve offered me more pleasures than a man could ever hope to expect.”

“You’ve never seen Bailey and her sisters,” Barbara muttered, “or the Henderson twins.”

“None of that matters,” I said, my tone firming, “and you shouldn’t let it affect you anymore.”

I looked down into Barbara’s eyes and was shocked to see her tears dry up and the worry fade almost immediately from her face. Stepping back, she drew in a deep breath, face brightening as she nodded.

“You’re right,” she said, “thank you. I needed to hear that, Tom.”

“Now get my lunch,” I said, offering her a wink, “and don’t forget tomorrow morning.”

Barbara shimmied in pleasure as she spun and hurried into the kitchen, her short tennis skirt giving me glimpses of her round behind. It wasn’t my mother-in-law that my mind focused on, but the greater problem happening all around me.





Chapter 3









T

aking up my briefcase, I headed out to the Buick. My mind picking out odd details of my surroundings as I fired her up and drove towards downtown. I’d always been a bright fellow, having a high aptitude and having moderate curiosity. But over the last day or two my curiosity felt like it was on overdrive and there was no fog in my mind, no distraction that could divert my thoughts if I didn’t will it. If not for my nearly overpowering sex drive, I’d have buried myself in a library just to explore this new sense of focus.

A new song popped on the radio and I reached down to flip the station but paused. I’d never been a big fan of Prince’s music, preferring slower rock to the disco beats he often sang to. But the music arrested me. My ears picked up aspects of the sound I’d never heard before and I could parse through individual notes and melodies in a way I hadn’t been able to before. The one thing I couldn’t get over or escape was how perfectly the instruments were played, how dynamic and extraordinary the musical composition.

What sounded like simple disco music to most was actually a complex arrangement of sound that elevated the mind. As the song ended, I couldn’t be certain if I was imagining things, until Saturday Night Fever came on the radio next, and I couldn’t 
avoid how simple, straightforward and uninspiring the music was. Prince hadn’t changed, and neither had the Bee Gee’s, the only change was my ability to differentiate quality from kitsch.

I spotted the country club as I wound my way through town. The golf course was easy to see, and the stately townhouses surrounding it marched their way up into the lower hills on the north end. I could see the back nine and its townhouses on the hill adjoining, the occasional golf cart winding its way along strips of pale concrete through pale closely cropped grass. The deeper green grasses of the roughs reached into the short stubby trees a goodly way, and I was shocked at the amount of grass growing in the middle of the high desert.

Downtown is a quaint district of small buildings that look like they’ve been transported from a northeastern town in New Hampshire, rather than the southwest. The buildings were all red brick and stately, trimmed in white. The upper floors were offices and apartments, but the ground floor for most of downtown were little shops.

Main Street ended in a roundabout before City Hall, with a large fountain in the center of it. I circled the fountain as I searched for a parking garage or place on the street. I must have looked like a fool because a perky brunette in black tights and a grey skirt suit waved me down.

“You lost, sir?” The woman asked, her bright green eyes meeting mine as she bent over to look through the passenger window.

“Yes,” I said, “I’m just trying to figure out where to park… is there a garage or something?”

“It’s hard to find the first time,” she said, turning to point back the way I’d come in, “head on back out and take your first right. You’ll see a tunnel, just head right on in.”

“Thank you,” I said, giving the woman a brief wave. I was about to drive off, but she kept her elbow on the windowsill.

“You new in town?” She asked me.

“Yes,” I said, drawing in a deep breath and sampling her on the wind, tasting her curiosity and the powerful undercurrent of desire I associated with all the women in Paulson. “Do you work in city hall?”

“I’m Becca,” she said with a dimpled grin, “the records keeper, welcome to Paulson. It’s a great place to live. Have you had a chance to see the lake? My girlfriends and I love to head up on the weekends.”

“I’ve visited,” I said, “It’s a beautiful area.”

“You have?” Becca said, her pale green eyes sharpening on me.

“I have to be heading out, thanks for the directions,” I said with a nod.

“Come by and see me sometime,” she said, stepping back from the door and offering me a little wave before turning to head into City Hall.

I hesitated for only a second before pulling away, spellbound by the delicious sway of her hips from side to side and the round derrière clad within her skirt. I found the tunnel and drove into the side of a hill to find an underground parking complex. The spots were narrow and the lighting dim, but the little elevator rose swiftly and I emerged a block down from the courthouse.

The District Attorney’s offices were across from the courthouse in a brownstone building. The hallways were made narrow with filing cabinets, and the smell of mothballs permeating everything. It felt like home the moment I walked in.

“Mr. Redding!” Said a cheerful voice, using my surname. After a moment of peering around, I spotted a short, cute brunette with a smattering of grey in her hair.

“Yes?” I said, when the woman bustled forward.

“I’m Abby Belfast,” she said, “I’ll be your paralegal.” Reaching out to shake my hand and letting go of the stack of manila folders she held with one arm and nearly spilling them across the floor, only managing to catch then at the last moment, my eyes locked on the expanse of pale flesh on display, “Sorry I was in the process of clearing out your office. The D.A. wanted to be here to greet you himself, but he got called out of town on urgent business yesterday. He wanted me to help you get settled in.”

“That’s very kind of you,” I said, really taking the woman in as I shook her hand.

Her dark blue eyes sparkled with intelligence from behind the horn-rimmed spectacles, her most striking feature. Her nose was aquiline and mouth wide set, but with plump lips that made her seem younger than she was. Her features were patrician and there was a no-nonsense air about her that I liked straight away, but also a gentleness that came through in her graceful movements.

Abby was dressed in a blue and white skirt-suit that came down past her knees, revealing slender calves and delicate feet in her black heels. She looked like a librarian or schoolteacher, with her dark hair pulled up into a bun and the spectacles resting upon her nose, but no teacher or librarian ever wore a blouse with such a deep plunging neckline.

I couldn’t help drawing in her scent, and what I smelled nearly had me swooning on the spot. I’d smelled desire and lust on several women so far, but the overpowering reek of lust 
rolling off Abby was so powerful I sneezed and felt my mind slipping into the mindset of a beast. For one terrible moment I feared I might pounce on the woman right there, ripping her white blouse open and ravaging her soft MILF body right there on the floor.

For one pregnant moment the woman seemed to sense the conflict taking place within me and she moved closer, drawing the hand she held against her chest. At contact with the soft flesh of her massive breasts, I flinched back, releasing her grip and drawing in a ragged breath.

“Are you…” she began delicately, still far too close for comfort, “Mr. Redding, are you well? Do you need,” her face filled with hesitancy when I resisted the desire and she frowned, “anything?”

“I’m fine,” I said, although from the sweat suddenly beading my brow and the ragged breaths I was breathing I didn’t look or seem fine, I’m sure. “Where is my office?”

“Right,” she said, turning and motioning me to follow as she bustled back down the hall, “It’s up on the second floor with the other junior associate. We’ve made sure you have your own space though.”

I tried to keep my eyes off the woman wide and round behind, and the way it swayed so deliciously when she walked. The older woman had an adorable dimpled smile and I could tell she must have been quite the beauty when she was younger, and even with a speckling of grey in her hair her body still retained its hourglass form, narrowing at the waist before flaring wide at the hips and bust.

The woman continued to chatter away as we wound our way through a warren of narrow hallways, past half a dozen empty offices and up a flight of creaking wooden stairs to the second 
floor. Peering into the offices and conference room along the way, I noticed few people in the building and asked about it.

“Well,” Abby said with a little frown, dimples flashing, “one thing you’ll learn about Paulson is it’s a rather sleepy town. Not much happens here, unfortunately for us, that requires prosecution. Most will be coming in a little later.”

I frowned at that, and the woman blushed a pretty shade of faint pink before ducking into a small office.

“Well here we are,” she said, as I stepped in after her, “It’s not much but I did manage to scrounge up a Brother Charger typewriter for you.”

“Oh wow,” I said in genuine excitement, dropping briefcase on a chair in the corner and step behind the small desk to see the machine.

The office was larger than I expected but still small, compared to the D.A. and Assistant D.A. offices downstairs. There was a small adjoining office with three desks in it, all covered with paperwork. There was a narrow window that looked out over the town square, its lace curtains gathered to either side of the inlay frame.

The space didn’t interest me once I saw the typewriter. I’ve always been fascinated by the machines and nearly chose to engineer as a profession in the hope I could design my own one day. The Brother Charger was one of the best portable typewriters on the market and its keystroke action, and the lightness of its keys was legendary. I couldn’t wait for an excuse to type something up on it.

“Are there any briefs I should review?” I asked, pulling my coat off.

“Nothing pressing,” Abby said, rifling through the manila 
folders she held and drawing out a slender one, “but the D.A. thought it would be a good idea to review past cases. I have a list here if you want to review it. I’ve got most of the case files pulled.”

“Perfect,” I said, smiling when she stepped forward and took my coat with a shy smile.

The scent of her filled my senses again and my fingers trembled and I was forced me to make fists to keep from reaching out and throwing her down on my desk right there. I didn’t know how she could function with so much desire and need clawing within her, but I could only detect faint hints of it as her eyes traced the lines of my face, or the white knuckles of her fingers as they clutched the folders to her breast.

“Is there anything else you require, sir?” Her dark blue eyes peered up at me from over the rim of her glasses and my throat went dry as the naked promise in her eyes, “Coffee? Tea?… Anything?” I shook my head, unable to trust myself to speak, and sat quickly, hiding the tent in my slacks.

“I’ll return shortly with the case files,” she said, a slight frown marring the beauty of her patrician features.

I breathed out a sharp breath when the woman closed the door behind her, closing my eyes to try and compose myself. My heart was hammering and my mind, so clear and sharp on the ride over, had become fogged with lust. I drew in deep breaths, slowly getting a handle on myself as I heard sounds of others arriving in the office. Ten minutes later Abby bustled in with a rolling cart piled high with a mountain of case files.

“These should get you started,” she said, beaming with an overly bright smile, “my desk is right in there,” she pointed to the small adjoining office with its three desks, a strange tension tightening the muscles around her eyes as she watched 
me pull a stack of folders over onto my desk. “If you need anything at all just call for me.”

“Will do,” I said, “Thank you Mrs. Green.”

Lips pressed together in a brief smile she stepped into the adjoining office and I heard her pull out the chair and sit down. Forcing my thoughts away from the throbbing erection in my pants and the soft body in the other room I longed to bury it in, I opened the first case file and began reading.





Chapter 4









F

ocusing was extremely difficult as my mind kept wandering, distracted by minor thoughts and wicked fantasies. Sounds about the building alerted me to my co-workers arriving throughout the nine and tenth hour, making their way in slowly. A pair of men shuffled past my office and into the one next to mine, but if they spoke to one another or anyone else, I heard nothing. A pair of women entered the office with Abby, and my ears perked up when I overheard one of them whispering to my paralegal. The sounds should have been too faint, but I could just barely hear them.

“Is he here?” Asked a breathy voice.

“Yes,” whispered back Abby, “but… something is different about him. He isn’t like Dean Flanders… maybe the others are like this, but I don’t think he’s been to the lake yet.”

“Could he be like the Director?” Asked a third, high-pitched and girlish voice.

“We aren’t that lucky, girl,” said the first wryly. “All we can hope is Barbara and her girl didn’t take him to the lake. How long will we have to wait for another chance?”

“I can’t wait any longer, Selina!” Hissed the third, high-pitched voice.

“We have no choice,” said Abby sadly, “but Alpha or not, he’s a fine young man and there was something… I can’t put my finger on it, but I feel better just knowing he’s here. At least he hasn’t become like my Ralph.”

“Come on Daphne, let’s say hi to the new boss,” said the first voice, and I picked my head up when the two women stepped up to the open door between the rooms.

“Welcome to Paulson, Mr. Redding,” said the first woman, a startlingly attractive woman with black hair, pale white skin and a flawless figure trapped beneath a stylish outfit, beside her was a bubbly little blonde with cherubic features, a pleasantly rounded body and a bright white smile, “I’m Selena DeWitt and this is Daphne, we’re assistants on loan to the all the attorneys on the second floor.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you both,” I said, standing and stepping over to shake their hands.

The blonde giggled, and I struggled to determine her age. The woman could have been anywhere from twenty to thirty, but I suspected she was on the younger end of that range. The woman’s kind attitude and vacant eyes were juxtaposed with her friend. Selina was older, a few years Abby’s junior, or perhaps a decade. The woman’s expression wasn’t nearly as open, but her eyes danced with a fierce intelligence and her grip was sure and strong.

“If you need anything,” Selina said, her eyes locked on mine as if searching for something and she frowned slightly, “let Abby know and she can schedule time for us.”

“Oh?” I said, “Like what kinds of things could I… ask for?”

If Abby looked like the quintessential sexy librarian, and Daphne like a brainless co-ed, the only way I could describe Selina would be as a seductress. The woman’s smokey eyes 
seemed to hold secrets that only she knew, and her every movement set my heart hammering hard. I hadn’t meant to ask my question, but the promise in her eyes and the unspoken offer in her words nearly unmanned me.

“Copies!” Pipped in Daphne, her brainless enthusiasm breaking the tension of the moment, “Or files?”

“Yes,” Selina said, offering the young woman a gracious smile, “or anything at all.”

“Thank you both,” I said, sitting behind my desk and fighting down my own desire.

The pair stepped back into their small office, Selina closing the door behind her and throwing me a smokey look before the lock clicked in place. There was a cold sweat on my brow as I turned back to the paperwork before me. It took a long couple of minutes before I could focus enough to read, and far longer before I was able to retain anything. My mind’s eye kept filling with visions of the beautiful older women in the office beside mine.

It got easier to concentrate twenty minutes later when Selina and Daphne left to pull records from the courthouse. I was inundated all morning with greetings from other women who worked in the building, and an hour later the two other junior attorneys, the only men I saw in the building all day. Both were odd little men with curly black hair who shuffled side to side as they spoke to me.

“I had a few questions about a case I was reviewing,” I said to the senior of the pair, Mr. Hillier, “do you have a moment later to go over it with me?”

“Yes, sir,” the man said, his eyes darting from foot to foot as he cringed back against the wall.

Like the men in my neighborhood, the pair put my hackles up. I struggled to be respectful with them, but all I wanted to do was bark for them to get out of my way. From the sneering looks the pair drew from the women in the office, I wasn’t the only one put off by them. There were a good dozen women who worked in the building, and I was subject to intense stares from nearly all of them whenever I moved about the place. It got to where I dreaded stepping out of my office because of the feeling of eyes following me wherever I went only made me more aware of the beast within that hungered for soft flesh.

“Tom!” Picking my head up from a particularly boring case file, I smile when Jocelyn breezed in, a small picnic basket in one hand, “are you free for lunch?”

“Yes,” I said, picking up the paperwork and setting it on the side desk. I lifted my typewriter, still unused, and made a space on the desk for her to set the basket down on, and dug out my sack lunch from the drawer I’d placed it in. “I’m so happy to see you.”

“Not as happy as I am to see you,” my wife said with a bright grin as she stepped around the desk and let me pull her into a kiss.

“Jocey!” Enthused a bubbly voice, “Oh, sorry!”

We broke off our kiss to find Daphne standing in the adjoining doorway, her cheeks blushing a faint shade of pink from catching us embracing.

“Hey, Daphne,” Jocelyn grinned, stepping over and pulling the woman into a warm embrace, “hows your sister doing?”

“She’s grand,” the blonde giggle, as she gripped Jocelyn tight, “It’s so good to see you again! How was college?”

“You two know each other?” I asked.

“We went to school together,” Jocelyn said with a fond smile for the larger woman, “Daphne was a senior when I was on Freshman Cheer.”

“Go Wildcats!” Daphne said, punching one fist in the air and raising the opposite knees in a surprisingly sharp cheerleading move, “I’ll let you two eat, I just wanted to come say hi. It’s so good to see you again, Jocey!”

“Say Hi to Bella for me,” Jocelyn said when the woman stepped out.

“Do you know everyone in town?” I asked my wife.

“Most,” she said with a little grin, “sit and eat, I don’t have long before my appointment.”

We chatted about our days thus far, and I was happy to hear her interview went well. I listened as Jocelyn told me all about her morning and the woman she’d interviewed with as we ate. My sandwich was shockingly good, packed with a fist sized helping of lunch meats, and I found it difficult to talk around the constant mouthfuls of bread, tomatoes and meat.

“If I get the job, I’ll start in two weeks,” Jocelyn was saying, “which gives me plenty of time to set up the house and get us settled in-.” She broke off when the door to the adjoining office clicked open and Abby poked her head in.

“Sorry to interrupt,” my paralegal said, flashing her dimpled grin at Jocelyn, “I just wanted to stop in and say hi.”

“Jocelyn,” I said, making introductions, “this is Abby Greene, my paralegal.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” Abby said, but when she began to leave Jocelyn reached out and stopped her with a hand on the 
back of the woman’s forearm.

“Please, stay for a few minutes,” my wife said, “if we’re not keeping you from something pressing, that is.”

“No!” Abby said, taking the seat beside Jocelyn’s after my wife pulled it out, making room.

As the older woman took her seat Jocelyn stood and closed the door behind her, the lock clicking in place as she turned back with a grin tugging at her lips I’d never seen before. It looked almost predatory as she took her seat once again and turned to my paralegal. Crossing her legs, she placed an elbow on her thigh, resting chin in her hand as she turned to Abby.

“So, Abby,” Jocelyn said, pale green eyes bright as they held the older woman’s darker blue, “tell me your vision of how you see yourself working underneath my husband?”

“As I told Mr. Redding,” the pretty brunette said, “I’m here to assist him with anything he should require. I’ve been a paralegal for twenty years and know the city and its legal system inside and out.”

“You’re from Paulson?” Jocelyn asked, eyes sharp.

“We moved here just before I got hired,” Ms. Greene said.

“And what do you think of the town?” Jocelyn asked, her gaze still sharp on the other woman, probing.

“Ralph loved the greenery and quaintness,” Abby said, “he wanted to start a private practice here, but that didn’t work out. I… I took longer to come around, you could say.”

“And now?”

“Now, I love it. I could never think of leaving,” Ms. Greene said.

There was another, deeper conversation taking place between the two women. Looks and glances shared between then as certain words were given extra weight or meaning. My thoughts were still muddled and sluggish, but I could read parts of their meaning from their scents and the emotions they conveyed.

“Husband,” Jocelyn said, as she sat up slowly, “would you give Abby and I, a moment to speak in private?”

“I will not,” I said, the firm command in my tone causing both women’s heads to turn, fixing their intense eyes upon me. My heart raced as my suspicions about what was taking place between the two crystallized. Like tigresses meeting for the first time upon the plains, they circled one another warily. Only it wasn’t bristling tails I sensed, but something that thickened my large cock.

“Very well,” Jocelyn said, pride filling her face when I motioned for her to go on, my calm confidence exciting her in obvious ways. Turning in her seat, she focused her attention on the nervously shifting older woman, “You say you could never think of leaving, Abby… why?”

“I…” she cut her eyes to me and back to my wife, jaw working as she struggled for words.

“You’re a married woman?” Jocelyn asked, and Abby nodded in response, “But with no children?”

“Hah!” The older woman laughed, the explosion of sound surprising, “I don’t think Ralph could even… umm no, no children.”

“And you’re eager to be of… assistance
?”

The woman’s eyes narrowed when Jocelyn’s eyebrows bounced on the word, and she looked at my wife with fixed 
intensity.

“You can’t mean…” she looked at me, eyes searching for a moment before she shook her head, “I don’t understand what’s going on here. Have you taken Mr. Redding to the lake?”

“Yes,” Jocelyn said, her eyes now sparkling with amusement as she watched the older woman.

“But I’ve met Dean Flanders,” Ms. Greene hissed, “and he’s nothing like him!”

The conversation had been interesting and then amusing up until that point, but a snarl twisted my lips at being spoken of as though I weren’t present. I must have made a sound in the back of my throat because Abby cut off, both she and Jocelyn turning startled and red-cheeked faces to me, chests rising and falling in ragged breaths.

“Can’t be,” whispered Abby, one hand gripping at her skirts, wrinkling the fine material.

“He is,” whispered Jocelyn just as softly, her eyes full of love and pride as they gazed at me, “but… different…”

“Get on with it,” I growled.

My cock ached as its steely hardness tented my slacks beneath the desk. My mind was a fog of lust and it was a struggle to keep my frustration in check. Sensing my emotions, Jocelyn spoke quickly.

“The Change has come over my husband,” she said, “but we want to keep it secret for as long as possible.” Abby nodded sharply as if she understood, face betraying a shining hope as she sat up straight in her chair, “Can I trust you to help with everything
 my husband requires.”

“Yes, Ma’am!” Ms. Greene said, wide mouth struggling not to 
break into a grin as both hands gripped and gripped her skirts, “Do you have any idea? This is like a dream come true! Of course,” she composed herself, smoothing her skirts and sitting up straight again, “I’m willing to do whatever you need, sir. Please,” her dark blue eyes flicked to my wife for approval, then to me with warmth when she had it, beseeching, “just ask.”

“He will not ask,” Jocelyn said, sitting back in her seat, an amused smile playing across her lips as she watched the older woman’s reaction, “he will order.”

“Of course,” Abby said, licking her lips and reaching up to push her horn-rimmed glasses up her nose, “Sir… I…”

The air was so thick with sexual tension it felt like I could cut it with a knife. The lust had me and struggled to find words as I lurched to my feet. My heart pounded and for one pregnant moment I saw how insane this was, then the moment was past, and I moved as my nature demanded, stepping around the desk.

“I have a meeting to get to,” Jocelyn said, popping to her feet and planting a quick kiss on my cheek, turning and giving Ms. Greene a wink, “Keep Selina and Daphne off him for as long as you can, Abby and you will
 be bred. I promise.”

A look of such profound and naked joy broke out on my paralegals’ face that I wanted to turn around to see if Christ was descending from heaven behind me. Jocelyn turned back and whispered in my ear.

“Use her mouth and tits only. Your seed is too powerful a prize to spend easily and we need allies… Enjoy, my love.”

Jocelyn stepped away, a knowing look in her eyes when she saw the hungry, almost feral look in mine. Before she slipped out of the office, I drew in her scent, amused to find it full of 
satisfaction, of all things, the sweet scent laced through with pride, in me or herself I couldn’t say. Throwing a final smile my way, my wife left me alone with the busty MILF paralegal.





Chapter 5









T

he woman’s thick bottom lip trembled as she stared up at me with an expression of mingled awe and naked desire. My thoughts were sluggish and distant, swimming in a sea of my own lust, desire and need. One overriding thought dominated my mind and Abby could see it in my eyes. I didn’t feel guilty, awkward or out of place as I reached up to my belt, standing in the middle of my new office. It felt powerful and correct that I should dominate this woman and others, but more than that my body craved release like it never had.

“What do you need, sir?” Ms. Greene asked, her eyes beseeching and face desperate, “Please… let me serve you.”

“On your knees,” I said, the words coming out harder than I’d intended, but Abby didn’t seem offended by the roughness in my voice. The opposite in fact. With a whimper of pleasure she dropped off the chair, dragging up her skirt to keep it off the floor as I stepped close.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she whispered to herself, eyes flickering from my face down to the large lump in my slacks, “It’s happening, dear god its finally happening.”

“What?” I asked, pausing with the belt in the buckle.

“Sir, I’ve dreamed of this moment so many times I’ve lost count,” her dark blue eyes held a fervent devotion that took me aback for a moment, “I knew you would come. My life has been so lost…” she reached up tentatively and slid her hands up my thighs slowly, “So empty and devoid of meaning… Let me serve you sir, let me ease your stress so you might do the good works god intended… as only a Man
 such as yourself can do.”

“Serve me,” I said, letting the leather of my belt slip through the buckle.

The sound of the steel buckle rattling was accompanied by a moan of pleasure from the back of Abby’s throat as she fumbled free the buttons and zipper of my slacks. Her movements were awkward and unpracticed, but the tension and desire were so thick in the air no amount of fumbling could break the mood.

Moments later I watched as her fingers slipped into the coin-slot opening of my boxers, her eyes disbelieving at the length and girth pressed against the material. Her cool fingers slipped over the hot flesh as she drew it forth and gentle sigh escaping her as my mind finally settled down. The raging lust monsters that pushed at my thoughts constantly when I was full of desire, abated, quieting to a distant murmur as it sensed relief incoming.

“Sir…” Ms. Greene breathed, as my enormous cock sprang free of its cloth confines, “you’re gorgeous… It is magnificent!”


Her eyes were round as saucers, the pupils dilated so wide the dark blue was nearly swallowed by black. For a brief moment it struck me how quickly I’d accepted the odd growth of my cock, but the through flitted away as quickly as it came. Abby’s thick lips trembled as she ran gentle fingers up the throbbing veiny length, exploring it with her fingertips.

Pausing her motions, the older woman glanced up to me for confirmation or orders, but the lust was on me and words were distant things. A growl issued forth from the back of my throat, short and deep, affecting the woman powerfully. As I watched she shuddered, quarter shaped lumps forming at the head of her massive breasts, and I scented how raw her desire was.

A single bead of clear pre-cum oozed out of the tip of my cock and as its scent, clean and pure, filled the little office sounds of the outside world faded. Ringing phones and the various sounds of office life were dim, then nothing as our world shrank to the immediacy of our needs.

Abby’s slender fingers held my cock as she leaned forward, lips enveloping the fat head as she sucked it into her hot, wet mouth. I hissed in annoyance and reaching down stopped the woman from taking me deeper. Her desperate eyes looked up at me.

“No teeth,” I growled in warning and she gave a little nod, whimpering as her tongue suddenly licked all around the head of my cock, teeth retracting.

“Yeth suuah,” she mumbled around my thickness.

It was my turn to moan in pleasure as she ran wet, thick lips all over the head, tongue coating my cock in wetness as her fingers stroked me. Ms. Greene was a novice at giving blowjobs, in fact I suspected this may have been her first, but the woman learned quickly.

As her fingers stroked, her tongue and lips played along my cock, eyes watching my face for signs of pleasure. When she took me back into her mouth, she sucked hard, learning her lesson and shielding her teeth with her lips and taking me deeper and deeper. I felt the tightness of her throat cup my 
cock and her eyes widening further and a happy little whimper of pleasure escaping her throat. The MILF took me all the way down to the root.

“Holy shit,” I moaned, staring at her nose buried in my pubes and my cock stretching her throat.

Abby pulled back off my cock, fingers forming a tight ring before her lips, the slick saliva from the back of her throat making it easier as she drove forward again, fucking my cock with her throat.

“MMmghghgph!” Abby moaned, eyes rolling back into her skull as she threw herself into the motions.

Like a woman possessed, she worked my cock with a single-minded obsession. The sweet MILF was gone, changing before my eyes into a desperate, cock sucking slut, intent on swallowing my load. There was no holding back in me, if I’d even wanted to. The lust consuming me wouldn’t allow for it and in a moment I felt my balls tightening, cock throbbing as my orgasm approached.

“I’m…” I began to announce, but Ms. Greene cut me off with a whimper of desperation.

She slowed her sucking, tongue teasing the tip as she sucked the head in and out of her mouth, one hand reaching down to run gentle fingers over my testes. That sent me over the edge and the world faded to white, my toes curling and knees growing weak as I felt my cock unload in her graining
 throat.

“MMMNGGHHH!!!!”

The look of pure ecstasy on the older woman’s face was a surprise and I saw her hips shaking, muscles trembling and the scent of her filled the room. As I caught my breath in the wake of one of the largest orgasms of my life, I watched Abby do 
the same. Her eyes were soft with pleasure and a little wide with shock as she ran her tongue up and down my cock.

“Jesus,” I said, my legs trembling and mind suddenly clear of the fog that had clouded it all day.

My thoughts exploded along new pathways, as it had that morning, and I realized the lust had clogged my thinking. I also felt a fledgling connection to this woman, as I did with Jocelyn and Barbara. There was a hunger deep inside to deepen that connection but I resisted the desire, Jocelyn’s image filling my mind as I stepped back, resting against my desk.

“That was…” Ms. Greene said, her gentle eyes finding mine, and I was shocked to see tears of joy in them as she licked her lips and caught her breath, “That was the greatest moment of my life… thank you sir, for letting me serve.”

“No,” I said, pushing aside the whirlwind of thoughts threatening to carry me off, “thank you. I… I needed that.”

Licking her lips, the woman smoothed her clothes and reaching out, tucked my cock away with more confidence than she’d drawn it forth. Patting the cloth fondly, she stood smoothly and as I gazed into her eyes; I realized my wife had been right. The act between us had bonded her to me, or us to one another. I could feel the ease between us that hadn’t existed before, a level of comfort that normally took months or years to formulate.

“Please call if you need anything else, sir,” Ms. Greene said. Her tone was the soul of professionalism, but her eyes told of naked desire.

“I will, Ms. Greene,” I sat behind my desk, eager to launch back into the files before me, “and thank you again, that will be all.”

“Sir,” she said, before offering me a demure nod and slipping out of my office.

The woman deserved more from me for her supreme effort, but I couldn’t waste this clarity and with single-minded focus I threw myself into work. I read dozens and dozens of case files over the next three hours, barely picking my head up to thank Abby when she brought me a cup of coffee without asking. I don’t know how she knew, but it was exactly what I’d been needing, and the boost of caffeine kept me at the paperwork for another two hours without pause.

An interesting pattern emerged, the more I poured over past Paulson crimes. All the files I searched through were dated for decades before. Petty crimes of larceny and theft, all the way up to domestic violence. There didn’t seem to be anything more recent. I found a few there and there, but they always dealt with outsiders either passing through town or visiting.

My mind sorted this information in with what I’d learned from my wife, and Barbara and I began to see the edges of a pattern forming. I would need to get into the records departments to see if police records corroborated what I was seeing in prosecuting documents, but it was getting late in the afternoon when I finally pushed the paperwork aside.

“Ms. Greene,” I called, and was rewarded with the busty MILF appearing in the adjoining doorway a moment later, “could you arrange for a time for me to meet with the records department tomorrow? There are a few things I want to follow up with.”

“I’ll speak with Becca first thing in the morning,” she said. “Will that be all, sir? Can I get you anything else before you head home for the day?”

From the heat in her eyes, the woman’s meaning was clear, but I had pressing business at home and couldn’t afford to spend 
the time indulging her.

“Tomorrow,” I said, standing and pulling on my coat. “I’ll need your help to piece together some of Paulson’s history, if you’re willing.”

“I live to be of service,” Abby breathed, and the extra weight to her words gave me pause before taking up my briefcase. “I will be here and ready for you tomorrow, sir. Have a good evening.”

“You too, Ms. Greene,” I said, pausing to offer a wave to Daphne, who say behind her desk typing away and waved back.

“See you tomorrow, Mr. Redding!” The bubbly blonde said with a wave.

“Selina has been asking about you all day, sir,” Abby said, stepping close and grabbing my sleeve before I could leave, “I think she and Daphne are going to try feeding you lake water in order to force the Change.”

“And?” I asked.

“Sir,” she said, growing a touch uncomfortable, “I saw how your wife spoke about her… Forgive me for overstepping but I’ve known Selina for years and she always
 gets what she wants…” the beautiful older woman’s eyes shaded with a deep seated fear as she went on, “If your misses is building a Coven… Sir, I’ll do anything to be and stay a part of it… Anything! But that woman is a snake, she’ll steal you away from your wife-.”

I reached up and placed a gentle finger across her thick lips, feeling the rapid beat of her heart as I silenced her.

“No one,” I said, surprising myself at the fierceness of my tone, “and nothing will ever take my wife from me, nor I from 
her. Do you understand that?”

“Yes, sir,” the woman breathed, expression filled with wonder as she stared up at me.

“The world is changing, Abby,” I breathed, letting my fingers slid across her lips to caress her soft round cheek, “Something is going on in sleepy Paulson and I mean to understand it. You know none of this is normal.” She gave a small nod, pupils slowly dilating, and I had to force my eyes to stay on hers instead of dropping to the massive breasts brushing my chest, “But it is our reality.”

“You can trust me, sir,” she said, eyes shining with so much devotion I almost believed her, but a good prosecutor guards his suspicions well and trusts few.

“We shall see,” I said.

I could tell she wanted to say more, that my lack of trust hurt, but she understood my hesitation and if anything, I saw her respect for me grow as I stepped away.

“Have those things ready for me first thing, Ms. Greene,” I said, keenly aware of Daphne’s lack of typing as she strained to eavesdrop.

“Yes, sir,” Abby said, drawing in a ragged breath as I stepped away.





Chapter 6









W

alking out to my car, I let my mind race down tracks of thought as I plotted and planned. There was still so much to find out but I’d learned a few things that afternoon and might have made an ally. Or more accurate to say my wife had given me an ally. The memory of Jocelyn’s face as she stepped from the room flashed back through my head and my blood heated as I sat behind the wheel.

There are depths to that woman I never dreamed, I thought to myself.

As I drove home, I reflected on the actions I’d taken back at the office. I’d never really thought about it, but I’d been acting as if a threat existed and some sixth sense was warning me to trust Jocelyn about Selina. I couldn’t place my finger on it, but my bonds to Jocelyn and Barbara felt threatened whenever I thought about the beautiful Selina and the open offer in her dark eyes. The connection to my wife is at the core of who I am, so to threaten that was to shake my very foundation.

No longer thinking as clearly, worry wiggled its way into my thoughts as I drove home. When I arrived I found Jocelyn in the garage unpacking boxes. The woman looked gorgeous in her short pants and tight t-shirt, blonde hair tied back, and a red scarf tied around it. She looked straight out of a fashion 
magazine and as I stepped out of the car and she ran over with a big grin leaping into my arms.

“Mhmm,” Jocelyn moaned as she kissed me, “I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” I said, pressing my hardness against her flat stomach.

“Mhmm,” she grinned into the kiss, “I can tell, but we don’t have time for that. You need to shower and change. We only have an hour before Winnie is expecting us over there.”

“Plenty of time,” I said, cupping her pert ass with one hand and massaging it, headless of who might watch us out their windows.

“Tom,” she chided, voice on the cusp of moaning, “You need to save your seed… Mhmm Winnie needs to be bred… oh baby, we shouldn’t… mmhph!”

I picked my beautiful wife up, her legs wrapping around my waist as I marched in through the garage door. Jocelyn was laughing and giggling as I dragged off her clothes and she mine, leaving a trail of clothes down the hallway before collapsing onto the mattress in a pile of limbs.

There is no one more gorgeous that Jocelyn, and her naked beauty spurred me on to take her with powerful strokes. Her screams of pleasure echoes around the house and throughout the neighborhood, my wife’s voice caused a frenzy amongst the neighbors that I could scent on the wind and it only drove me as I filled her womb with my seed.

“Oh! God! I’m…. cumming!”

Jocelyn’s teeth sank into the flesh of my shoulder and her nails dug into my back as she shuddered beneath me. My cock throbbing as it filled her with shot after shot of hot white cum.

“So hot,” Jocelyn moaned, let lips finding mine as we rolled onto our sides and cuddled for a moment. “I’ll never get over how you make me feel, Tom.” She purred, snuggling close and trailing a hand down my stomach to run slender fingers along my slick cock.

“Mmm I loved that,” she said, grinning up at me, “But make sure you have enough to breed Winnie.”

“You’re crazy, woman,” I said with a little chuckle. “You aren’t jealous or upset?

“Because of earlier?” She asked, and after a slight pause shook her head, “No, just the opposite. Abby Greene is yours
 now husband as is only right. You deserve her devotion and more. Just imagining her worshipping you…” I was bemused to see her shiver in pleasure before going on, “I only wish I could have witnessed it.”

“What is a Coven?”

The question froze Jocelyn, and she looked up with a searching gaze.

“How do you know that word?” She searched my expression, but I kept my face expressionless, merely raising an eyebrow awaiting her answer, “I don’t know who made up the term…” she began slowly, “but it started up about ten years ago. We used to call them social clubs, but they’re groups of friends and family that have… an affinity for one another.

“I don’t know how to explain it, but I just… there are certain women that I’ve never liked, never gotten along with, nor they with me. It’s the same for mom. Over the years our social clubs or… Covens… have grown closer and closer together… Factions have emerged.”

“Rival Covens?” I asked.

“Yes,” she nodded, “it isn’t talked about, but we don’t mingle with one another and at times things have become… contentious.”

“You fear a rival Coven will steal me away,” I said, seeing to the heart of her and Barbara’s fears in my clear state of thought. Jocelyn tensed against my side and I knew I’d hit the nail on the head. Her scent was a jumble of conflicting emotions, and I sensed she needed to lance this boil herself.

“It’s a real fear, Tom,” Jocelyn said, voice small and quiet, “There are women in town who will do anything to trap an Alpha for their Coven. You can’t understand what it’s like… the longing… the need to be protected, loved, cared for and to… to bear life. We all feel it, it’s part of what bonds us closer than sisters.”

Jocelyn looked up and rested her hand on my chest, eyes searching mine as she tried to impart how genuine her feeling were.

“Abby Greene isn’t part of our Coven, not yet, although she could be. That’s why I asked you not to breed her,” she swallowed hard and went on, “So we could be certain she wouldn’t break the peace we’ve struggled to maintain. But promise me once she’s part of our Coven you’ll treat her like you do me or any of the rest. Tom, it’s important, please tell me you understand.”

“I understand,” I said, running my fingers gently down her back in a calming manner. I understood more than she thought but didn’t speak it out loud. “But I want you to set aside your fears and rely on your faith in me. You know me. You know how much I love you.”

“I know,” she said, and though I’d eased her fears somewhat, there was still a seed of doubt remaining in her scent.

“Let’s get ready,” I said, “wouldn’t want to keep our host waiting.”

“Wear your dark blue suit,” Jocelyn said, rising from the bed and brushing her long blonde hair back, “You look really good in it.”

“Wear your black garter set,” I said, offering her a wink, “You’re going to look really good when I strip you out of it later.”

“Tonight, is about Winnie, Tom,” Jocelyn said with an amused smile, “Don’t be silly.”

“Wear them,” I ordered, letting my tone take on the firm tone of command I’d grown more accustomed to.

“Yes, sir,” Jocelyn said, a little grin curling the corners of her mouth as she dug through her closet for the garments.

Thirty minutes later we were dressed and walking down the front path. The neighbors were walking out to their car, and the wife waved hello.

“Evening Tom, Jocelyn,” Suzy said, her outfit and makeup as flawless as they had been the first day I’d met her.

“Evening,” I said with a nod for her and the portly little man.

“Dinner with the Darlington’s?” Suzy asked, raising one eyebrow as she held the car door open.

“Dinner and a nightcap,” I said, sampling the woman’s scent and finding it full of desire and satisfaction, an odd combination.

“Just make sure you have an appetite for breakfast,” the woman’s pale green eyes held mine, a heat entering them that set my heart pounding, “Barbara asked for some help… feeding you tomorrow morning. Apparently, she’s making you 
a special... breakfast? Everyone volunteered to… help, but I won the raffle.”

“You’ll enjoy Suzy’s cooking, sir,” Harold said, ducking his head to avoid meeting my eyes when I glanced down at him, “Pardon the intrusion.”

“Tom’s looking forward to it, I’m sure,” Jocelyn said, slipping her arm in mine, an eager light I recognized entering her eyes as they alighted on Suzy, “But mom made me promise mornings are hers.”

“Your mother and I will be… cooking together,” Suzy said, her lips quirking in amusement when Jocelyn gave a small gasp, “You disapprove?”

“Never,” Jocelyn said, and the sharp spike of lust I smelled rolling off her surprised me, as did the fierce grin she flashed up at me, “But this opens up… possibilities.”

“It was her… suggestion,” I said, and I thought I was ready for any kind of reaction to my admission of greedy lust but the woman I married never ceases to shock me.

“Mhhmhmm!” Jocelyn threw herself in my arms, tongue slipping into my mouth as she kissed me hard then released me, breathing heavy. “Race across the plains my handsome lion,”
 she whispered fiercely, “and let mom and I add to your pride.”


As suddenly as she’d molded herself to me, Jocelyn was standing at my side, the demure wife once more, as if the harlot from a second before had never been. Suzy’s large bust heaved, hips grinding on the door frame and her lips parted, tongue trembling as reached out and back in, in an unconscious gesture of desire. While the woman made a fool of herself it was the husband’s reaction that shocked me the most.

Harold sat staring out his window but not at my wife, whose nipples stood out hard as rocks against her loose top, or the black stocking gripping her slender legs. He stared at the lump in my pants with such awe and reverence it raised my hackles. He must have sensed the change in me for he hunched down, eyes averted and offering the back of his neck to me. The man wasn’t my enemy, nor was he an ally per se, but he was a provider and cared for those under his roof the best he was able.

Drawing Jocelyn down the walkway, I offered the couple a wave of farewell.

“Until tomorrow!” Suzy said, voice a touch breathless as she stood up on weak legs and offered Jocelyn and me a wave, making sure her heavy breasts swayed in her dress top to maximum effect.

“Two at a time,” Jocelyn said, her hip pressed against my side and large breast resting on my arm as we walked the other neighbor’s house. “You can master so many at once?”

“Mmhmm.” I grunted in reply.

“Hmm… we might need to test the boundaries of what your capable of, Tom,” Jocelyn’s perfect teeth flashed as she grinned, “I mean, for research if nothing else.”

“For science,” I said with a laugh.

“Exactly,” she grinned, “For science.”





Chapter 7
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hat’s for science, dear?” Winnie asked, as she pushed open her screen door, “Welcome, both of you, come on in. David’s just setting the dip out now.”

“Oh nothing, Ms. Darlington,” Jocelyn said as she shook the woman’s hand and stepped in, “just something funny Tom said. You have a lovely home.”

“Thank you, dear,” Winnie Darlington said, her bright blue eyes locked on me as I stepped inside, “I’m so glad you agreed to come for dinner.”

Stepping in and felt her eyes tracking my every movement. I sensed the woman’s desire, but also her suspicion after our last encounter. Ignoring her, I took in the new furniture and the dark paintings on the walls. They were all in a theme, blacks and whites with raw stylistic images. The art held my attention so much I nearly overlooked the short, portly fellow who shuffled from foot to foot in one corner.

“Do you like the art, Tom?” Winnie asked, pulling closed the front door and turning, her black heels clicking on the tiled floor, “David painted these pieces over the past two years.”

“They’re remarkable,” I said, offering the man a nod of 
respect, “I don’t know much about art, but it looks like you have real skill.”

“David was an art teacher down in Albuquerque when we met,” Winnie smiled at the man with fondness, “But his talent has really flourished since moving here.”

“What do you for work now, David?” I asked the man as Jocelyn followed Winnie into the kitchen.

“I… um… I do I.T. work for the city,” the man mumbled, shuffling a half step into the light.

“That must… be…”

The man’s scent filled my sinuses with the rancid odor of fear. The man was so terrified it was a wonder he could stand and function. Instead of recoiling from it, I sensed a brother of the Change and reached out and rested my hand on his shoulder until he lifted his head and met my gaze, dark eyes round and moist.

“You have nothing to fear from me, sir. You’re my neighbor,” I spoke, soft but certain as imparted a small measure of my strength into this man, “My ally. You can be at peace around me.”

His scent shifted as he looked into my eyes from fearful to uncertain as he mustered the courage to speak. I gave him the long seconds he needed without releasing my grip, letting my strength be his for the moment.

“They treat us like trash,” David said, the words coming out of him in a breathless rush, like confession, “beat us, kick us, threaten to… to do sick, twisted things. I’ve never known such savagery or evil, such taunting bullying.”

“Who does this to you?” I realized my fingers were gripping the man’s shoulder so tightly he was flinching, although I’d 
barely flexed my grip and forced my hand to relax.

“The men at the club and… a few others.”

I didn’t mean to growl, the sound just issued forth from the back of my throat. It was so primal and raw it reached deep into the core of David, and I saw his frightened little eyes gain a measure of strength instead of the fear that seemed so ever present in his life.

“It’s true… You’re like them!” he said in a wondering voice, “But… different.”

“I’m just a man,” I said, but even as I said the words, realized I no longer completely believed them. I’d changed, of that there could be no doubt, but how much of my humanity had I lost? Or was it I’d become more evolved? I still had too many questions. “But one who honors his friends and neighbors. You and Winnie are now friends and under my protection.”

The certainty I felt over the declaration was powerful as was the need to protect the pair. A shallow gasp from the hallway alerted me that she and my wife were listening in.

“Sir,” David said, standing a few inches taller and meeting my eyes, “It would be the honor of my life, if you would lay with my wife.”

His words should have been ridiculous. They should have caused a laugh or at the least a chortle from me, but there was such gravity in his words, and I could read how serious he was being from his scent. This man could offer nothing greater to show his allegiance, and I knew this was the heart of the Coven my wife spoke of.

Turning my head to spot the women in the hall, as I’d guessed. Jocelyn’s face shone with pride as she looked upon me, but it was Winnie and her narrow graceful features that trapped me. 
I felt it then, the throbbing need within her and me. Something primal that couldn’t be denied lived in the space between us.

“Dinner is warming,” Winnie said faintly, the two drinks in her hands trembling, ice clinking, as she stared into my eyes, breath slowly deepening.

“David will turn it off,” Jocelyn said, setting down her own pair of drinks and pulling the pair from Winnie’s weak hands.

“I had lingerie,” the tall blonde’s voice was even softer this time, and it was her husband who spoke.

“Our Lord requests your presence, my dear,” the short man said, passing behind the woman as he slipped around the edge of the room. “Our fate depends on your sacrifice.”

“But it isn’t a sacrifice,” the woman breathed, a single tear tracking its way down her pale cheek as her heart raced and chest heaved, “dear god, I want this more than life itself.”


“I know,”
 David whispered into her ear as he passed behind her, “he’s who we’ve waited for… Go to him!”


The man gave his wife a little shove, and she nearly tripped as she stumbled forward, but it broke the spell over the room. Catching herself and stepping forward, the woman lowered herself to her knees before me, eyes no longer tearful but shocked and more than a little hopeful.

“Well,” Jocelyn said, voice dripping with satisfaction, “I’ll leave you two to get acquainted.”

“No, wife,” I said, the tone of command I’d used with her earlier back, “you will stay as witness…” I looked up and watched her reaction as I said, “and later, participant.”

“Yes, sir,” Jocelyn said, and I saw her swallow hard, fingers trembling, and the air reeked with the raw desire rolling off 
her.

My wife loves nothing in this world more than watching me be masterful. Either to her, or another, I’ve come to find out it doesn’t much matter to her. In most other matters she’s a proper and conservative woman, but in this respect, she’s given to a wilder nature.

“And me, sir,” Winnie breathed, cheeks heating and pupils swelling as she stepped into the center of her expensively appointed living room, “what do… please, please tell me how I may serve.”

The woman wore a black cocktail dress that looked like it had been painted on, and her hair twisted artfully into an intricate bun at the top of her head. The yellow color was paler than my wife’s but still stunning and set off to dramatic effect with her ruby red lips. She was a decade older than Jocelyn, but the years only ripened her beauty. It was her figure that arrested my attention, for its slender elegance was like that of the models in fashion magazines I’d grown up fantasizing about.

Winnies desires were plain, the woman hungered to be bred, to have her womb filled, and her every motion and movement screamed that fact at me. I craved something else and only as I stood in the middle of their living room, did I begin to see there was a purpose to my newly awakened desires.

Winnie trembled my eyes passed up and down her body. Jocelyn moved over to the side of the room, taking a seat on the edge of the couch. Her eyes burned with suppressed emotion as she watched me, taking in the elegant blonde like she was a show pony.

I took a slow stroll around the Winnie. Drinking in her figure from head to toe, reaching out and running gentle fingers over the slender swell of her hips. She whimpered at my touch. A 
soft sound. Her scent filling with angst and fear that I might reject her.

Stepping around to the front again, I let my eyes trap hers and hold them for a long moment. I knew she would be mine. That this woman, like my mother-in-law and wife before her; had been designed to serve me. At that moment a clear bead pre-cum oozed from the tip of my cock. Its scent filling the room with my manly musk. The scent dragged a whimper from Mrs. Darlington and my wife at the same moment.





Chapter 8









“
K

neel.” I growled.

Voice rich with primal vibrations that unlocked something within her and she dropped, her fine dress twisting as she knelt before me, eyes filled with devotion and desire.

Winnie’s fingers trembled as I reached up to my belt. My movements slow. I knew, from a place deep within, that these things must progress in the proper fashion. That in order to forge a proper bond, it must be as it was the night before. She must imbibe of me, forging the initial connection, and only then would she be ready to breed.

The steel of my buckle clicked as I pulled it through and dropped my slacks, fishing free my thickening cock. I couldn’t hide my smile of amusement when Winnie gasped in shocked delight when she took in its length and girth. The woman’s eyes shone as she licked her lips, the poised women from earlier gone.

“It's just like I dreamt,” she said, a catch in her soft voice. “But more beautiful.”

The feel of her slender, cool fingers sliding along my cock drew a sigh of pleasure from me that changed into a groan when she leaned forward, wrapping her ruby red lips around 
my cock. The hot, wet feeling of her sucking mouth was immediate and intense, the sensations only growing when I remembered that I stood in the center of her living room before the large picture window for all to see.

The wet sucking sounds filled the room. And I felt like I was in my proper place, assuming my proper role. I stood above the supplicant and let her worship my dick as best she was able, letting her prove her devotion and desire as she sucked and licked my cock.

The woman's motions were awkward and unpracticed. But her passion as intense and I loved the look of pure pleasure in her beautiful eyes. And the sight of her ruby red lips stretched tightly around me. Long minutes passed in silence. As I let the woman work me over. My eyes flickered over to Jocelyn. And I grinned to see her legs spread, the black stockings standing out against her white legs, and her lacy black panties pushed aside as she ran a finger up and down her tight lips. I could see her surprise at how much pleasure she took watching Winnie worshiping her husband’s cock.

As my orgasm approach Winnie sensed it, for her motions grew faster and more fervent. Her whimpers of pleasure grew desperate and the scent of her sex filled the room as panties grew damp. With a groan of pleasure, my cock unloaded its pearlescent seed across her red lips and smooth cheeks. The woman’s hips shook as an orgasm rolled through the body. A cry of pleasure ripped from her throat as she swallowed the last pearlescent drops down.

She sank down onto her ass, dress stretching and legs akimbo. Breathing raggedly as her eyes registered shock.

“So sweet,” Winnie mumbled, running a gentle finger across her lips, “you taste like… ambrosia.”

The woman looked so gorgeous, her cheeks flushed and chest heaving. The beast within sensed the connection formed, and I had to have her. With Jocelyn’s encouraging whispers urging me on, I pushed Winnie down and ripped her lacy white panties aside. Though I heard the expensive material rip, the woman didn’t seem to mind, in fact, just the opposite.

“Yes! Oh God yes!” Her cries grew to screams as I spread her legs wide, “Fuck me like a beast! Oh, please! Please! Please! Please!!!”

The woman's screams echoed off the ceiling and all throughout the house. I hungered to see her body. To feel soft, smooth flesh beneath me, but the need was too powerful. My cock throbbing, the thick head pressed into her wetness within the blonde fur of her slender pussy and the woman's fingers were pulling on my ass, dragging me inside her as she her scream reached a fevered pitch of intensity.

I gasped in shock when I felt her tightness. Winnie has the tightest pussy I'd ever felt, but her sex was shallow and as I sink in deep, I felt her cervix resting against my tip with half of my length still outside her. Her eyes opening wide and bulging as I filled her and an orgasm raced through her body. Her pussy walls shivered around my cock. As her scream turned into a groan of pleasure and then the beast was unleashed as I thrust in her with passionate fury.

One hand cupped her firm little ass as I drove down into her. The other laced fingers into her silky blonde hair, her lips twisting to meet mine. Her whimpers of pleasure were broken by our passionate kisses as her pink tongue slipped into my mouth. This was no lovemaking. This was raw and brutal fucking. The sound of our hips slapping against one another and Winnies cries of pleasure echoed around the living room. Reaching out to the surrounding neighborhood and alerting all 
that I’d claimed this woman and her man as mine.

Sounds of pleasure from nearby, and the scent of her satisfaction filling my nostrils told me my wife had come from watching me ravage this older woman. That realization sent me over the edge as I shallowly fucked Winnie’s tightness, and I felt my balls throb. My cock spewed forth a massive amount of cum as the woman’s tiny pussy milked every drop from my cock, her ankles locked behind my ass as she drew me in as deep as I could go.

“Oh, God…” she whimpered beneath me, face twisted in blissful agony as she writhed in orgasm, “So hot…. So… full. “Dear God, thank you, thank you, thank you…”

My hands trembled as I pushed myself up off the woman, my manhood slipping free of her tight sex. My needs were sated but the not my desires. Whipping off my shirt and slacks, it was the sight of my gorgeous wife that sent steel back into my cock. Her eyes were filled with passion and lust after having witnessed me bond with the beautiful woman, and I could tell she was as eager for more as I was. Rising to my knees, I let a prideful smile make its way onto my lips.

“Clean my cock.”

The order brought a grin to Jocelyn’s beautiful face as she threw herself off the couch and crawled toward me. Garters snapping and pale behind flashing in black panties as she wiggled her way over. Just before taking my cock in her mouth, my wife slid out of her dress, throwing it across the back of a chair and grinning to see my eyes drinking in her lingerie clad body. Jocelyn’s large breasts dwarfed Winnie’s and her hips had a pleasing swell to them, though the contrast between the pair made my cock throb. The sight of her black garters, panties and bra only made her figure even more desirable and I couldn’t look away as she threw herself into the work of 
sucking another woman’s cum from my cock.

Winnie he had been writhing in pleasure, eyes rolled back in her skull, almost catatonic, as the orgasm rolled through her in waves. The sound of my wife's happy mewling sounds as she sucked my cock, drew the woman from her reverie and she sat up, dragging her own dress off as she watched Jocelyn licking and sucking me.

I reached out and pulled the woman close, my wife making room for her. The pair were a little nervous at first and their movements careful not to touch tongue or lips as they kissed and softly sucked the head. My enormous dick offered them plenty of room but as they got into it, and my moans of pleasure increased, Jocelyn reached around the other woman’s back, drawing her in close.

Turning to the other woman, Jocelyn offered her a gentle smile, which Winnie returned shyly. My breath froze as Jocelyn leaned forward, and when their lips met in a soft kiss, a gentle moan escaping them both, I nearly came right there.

I'd never been turned on from watching lesbians kiss or play with one another, but the sight of my wife and the beautiful older woman was one of the sexiest things I've ever seen. A sound of primal pleasure issued from the back of my throat and the pair broke off their kiss, looking up at me and grinning. Both women clung to one another, biting their bottom lips, even more turned on to see how much their sapphic moment had incensed me.

Cheeks pressed together, they reached their tongues out and ran them in tandem around the head of my cock. All the while touching and teasing one another. I watched Winnie’s hands move with trepidation as they cupped first one and then the other of my wife’s breasts, before with a moan she massaged it hard, pinching the nipple through her black lacy bra. They 
took turns sucking the head back and forth to each other’s mouth, their lips touching and tongues sliding all over the sensitive underside.

As they licked and sucked my cock together, Jocelyn guided the other woman. Teaching her how best to pleasure me. Running their tongues up and down the underside and sucking hard on the tip. Then the gluk, gluk, gluk, sound as Jocelyn took me deep into her throat and let me fuck her with short hard thrusts. Winnie was nervous at first, but as soon as I took control of her head, asserting my dominance over her, she came with a powerful gush of juices as I fucked her throat; the sight causing my balls to swell and the woman to whimper as she realized I was about to cum.

Pulling off my cock, both women ran their fingers up and down the sides, their tongues teasing the tip. As my orgasm rushing through me, my wife's eyes brightened, and she felt my balls swell. She pressed her cheek to Winnie’s lips, pursing as she opened her mouth to accept my cum. The other woman doing likewise as she felt my dick throb.

Thick ropes of pearlescent come shot forth, coating the women's lips, cheeks and faces. As I stood there panting and catching my breath, Winnie pushed my wife down onto her back. The woman’s hands slip up Jocelyn’s sides to cup her large breasts as they kissed, tongues warring with another one another and trading my cum back and forth as they cleaned each other up.

The beast in me was sated, both women bonded and bred, but I hadn’t found the depths of my lust. Not with this gorgeous sight presented before me. Growling once again in pleasure I ripped my wife's and the other woman's panties down and gazed upon their pale ass cheeks, loving their giggles as I push them both beneath me. The three of us rolled around on the 
carpet, kissing, touching, caressing.

The women were as fascinated with one another as they were with me. Although the exception to that was Winnie, whose hands and lips came back to my cock again and again as though it were a magnet. I found myself on my back, my wife pressing her sweet puddy lips to my tongue as Winnie climbed aboard my hardness again. The woman was all boisterous joy as she eagerly rode and bounced on my dick. I grew even harder when I heard the two of them kissing and making out. Looking up between thighs, I saw the pair of them caressing each other’s breasts as they kissed with passion.

I took them both multiple times. My favorite was when I had them both bent over the couch and crying out in pleasure as I alternated between them. A few strokes for one and then out and deep into the next, savoring the feel of both younger and older sexes. Their cries of pleasure rang out. Alerting the neighborhood to what was happening. As I took them before the picture window I saw the heads of neighborhood wives peeking out of windows up and down the cul-de-sac. They prayed they’d soon have a turn as they listened to me claiming my third woman. Eventually I would get to them all I knew, and my coven would be complete.

There we still the great mystery of the Change, its origins, and what was happening this town and the little society those within it had built. There would be time, I prayed, to learn all I needed to, but for now I was content to grow my Coven and revel in the pleasures afforded me as their Alpha.

To Be Continued…
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