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		Bryon’s life has always been filled with a side of weird, especially with his father being a scientist. But when he discovers that his father is testing a mind-meld experiment, he finds himself stuck right in the middle of it, when his best friend, Alison, begs him to meld his mind with hers so he can help her out on her first date with the hunky football captain. As their minds become one, Byron feels like he’s losing control inside his sexy friend’s body. And then with one look at the muscled, naked jock standing before them, he may never leave Alison’s body again.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		“I’m going to die,” sobbed Alison. “I’m literally going to die.” Her breath heaved in her chest, her body trembling from nerves.

		Byron ran his hand up and down the inconsolable girl’s back, trying to stave off a complete meltdown. “This is a good thing,” he soothed. “Remember, you wanted to move on from that asshole Kensley and start dating again?”

		She tipped her head upward, her eyes glistening with tears. “I didn’t think it’d be the football captain that asked me out though!” Her voice squealed out and she blinked her lashes rapidly, trying to quell the rising fervor of her emotions. “I can’t do it,” she said. “I’ve only had one boyfriend, ever.”

		“One sucky boyfriend,” Byron grumbled under his breath.

		“I don’t know what to do. I have no idea what to do!”

		“He’s just a guy, Ali. A normal guy that isn’t any different from me. And you’re with me every day.”

		“That’s different,” Alison whined. “I’ve known you since I was seven. You’re practically my twin. I know everything about you. Just like you know everything about me. That’s it!” she suddenly exclaimed. “You need to get to know Josh. Infiltrate the football team.”

		Byron blinked his eyes open wide, wondering if his best friend had finally lost her mind. As much as he’d love to be forced to spend time with a bunch of sexy football players, he didn’t think that was the best option for making sure Alison’s date went well. Hell, if Alison wasn’t careful, he’d steal Josh for himself. Not that he’d do that to her, but he was the sexiest guy he’d ever seen in real life. Byron had never been with a guy before, but somewhere around the start of senior year, he’d felt a tingle or two inside of him when somebody tall and muscular walked by. He thought it was just hormones causing him to not think straight, but from the way his cock now tingled after talking about Josh Renbright, he was worried it was more than that.

		“Well?” questioned Alison. “Will you do that for me?”

		“Ali, honey, you know I’d do anything for you, but I don’t think playing BFF to Josh is going to make your date go any better.”

		“You’re right.” Alison dropped her head down into her hands, her blonde hair falling over her face. “It’s hopeless. It wouldn’t matter how much you learned about him; once I saw him in person, I’d forget everything and act like a complete fool.” She sighed dramatically and Byron patted her on her head. He wanted to argue with her that she’d do just fine, but he had witnessed her abysmal performance in their elementary school play. She’d forgotten every single one of her lines that they’d studied all month. She cried right in front of the entire audience and even though she’d only been eight, the memory still sat at the forefront of her mind. Byron wished he could erase it for her. The last thing he wanted her to have was another experience like that. He could tell from the panic on her face that she’d cancel her date with Josh before the week was up. She wouldn’t risk making a fool of herself.

		“We’ll think of something,” Josh soothed, as he ran his hand in circles upon her back. “Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of everything.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		Byron woke with a start. He lay motionless in his bed, wondering if he’d been woken from a sound in the house or from something in his dream. He’d been dreaming about Alison and the second grade. They both stood on stage—the bright spotlight blasting into their eyes—and the entire audience laughed at them. Even his own sister pointed and laughed, something he knew she’d never do in real life.

		A boom echoed through the house. Byron sat upright, the sound no longer striking fear in his chest now that he was awake. He knew it was a percussion from his father’s nuclear diatron machine. He’d been obsessed with his new experiment all week. And actually, Byron couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen his father this week.

		He slid out of bed, slipping on a pair of shorts and heading down to the kitchen. He stared at the clock on the microwave, realizing that somehow he’d slept until eleven o’clock. He’d stayed up way too late consoling Alison last night. Before he finally left, he instructed her to not make any rash decisions about her date with Josh, and to give him the weekend to try to come up with a plan.

		Byron slipped out the kitchen door, two plates piled high with sandwiches and chips. With his dad focused on his newest project in the lab, he couldn’t be sure that he’d even bothered to come inside to eat.

		Byron knocked quietly on the shed door. He didn’t receive a response, so he knocked louder. He grumbled, quite certain his father was just too caught up in his work to hear him knocking. Carefully stacking one plate upon the other, Byron shuffled his way into his father’s lab.

		“Quick!” He heard his father’s voice but didn’t see him. “Shut the door or I’ll try to escape!”

		Byron had no idea what his father was talking about, but he quickly pulled the door to the shed closed. “Dad?” he asked, calling out into the small space.

		An orange tabby cat jumped up onto the countertop, startling Byron and almost causing him to drop the plates of food.

		“Shoo,” Byron admonished as the cat tried to get a taste of the tuna fish sandwich he’d made for his father.

		“No, it’s me,” the cat said.

		Byron pinched his lips between his teeth, determined not to squeal, but even behind his closed mouth, a high-pitched wail left his throat.

		The cat sat down on the counter, silently observing Byron. Then his eyes turned toward the sandwiches, his tail swishing back and forth. Byron slowly pushed one of the plates toward the cat, and it leaped forward, voraciously devouring its meal.

		“Thank you,” it mumbled in his father’s voice. Half the sandwich was already gone, and now the cat swatted at the other half, knocking the bread aside, and devouring the meaty insides. “I haven’t eaten in three days,” he said between mouthfuls. “Couldn’t figure out how to work the doorknob with my paws.”

		Byron’s body seemed to tremble with some sort of electrical sensation coming from the nuclear diatron machine. It was oddly pleasant. “I know I may regret asking this,” Byron said, “by why is it that you’re a cat?”

		Byron reached toward the orange tabby and its ears twitched, before hissing and swatting at his hands. One of its claws caught Byron’s skin, and he pulled his hand back, bleeding.

		“You’re going to want to wash that well,” his father the cat said.

		“You shouldn’t have scratched me then!” exclaimed Byron.

		“That wasn’t me. That was the cat.”

		Byron set his plate down on the countertop, slouching down onto a stool. He rubbed his hands across his forehead, trying to make sense of anything coming out of the cat’s mouth.

		“Ah,” his father said, noticing his confusion. “I’m not fully cat, and I’m not fully me. We’re mind-melded if you will.” He chuckled to himself, the sight odd as the orange tabby opened its mouth in laughter. “Cats are quite an unpredictable species.”

		The cat shifted on the countertop and stretched its back leg up to scratch at his ear. Byron waited in silence, wondering if it was his father who had an itch or the cat. And then the cat began bathing itself, completely ignoring Byron’s presence. Byron turned from the cat as it decided to wash its nether regions, feeling as if he’d never quite look at his father the same again. While the cat continued to bathe, Byron nibbled on his sandwich, assuming that at some point, his father would resume their conversation.

		“Ah, yes,” his father said, spitting a chunk of fur from his lips. “My feline counterpart seems quite obsessed with the act of bathing.” His father flicked his tongue in disgust. “Quite an odd pastime.”

		“Dad,” Byron huffed out. “Could you please tell me why it is that you’re inside a cat?” Byron looked around the room, uncertain. “And where’s your body? Is it... gone?” His heart suddenly thudded in his chest, not at the thought that his dad had melded his mind with a cat, but that there was a possibility his father would forever be a cat and never return to his human body.

		“In the closet.”

		“Huh?” Byron asked.

		“My body. It’s in the closet,” said the cat.

		Byron stood slowly, fear coursing through his body as he walked toward the small closet in the corner of the room.

		“Careful,” the cat called out as Byron’s hand rested upon the handle.

		Byron slowly opened the door. And there, face slacken, propped up in the corner, was his father’s body. “Shit,” Byron muttered. It was horribly weird seeing his father’s body so lifeless. If he’d come across his body before hearing his father’s voice come from the cat, he’d have thought his father was dead. He slowly reached forward, but then decided touching his father’s lifeless body would be too creepy to handle.

		Byron turned to his cat-dad. “Do I need to do anything to keep it viable? Like water it or some shit?”

		The cat shook his head, then took a moment to scratch at its ear. Byron thought that maybe he’d need to check to make sure he didn’t have fleas. He squeezed his eyes shut, then opened them. Nope, his father was still a cat. He sighed heavily. “I wish you’d have told me you were going to do this, Dad. I could have come in here and found your body and thought that you’d died.”

		“I’m planning on reusing that body,” his father said. “Please don’t dispose of it.”

		“I’m—” Byron shook his head. “I won’t, Dad.” Byron wrinkled his nose as he looked around his father’s lab. “Do you need anything? How long are you planning on being a cat?”

		“Just for the week,” his father said. “Could you get me some cat stuff at the store?”

		“Yeah,” Byron said. “I’ll go get you some stuff.”

		His cat-dad suddenly flopped over, scratching wildly at his neck. “I think I have fleas.”

		“Yeah,” Byron said, morosely. “I’ll get you something for that too.”

		Byron collected the empty plates, careful to pull the door tight behind him so that his father didn’t escape the shed. “My life is so fucked up,” he muttered to himself as he reentered the house. He’d been hoping to talk to his dad about what he could do to help Alison. His father was always so logical, and while Alison was all emotion, it was nice to have an outside opinion on things. He didn’t figure the cat would have any logical love advice though.

		After showering and readying for the day, he would call up Alison, figuring a trip to the pet store would distract her mind from her worries, at least for a little bit.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		“Hey,” he said as she slid into the passenger seat of his car.

		“Where are we going?” she asked.

		“To the pet store,” Byron grumbled.

		“Oh! Did your sister get a pet?”

		Byron eyed Alison and then pulled away from the curb. “My father’s a cat,” he said.

		“Your dad got a cat? That’s weird. I always thought of him as a dog person.”

		“Nope. He’s a cat-person all right.”

		Alison eyed Byron out of the corner of her eye, certain he had something on his mind that he wasn’t telling her. “Byron?” she asked. “What’s wrong.”

		Byron blew out a heavy breath. “My father didn’t get a cat. He turned himself into a cat.”

		Alison gasped, her hand covering her mouth in shock. “He did what?” she exclaimed.

		“Yeah,” Byron said morosely. “You heard me right. My father is a cat. Well, a partial cat.”

		Alison wrinkled her nose in disgust.

		“No, no,” Byron said, realizing what she thought, that his dad was half-cat half-man. “He fully looks like a cat, but he’s...” Byron shook his head, wishing for the millionth time that he had a normal father. “He’s melded his mind with a cat.” He turned to look at Alison while he waited for the light to turn green. “Actually, his body—his human body—is pushed into the cabinet in the shed. Just jammed into a corner.”

		“Oh, Byron,” Alison said. She reached over to him as far as her seatbelt would allow, wrapping her hands around his neck. “I’m so sorry. That must have been awful.”

		The car behind them beeped its horn, and Byron looked up, realizing the light had turned green. He turned into the shopping center, parking in front of the pet store. He stopped the engine and turned to Alison. “It’s like he’s gone off his rocker since mom died,” he said.

		Alison reached over, taking Byron’s hand in her own. Although Byron’s mother had passed away years ago, his father still didn’t handle life well without her. Luckily Byron’s sister, Ana, was older, and she took over the role of taking care of both Byron and their father. Alison’s eyes blinked rapidly, sadness on her face. She’d loved Byron’s mom as her own. “He’s dealing the best way he knows how, Byron.”

		“Yeah, I know, really, I do, but this is just over the top. Why would you even want to put your brain into a cat?”

		Alison giggled. “He didn’t put his brain in there, he just melded their minds. I’m sure he wouldn’t have done it if he didn’t have a perfectly tested protocol in place for reversing it.”

		“I know,” Byron said. “You’re right. I know you’re right. It’s just... weird.”

		“There’s nothing wrong with weird,” Alison said, patting Byron on his arm. “We’re all a bit weird in our own way.”

		Byron chuckled. “That we are.” He sighed, pulling his keys from the ignition. “Well, let’s go buy my father a litter box.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		Byron hurried through the door of the shed, shuffling his father-the-cat back with his foot as he tried to bolt out the open door. Alison pushed her way behind him, even though he told her it would be a terrifying and traumatizing ordeal to witness his father in a cat’s body. Many days Byron wondered if Alison thrived off a bit of craziness and that’s why she’d continued to be his best friend for all these years. Even as she grew into a gorgeous, desirable woman, she still hung out with weird, awkward Byron and his messed family. She was most guys’ definition of perfect on the outside, but Byron loved her because she was perfectly weird on the inside.

		“Hey, Mr. Brant,” Alison said. She reached down to pet the cat and Byron opened his mouth to holler at her to stop, but it was too late. She reached down to scratch the cat behind its ear, and instead of scratching her on the hand like it had done to him, his cat-dad started purring.

		“Go figure,” he muttered.

		While Alison busied herself asking his dad a million questions about his experiment, Byron set up his father’s litter box and food bowls. Then when his dad was occupied with animatedly answering Alison’s questions, Byron snuck up behind him and applied his flea medication. The cat turned at him, hissing, but then it quickly turned back to Alison, continuing their conversation.

		“Thanks, son,” his father said when he plopped down on the stool next to Alison. “I’m sorry the cat me doesn’t seem to like you very much.

		Byron shrugged, uncertain how he felt about half of his father continuing to hiss and scratch him, while the cat had taken an instant liking to Alison. The cat’s hunger overwhelmed his father’s desire to continue talking about his experiment, so his father hopped down from the counter and started munching on his new food.

		The father side of him wretched upon the first bite of food, but the cat continued eating hungrily.

		Alison watched him for a few moments before turning her eyes to Byron. She raised her eyebrows, then tipped her head toward the door, indicating that they should leave while his father was occupied.

		As soon as he pulled the door shut behind them, Alison turned to him, grabbing him by his shirt collar and pulling him toward her. Her eyes were wide, and her warm breath puffed out on his lips. “We have to do that,” she said, her voice low and conspiratorial.

		“Do what?” Byron exclaimed. “Become a cat?” He was worried that Alison had officially lost her mind.

		“No, dum-dum.” She knocked her knuckles off his head but dropped her grip on his shirt. He pressed his hands down his front, trying to smooth out the wrinkles that she’d formed.

		They heard hissing and a bang inside the shed, and both turned, worried about what was happening inside. “We’re okay!” hollered his father from inside.

		“We need to do that. Together,” Alison said. “No cat. Me and you.”

		“Me and you?” Byron squealed.

		“Yeah! Me and you.” She stood back from him, crossing her lean arms over her chest, her bottom lip pouting out. “Don’t you want to mind-meld with me?”

		“Ah... no! I don’t. Have you lost your mind?”

		Alison pouted, her pert pink lips pushing out even further. “I thought you told me you’d do anything to help me with my date with Josh?”

		“Of course. I mean, I thought I’d give you a pep talk or something.” Alison stared daggers at him, her dark brown eyes seeming to cloud in distaste. “Listen, Ali, it’s not that I don’t want to help you, you know I do, but have you thought this through? You’re talking about what? Putting me inside your body? Inside your body.”

		“And?” she questioned. She turned toward Byron’s house and he followed behind her. She rummaged through his fridge until she found something edible. They remained silent until she finished making them a couple of sandwiches. She pushed one of the plates to Byron. She took a big bit of hers, chewing thoughtfully before speaking. “Okay, I’ve thought it through. And I’m totally fine with you being inside my body. We’ve known each other forever. You’re practically inside my brain anyway.”

		Brent bit into his sandwich, trying to swallow through the fear rising in his throat. He knew if this was something Alison insisted upon, he’d do it just to make her happy. But the thought of propping his body up in the cabinet next to his father’s when he walked around in Alison’s body absolutely terrified him. He wrinkled his nose.

		“You’re thinking about how disgusting it is going to be inside my body, and I don’t like that insinuation.”

		“I’m—no. It’s not that. Your body is good. More than good,” he said when she shot him a dirty look. “It’s great. But what’s going to happen when I’m in there? I mean, am I going to feel like a girl or feel like a dude with boobs? And what about my dick?”

		“What about it?” Alison asked. “It’s not like you’re using the thing. You haven’t dated all year.”

		“Yeah, well, I’m just figuring things out.”

		Alison reached across the counter, her gaze softening. “Byron, honey, you can talk to me about whatever you need to. You know that, right?”

		“Yeah,” Byron said, shrugging. “I’m trying to work things out in my own head first.”

		Alison squeezed his arm, smiling at him. He was lucky to have someone like her. She’d stuck by his side for all these years. Even with his mom dying unexpectantly and the terrible depression he’d gone through afterward. Alison stood by him no matter what. It didn’t matter that she turned into one of the hottest girls in school and he remained a nerdy outcast. “Okay,” he said. “I’ll do it.”

		“Huh?” she asked, looking up from her sandwich with a piece of lettuce hanging from between her lips. She gulped down her bite. “You mean it?” she asked. “I don’t want you to do this if you don’t want to.”

		“No,” he insisted. “I want to. I want you to move on from Kensley. And even though Josh is a jock, I have to admit, from what I know about him, he’s a pretty good guy.”

		Alison rolled her eyes at him before poking him in his side. “Don’t try to pretend that those jocks don’t intrigue you too.”

		Byron’s cheeks burned with heat, and he tipped his head down toward the counter. He fussed with his sandwich before looking back up at Alison. “My dad’s not going to just let us play with his nuclear diatron machine though.”

		“Okay, then we’ll get him out of the way. He explained everything to me. The process is super easy.”

		“But what are we going to do? It’s not like we can just let him out the door.”

		“Why not? He tried to run out as soon as we went in.”

		“Ali! I’m not going to let my dad run off!”

		“Oh stop. He’s not going to run off. We feed him. Plus, he knows where he lives, especially with your dad controlling half of his brain.”

		“He could get hurt.”

		“Byron, you have a fence in the backyard. The worst that could happen is he’d nibble some grass and barf it up.”

		Byron wrinkled his nose. He didn’t want to picture his father throwing up a pile of grass. “Okay,” he said. “If you’re sure.”

		“I’m sure.”

		“But, we’ll get him right back into the shed as soon as we’re done.” Byron thought for a moment. “I guess you will need to get him back inside. Once we do this, I’ll be without a body.”

		“Stop,” Alison said. “You’re not going to be without a body. Just think of it as borrowing mine.”

		Byron’s eyes slid down to the pale cleavage peeking out from beneath Alison’s loose t-shirt. He had to admit, she was seriously hot. And if he needed to be stuck inside someone’s body for a bit, he couldn’t think of a better option.

		“So,” Alison said, “When do we do this?”

		Byron pushed his plate away from him, the thought becoming a heavy reality. How much control would he be giving up to Alison? He swallowed heavily. “I think we’re going to need some practice before we go on your date. The last thing we need is to be tripping over our own feet.”

		“I agree,” said Alison, her head bobbing up and down, her blonde hair swishing over her shoulders. “I think I should see about moving the date to Saturday. That way we can do the switch after school on Friday. It’ll at least give us a little bit of time.”

		Byron opened his mouth to speak but his words got stuck in his throat. He ran his hand through his short hair. Soon, he thought, he’d reach up and feel Alison’s long blonde hair. And her body, would he sense her body against her hands? He tried to shake the thoughts from his head. “Meet me here Friday night after school. I’ll tell my dad that I’ll be spending the weekend at your house.” Byron shook his head. “And bring a can of tuna fish to lure my dad back into the shed. He rolled his eyes up toward Alison and she laughed nervously.

		“No one would ever believe us,” she said.

		“I don’t think we’d want them to,” Bryon said, shaking his head in disbelief.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		“Do you have the tuna?” Byron asked.

		Alison nodded, her eyes wide with excited anticipation.

		Byron’s hands shook and he clutched them before him. He was dressed in a comfortable pair of sweats and a sweatshirt. Alison always told him how sexy he was when he dressed like that. Plus, as weird as it sounded, he wanted his body to be comfortable as it rested in the corner of the shed. His only hope was that his cat-dad wouldn’t figure out how to use the handle on the cabinet and open the door to find Byron’s lifeless body.

		“Okay,” he whispered. “Let’s open the door. The plan is for my dad to run out the door. We’ll rush in and you do what you need to do to meld our minds.” Byron let out a shaky breath. “Make sure you catch my body or whatever we need to do once my consciousness leaves my body. Then we’ll stash my body in the closet next to my dad’s body.” Byron started to sweat as fear coursed through his body. “This is so fucked up,” he mumbled under his breath. Byron knew he was weird. He knew his family was even weirder. He hoped that at some point in his life he’d start to feel normal. But things just got stranger and stranger all the time.

		“Ready?” Alison asked, with her hand on the shed door.

		Byron nodded, too afraid to speak.

		Alison pulled open the door and they stepped back. His father hollered, “No!” And then the cat streaked from the shed. His father kept hollering at the cat to stop and go back inside, but the cat had found a block of afternoon sunlight and had flopped down heavily into the warm dirt. He rolled onto his back, while his fuzzy belly basked in the light.

		“At least he won’t barf up a pile of grass,” Byron said, looking at how filthy his father was getting.

		“Go back inside!” he heard his father chastise himself.

		Alison and Byron slipped through the door with his father distracted. It took a moment for their eyes to adjust to the darkness of the shed.

		“What was he doing in here in the dark?” Byron asked.

		“I don’t know,” Alison said. “But I think cats see okay in the dark.”

		“Weird,” Byron said.

		“You mean, awesome,” Alison said. She hurried over to his father’s machine. It was idling quietly, but soon it purred to life with the flick of a switch. The vibrations seemed to course through Alison’s body, for her eyes widened in excitement. “Whoa. That’s kinda nice.”

		“Ali,” Byron chastised. “Let’s get this over with before my dad manages to convince the cat part of him to get back inside.”

		Alison pushed a few more buttons on the machine and it began to whir louder. “Okay,” she said, turning to a terrified Byron. “This is it. One more button and we’ll meld. But, I need you to be the one to push it. If I do it, I’ll end up in you.”

		“Oh,” Byron said, nervously. “Let’s not do that.” He hurried over to Alison and the machine. She showed him which button to push. “Please hold on to me,” he said.

		Alison wrapped her arms tightly around him, her breasts pushing into his chest.

		“Okay,” she said against his neck. “I’ve got you. Go.”

		Byron pushed the button. At first, he felt nothing. He tried to look at Alison, but her arms were so tight around him, he only could see the side of her head. And then, he was looking at the side of his own head. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” he muttered. He felt disconnected. He knew he was out of his body, yet he didn’t feel like he was inside Alison’s. It was almost like he floated above both of them. “Get me in the closet,” he said. His voice no longer sounded like his own. It was softer, more feminine.

		Alison dragged his lifeless body over to the closet. She tried her best to be careful, but he outweighed her. His body flopped heavily onto the ground. She pushed at his legs, dropping them on top of his father’s body. She pushed the door shut, pushing heavily against the door as his body tried to tumble back out the door.

		“Be careful,” he chastised. His voice was even higher now.

		“I am!” Alison exclaimed. “Shit,” she muttered. “I’m already arguing with myself.”

		“We need to hurry.” Alison tipped her head like she heard Byron speak but really didn’t. “Did you hear me?’ he asked, confused by her reaction.

		“I... I think so. But I don’t think I heard you with my ears. I think I just heard you with my brain.”

		“I think I’m going to throw up,” Byron whined.

		“You will not! I hate throwing up. We’ll be okay. Let’s go get your dad back inside and we’ll get to my house. Then we’ll freak out.”

		Alison opened the door to the shed. Byron tried to follow her but then his body seemed to move on its own. It was an odd sensation feeling the movement but not having any control over it. His father was asleep upside down in the dirt. The sun had set enough that he no longer lay in a ray of sun. He wondered if his father had given up the fight with the cat part of himself and decided a nap sounded like a better idea than getting back to work.

		Alison cracked the top of the tuna fish can and the cat instantly opened its eyes and jumped to its feet, meowing loudly.

		“Come here, kitty,” Alison said, luring the cat back into the shed with the treat.

		“Thank you, Alison,” his father said. “I just couldn’t convince him that work was a better idea than a nap. His father wrapped himself around Alison’s legs, purring loudly. “I’m sorry, my dear, I apologize for all the touching. I only have so much control.”

		“It’s okay, Mr. Brant,” Alison said chipperly. “Here’s a treat for being a good boy.” She patted Byron’s father on the head and an odd sensation reached Byron. It was soft and warm and the thought of petting a cat behind its ears came to his mind. Alison gave his father one more scratch, before backing out the door and shutting it tight.

		“We did it,” she whispered. “Let’s go.”

		Byron thought she said it just for his benefit because he knew they’d be leaving whether he wanted to or not. Alison had all the control.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SIX

		Alison hurried through her bedroom door, flopping down heavily upon her bed. Byron felt the motion, but it was more like he was on a boat, rocking gently upon the waves. He still felt a floating sensation—a disconnection from the rest of the world.

		“You okay?” Alison asked.

		“I—I think I am.” Byron spoke aloud but realized he didn’t hear his voice past his own mind. Holy shit, he thought. No one can hear me. I could be stuck in here forever!

		“Stop freaking out,” Alison admonished. “You’re not going to be stuck.”

		“You can hear my thoughts!” Byron exclaimed.

		“Well, I think they’re my thoughts now too.”

		“This is weird.” There, that time Byron felt like he heard a bit of his voice. He tried again. “Can you hear my words?”

		“Umm, a little bit. I think I more hear you in my head.”

		“Then why could my dad speak so well through the cat?”

		Alison shrugged. “Don’t know. Maybe because the cat can’t talk by itself.”

		“Okay, yeah, that makes sense.” Byron thought a moment. He tried not to think about anything he didn’t want Alison to know. It was next to impossible to control his thoughts. They were racing all over the place.

		“Byron, honey, please, you have to stop.” Alison gripped the sides of her head. “It feels like my head is going to explode. You need to calm down.”

		“I can’t!” he exclaimed. “It’s... it’s... weird!” Byron felt like he was bouncing around in her head like a pinball in a pinball machine. He had no grasp on the physical world.

		Alison chuckled and Byron felt the movement of her laughter. His thoughts suddenly felt lighter and he began to relax. “That’s is,” Alison said soothingly. “Just relax.”

		“I’m terrified, Ali.”

		“Hey, it’s okay. Listen, if your dad can be inside a cat, I think you’ll be okay being inside your best friend. At least I’m not going to dart out the door and run off.”

		Byron laughed. He couldn’t help it. Alison always knew how to calm his overactive mind down. “Wait! I think I hear myself a little bit. Did you hear me?”

		“I’m not sure. You’re so inside my head I seem to just sense your words. Try again. Let’s see.”

		“Hello? Can you hear me? Testing. Testing.”

		Alison blew out a burst of air, shaking her head in amusement. “You’re going to make me sound like a weirdo on my date. But yes,” she said. “I think I heard your words with my ears. Just a bit though. Almost like I was talking quietly to myself.”

		They remained silent for a few moments. “So,” Alison finally said. “What should we do?”

		“Umm, I don’t know. I don’t think I’m comfortable going out in public just yet.”

		“Yeah,” Alison agreed. “I think we should stay in for the night.”

		Alison lay back against the headboard of her bed. She was used to spending all her time with Byron, and he’d been in her room plenty of times before, but this seemed more intimate somehow. She also felt like she needed to use the bathroom. There were definitely some things she hadn’t thought about.

		“Byron,” she said softly. “I have to pee.”

		“Yeah,” he said. “I know.”

		“Shit,” she murmured. She got up from the bed, moving into the bathroom. She stared down at the toilet.

		“Just go,” Byron said.

		“Don’t look.”

		“You don’t look,” he said. “You’re in charge of your eyes.”

		“Then don’t listen.”

		“Ali, just go.”

		Alison found a spot on the far wall to stare at. She tried not to have any thoughts about undoing her pants and pulling down her panties. She slowly backed up to the toilet, careful to not move her eyes from the spot on the wall.

		“I can’t go,” she said after a moment. “I know you’re still there.”

		“I can’t go anywhere. You just need to pee.”

		Alison jammed her fingers in her ears, humming loudly.

		“This is stupid. Just pee.”

		“I’m trying!” Alison hollered. “Now just be quiet so I can concentrate.”

		Finally, Alison started to go. Byron tried not to think about it, but a relieved sensation entered his thoughts. He almost felt like he could feel the warm stream running across the soft folds of his pussy. He tried to close his thoughts off. The last thing he needed was for Alison to think she had a pervert in her head.

		Alison finished, cleaned herself up, and redressed. Byron was startled when her eyes met her reflection in the mirror. It was the first time he gazed out from her eyes and looked upon her face.

		“Oh wow,” he muttered. “You’re so beautiful.”

		“Stop it. You’ve seen me a million times before.” Alison turned her eyes down to the sink, washing her hands before her eyes glanced at her reflection once again.

		“No,” said Byron. “It’s different. It’s like I’m you and I’m just appreciating how pretty you truly are.”

		“Don’t be dumb,” she grumbled. She hurried from the bathroom, but once she got back into her bedroom, she had no idea what to do with herself. “Hungry?” she asked, uncertainly.

		“Will I feel full?” he asked.

		“I think so. I mean, let’s just try.”

		Alison wandered down into the kitchen and then stared blankly into the fridge. “See anything you’d like?” she asked him.

		“Will I even taste it?”

		“No idea.” Alison grabbed a salad mix out of the fridge. She knew Byron didn’t much care for them, but short of ordering out, that looked like the easiest thing.

		Byron remained silent as she prepped the salad. He enjoyed the way her long, lean body moved. For the first time, he felt graceful and no longer awkward. The simple task of peeling and chopping vegetables and he felt like a princess. He tried to squeeze his thoughts off, to just focus on the task and not on Alison’s body.

		She shook her head. “I feel my thoughts racing,” she said. She set down the knife, staring down uncertainly at the pile of over-chopped veggies. “Look what I did. It looks like I’m trying to make a smoothie and not a salad.”

		“I’m sorry,” said Byron. “I think that’s my fault.”

		“You’ve got to try to relax your thoughts. I feel like my head is about to explode.”

		“I don’t know how,” he said.

		“How about I put on some music? Maybe it’ll distract you a bit.”

		“Yeah,” he said. “Let’s try that.”

		Alison turned on some music, the sounds seeming to wrap around Byron’s thoughts. He felt his mind relax, even if just a little bit. But then Alison sat down to eat her salad, and his mind began to wander. While Alison loved digging into a big salad, piled high with all her favorite things, they brought no pleasure to Byron. The disconnection he felt earlier came roaring back to his mind. Alison scrubbed her hand through her long hair, her agitation obvious.

		“This isn’t going to work,” she sighed. “I can’t think straight. There’s no way I’m going to make it through my date with Josh tomorrow night. She shook her head, which seemed to focus Byron’s thoughts. “We need to get you out of my head.”

		She started to stand, and Byron hollered, “Wait!” Alison stopped dead in her tracks; her body seemed to freeze.

		He tried to calm his mind. Slowly, Alison’s body relaxed. “What was that all about?” She turned her hands over, looking and them like she was no longer in charge of her own body. And, she supposed, part of her wasn’t. From what they just witnessed, it seemed Byron now had at least some physical control of her body.

		“I don’t want to switch back into my body yet,” he said. He liked the way it felt inside Alison’s body. She was so much more relaxed and graceful than he was. Plus, her date with Josh was tomorrow night. He couldn’t help it, but he desperately wanted to feel what it was like to sit across from the handsome jock on a date.

		“Byron?” Alison asked, uncertainly. Her abdomen had started to warm, lustful thoughts entering her head. She hadn’t had any of her own thoughts to make her feel this way. She’d been thinking about finishing her salad.

		A soft tingling started between her legs. She knew she’d just been trying to convince Byron of something, but at the moment, she couldn’t recall those thoughts.

		“Do you want to go upstairs?” Byron asked her.

		He thought she’d holler at him, tell him to get out of her mind, but surprisingly, she turned away from the kitchen, her meal forgotten, and headed up the stairs to her bedroom.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		Byron could feel her heartbeat increase as she entered her bedroom. His nerves seemed to light with energy, but then the soothing thoughts from Alison’s mind relaxed him back down.

		“Byron?”

		“I know,” he said. “I want it too.”

		Alison moved into her bathroom, leaving the lights turned on low, only the soft flicker of her nightstand light guiding her. She turned the water up warm, plugging the drain of the tub.

		Slowly, she undressed, dropping her clothes down to the bathroom floor. Byron could feel the weight of her breasts against her chest as she unhooked her bra and allowed her breasts to hang free. Suddenly, Alison slid her hand up her body, cupping her breast in her hand.

		“I’m sorry,” Byron whispered, realizing his thoughts had caused her to caress her own breasts.

		Alison sighed as her thumb flicked across her nipple, the tender bud hardening. For the first time, Byron felt sensual, felt alluring, felt desirable. He loved the way the pain in her nipples brought him pleasure, and as he pictured her nipple between her fingers, she twisted her nipple until a gasp left her lips.

		The bathroom began to steam, the hot water bubbling toward the top of the tub.

		Byron envisioned Alison in the water, and she moved forward, slipping a toe into the hot water.

		“Too hot?” Byron asked her when she paused.

		She shook her head, then stepped into the tub, sinking her entire body beneath the surface of the hot water.

		His mind felt lighter as the water wrapped around her body. He felt his mind start to close down, the warmth seeming to lull him into submission. And then with a sudden, electric impulse, his mind burst awake. Alison had slid her hand down between her legs, her fingers tickling at her warm center.

		She relaxed back into the water. Her eyes tipped downward, and Byron gazed upon her full nipples as the tips of her breasts floated above the water’s surface. He thought about her fingers sinking deeper inside her pussy, and as he did so, he felt an electric heat within him. The sensations of her body were coming to him, the warmth of her pussy, and the slickness against her fingers. She trembled as her fingers flicked across her clit, and Byron moaned in pleasure.

		Alison’s mouth fell open, her and Byron’s pleasure seeming to wrap into one. Whoever controlled her body, he didn’t want it to stop.

		Her pussy was warm and slick, so soft he couldn’t imagine such a tender sensation. He wanted her pussy for himself so that the pleasure she brought to herself could be his own.

		Her fingers moved quicker, stroking in and out of her body in a flurry of passion. Her hips rode up in the water, and images of his perfectly formed, female body orgasming against her fingers had him screaming in pleasure even before Alison’s body came with a wicked explosion. Her body trembled and Byron’s mind shook with an intense rippling sensation. He could feel her fingers inside her pussy. Their pussy. He could feel it like it was his own. Her pussy throbbed, the hot water adding another layer of intensity to her orgasm. Byron couldn’t wait until tomorrow night. He wanted to know what it was like when Josh fucked them with his fat cock.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER EIGHT

		As they lay in bed that night, Byron felt his mind relaxing. Alison lay naked beneath the covers, and the cool air of the room seemed to lull his mind into submission.

		Ali, he asked her inside his head.

		“Hmmm?” She spoke aloud, but she didn’t need to. Byron could read her thoughts. She didn’t like him inside of her. She didn’t like that she wasn’t fully in control of her senses.

		She wanted to cancel her date with Josh, but Byron wouldn’t let her. He needed to see him, he needed to have him touch his body. He felt beautiful with Alison’s youthful body. He felt like he could do anything he wanted—that he could get anything he wanted if he just asked. He didn’t know why Alison didn’t use her body to her advantage. Byron could think of nothing else. Josh’s muscular body seemed to overtake his thoughts.

		I want Josh to fuck us, Byron said inside her head.

		I don’t know if I’m ready for that, Alison said back to him. You were just supposed to help me not sound stupid on my date.

		Please, Byron begged. Let’s go now. I don’t want to wait.

		“Absolutely not!” Alison exclaimed aloud. “I’m not turning into a slut.”

		He wants you, Ali. You know that. You’ve been celibate since you broke up with Kensley. It’s time.

		“Why don’t you go fuck him then,” Alison retorted.

		Byron didn’t like the anger in her voice. He tried to relax, to control the swirling thoughts in his head. He wasn’t a monster; he just desperately wanted to get fucked.

		“I’m sorry,” he said, this time aloud. Alison’s mouth moved as he talked, her voice a bit deeper than normal but otherwise sounding like her own. “We’ll go swap back to normal after. I promise.” He paused a moment, giving her time to think it over.

		He could sense her emotions, the part of her who wanted to be logical, the other part of her that wanted to be ravaged by Josh’s cock. Byron tried to persuade her the way he wanted.

		“We’ll text him,” she finally said.

		Alison flipped over, grabbing her phone off the nightstand. She scrolled through her contacts, locating Josh’s number. Byron noticed that she hadn’t messaged him back since they’d set up their date.

		Hey, she texted.

		A message immediately popped up. I thought maybe you’d changed your mind.

		I’ve just been nervous.

		You don’t have to be nervous around me.

		I know. What are you doing?

		Watching something stupid on TV. You?

		Alison looked up from her phone. Her thoughts were racing, Byron could feel them. Part of her wanted what Byron wanted, but the other part of her wanted to flush her phone down the toilet. Byron cringed as he received that thought.

		“Go ahead,” he encouraged her. “I’ll be right here with you.”

		A smile lit Alison’s face, and she turned back to her phone.

		I’m lonely. And then, without thinking, her fingers typed, And naked.

		Alison gasped at the boldness of her text, but before she could overrule Byron’s thoughts, she’d pushed send.

		“Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god! What have we done? Byron, he’s going to think I’m a slut. Oh my god!”

		She stared down at her phone. They could see that Josh was typing, but then the message disappeared.

		“Shit,” she muttered. “We scared him away. He’s trying to decide how to let me down easy.”

		“Shh,” Byron chastised. “He’s typing again.”

		After a painful few seconds, Josh’s message popped up on her screen. Want some company?

		Yes, please, typed out Alison’s fingers, and then she flung the phone away from her like she was afraid she’d change her mind.

		“Shit,” she muttered. “You almost broke my phone.”

		“Sorry,” Byron said. “I got so excited I panicked.”

		“Well, you need to settle down. You’re acting like a virgin on a first date.” She paused, thinking a moment. “Byron?” she asked. “Are you a virgin?”

		“I don’t want to talk about that now,” he grumbled.

		Alison caught sight of her mouth moving as he spoke, her face twisted with agitation. She looked like a crazy person, having a two-sided conversation with herself. “You’re going to need to stop talking aloud unless it’s absolutely necessary,” she said. “We’re going to need to make a rule. You can talk to Josh, but you can’t talk to me unless it’s inside my head.”

		“Agreed,” said Byron. And then, Sorry, he thought. I think if I imagine my lips pressed closed, I can keep my voice just inside your head.

		“And no anal,” Alison said.

		“What!?” he exclaimed, surprised that she’d read his thoughts.

		“We’ll let Josh fuck us, but I’m not going to do anal, so don’t even think about it.”

		Josh’s cock in his tight ass was all he could think about. He tried to remove the thought from his mind. Alison stroked her hand down her naked chest, and he sensed the warmth of her pussy against her hand.

		“Clear your head,” she growled at him. “This is so bad,” she muttered. “So very bad.” She paused a moment. “But I want him to fuck me so bad. Do you think I should answer the door naked? I’m still naked.”

		Byron still pictured Josh’s cock in his ass, but he tried to focus on what Alison was saying. He wondered how much of the feelings were her own, and how much his horny thoughts were just taking over her mind.

		Naked, Byron said in her head. Alison stood from the bed, moved into the bathroom, and stared at herself in the mirror. Her eyes never left her reflection, but her hand reached out, choosing one of her favorite perfumes off the countertop.

		“Not that one,” Alison said when she saw what bottle she held in her hand. “Something more subtle.”

		As she brushed her hair, her other hand reached down, choosing a lightly fruity-scented spray. Byron pictured her spritzing it over her hair, and then suddenly the scent filled his nose. She set the bottle back down on the counter, her hair now smelling of the sweet scent.

		Byron felt the thumping of Alison’s heart in her chest. And his eyes lingered downward, across the soft skin of her full breasts. The doorbell rang. Josh had arrived. Alison’s lip curled in the mirror, a devilish grin on her face.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER NINE

		Alison hurried down the stairs, her heavy breasts swinging against her chest. The house had cooled, and soft goosebumps covered her skin. She stood on her tiptoes, looking through the peephole of the door. Byron felt the warmth of her pussy as she caught sight of Josh waiting nervously outside.

		She cracked open the door, peeking just an eye through the crack. Josh turned to her with a start, but his lips spread into a smile when he caught sight of her.

		“Are you alone?” he whispered.

		No.

		“Yes,” she said aloud. “Do you want to come in?”

		Come inside, Byron said in her head.

		“I mean, please, come inside,” Alison said.

		She pulled open the door, revealing her naked body to Josh. His eyes widened in shock, his mouth falling open as he took in the sight of Alison’s naked body.

		“I’m—oh wow. Umm...”

		Byron thought about Alison grabbing onto him and pulling him inside, and then Josh gasped as Alison gripped his arm and pulled him into her house.

		“I’m sorry,” she apologized. “I’m not usually so forceful.” Chill out, she said to Byron.

		“That’s... that’s okay.” Josh looked nervously around the foyer. “You’re sure that we’re alone?”

		“Of course,” chirped Alison. “My parents are out of town.”

		His eyes turned back slowly toward her, trying valiantly to remain on her face. “I wasn’t sure you even wanted to go out with me, and now... this.”

		“I’ve just been feeling insecure lately,” Alison said. “But I’m feeling better now.”

		“Oh, well, that’s good.” Josh bit his lip, uncertain what his next move should be.

		Ask him if he wants to fuck.

		“I will not!”

		“Huh?” Josh asked, startled at her outburst.

		“I mean,” Alison said, her voice softer. “I will not allow you to stand here one more moment. Why don’t you join me in my room?”

		Josh opened his mouth but found himself without words. Alison grasped his hand. He enjoyed the movements of her pert ass as she led him up the stairs.

		Alison closed her door behind them, and suddenly Byron felt nerves pounding in his chest. He reached his hand upward, and his hand grazed across Alison’s breasts. His mind became so intertwined with her own, that he had trouble distinguishing her thoughts from his. Alison suddenly dropped her hand away from her breast, as if she suddenly gained her own movements back.

		Tell him what we want.

		Not yet.

		Now. Or I will.

		“Josh,” Alison said suddenly. “I’m sure you know why you’re here.”

		“Umm, I think so.”

		“Sex,” Alison clarified. “I’ve been sad and lonely, and I need a good fucking.” Alison clamped her hand over her mouth. Stop it.

		Bryon imagined Alison tipping her head downward, and then suddenly he was looking at Josh’s groin. Look. Byron urged her. Look at the bulge in his pants. He wants to fuck us.

		Josh’s eyes followed Alison’s and he realized she noticed the bulge in his pants. He slid his hand over his throbbing cock.

		Make him tell you that he wants you.

		“Don’t you want me, Josh?”

		Alison pushed out her bottom lip, her full lip curling into a pout. Byron could feel her pussy heat with desire. It was all he could do to keep from sliding her fingers inside her warm snatch.

		Josh nodded stupidly. “I do,” he said. “I’ve just never seen you so bold before.”

		Alison shrugged. “No one else is here to even know,” she said. “We’re all alone. We can do whatever we want, and it’ll be our little secret.”

		She reached out for him, and Josh allowed her to pull him to her. She moaned softly as her body pressed into his own. Her hands ran up his neck, and suddenly his lips were overtaking her own. She moaned into his mouth, her tongue flicking out, seeking out his own. She tried to ground her pussy against him, but with all her thoughts, she held Byron’s thoughts at bay. Lust filled her body, lighting her skin with a little burst of electricity. She’d never felt so aroused before, and Josh was still fully clothed.

		Alison’s hands reached up, tugging Josh’s jacket free from his wide shoulders. Like his mind had suddenly been pushed into action, Josh hurriedly undid his pants and dropped them down onto the ground. His cock was fat and full, pushing against the thin fabric of his boxers. Byron’s thoughts swirled through Alison’s body, and soon, she was pressed tightly against his warm bulge. Her fingers trailed down between them, seeking out Josh’s cock.

		Not so fast, she chastised Byron, but as her fingers wrapped around Josh’s thick bulge, a moan escaped his lips, and her passion ignited.

		“Alison,” he moaned against her neck as she stroked him through the fabric. Alison allowed Byron to take over her mind and control her movements. He stroked Josh’s cock with ease, knowing exactly how to bring pleasure to his cock. “Slow down,” he moaned. “Ooh,” he groaned against the soft skin of her neck. “You’re so good at that.”

		Alison’s lips curled into a smile, and Byron slid his hand from Josh’s cock. He could sense that he was about to blow his load, and he didn’t want him to cum until he was inside of them.

		Josh hurried from his boxers, then ripped his shirt off over his head. Byron marveled at his thick, sculpted body, and his hand reached out, tracing his fingertips over his powerful muscles.

		Alison tried to pull her hand from him, but Byron’s mind took over. His fingers ran lustfully over Josh’s powerful chest, his fingers examining every inch of him.

		Calm down. Alison chastised him.

		Look, Ali, he likes it. He wants to fuck us.

		You need to calm down. My pussy is so wet it’s about to drip.

		Shut up, he told her.

		All Byron could think about was Josh’s cock. It was long and thick, and its fat head was pink and swollen. He dropped down to his knees, Alison’s breasts shaking wildly with the abrupt movement. Byron gripped Josh’s cock in his hand, shoving his throbbing cock into his mouth. Josh gasped as his cock slid past Alison’s lips and her tongue stroked against the warm shaft. Byron never had a cock in his mouth before, but everything about it felt right. He shoved the cock deeper into his throat, suddenly gagging when it hit the back of his throat.

		Easy! Alison screamed in his head.

		But Byron took the cock deeper, opening his throat and wrapping his lips around Josh’s throbbing member. Josh moaned loudly, his fingers digging into their hair as Byron bobbed his head up and down on his cock. His lips slickened with saliva and Josh’s cock bounced off the back of his throat. Josh gripped tighter into their hair, and Byron tasted the salty pre-cum as it leaked free from Josh’s cock. He gripped Josh’s cock tight in his hand, his tongue lapping wildly upon the salty goodness. He looked up at Josh, who stared at him like he’d gone mad.

		Byron could feel how much his actions mortified Alison. He could sense the soft tears about to form in the corners of her eyes. Byron enticed her to stand, and after a sly look at Josh, they pulled him over to the bed. Josh seemed to immediately forget Byron’s overenthusiasm with his cock, for he sat down with a huge smile on his face.

		I’m sorry, Byron said to Alison. He’s just so fucking hot.

		I know! Alison exclaimed. But we don’t want him to run away. Let me lead.

		Byron tried to calm his mind, allowing Alison control of her movements. She pulled her long blonde hair over her shoulder, before slipping down between Josh’s legs. She stared up at him alluringly, before teasing her tongue lightly over his cock. He sighed softly as her lips grazed delicately along the length of his shaft.

		She sucked the swollen head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling slowly around the sensitive skin.

		“Oh—” he gasped. “You’re good at that. You’re too good at that.”

		His body trembled and he gripped the sides of Ali’s head in his strong hands. “You’re going to need to stop that if you...”

		Ali slowly slid his cock free from her mouth. She stood, her full, naked body on display. Byron loved the way Josh leered at her body. Their body. For the first time, he felt sexy and desirable.

		Alison turned slowly from Josh and Byron started to panic when he could no longer see him. So as Alison tried to turn, Byron tried to turn her back toward him. Her body twitched.

		Josh reached for her. “Alison, are you okay?”

		“Stop it!” she hollered, unable to gain control of her body.

		“What?” Josh squealed in surprise.

		“What I mean,” Alison said, “Is to keep your hands to yourself. Let me do the work.”

		“Oh! Hmm, that sounds good.”

		Alison had startled Byron into behaving at least for the moment. She backed toward Josh’s lap, her pert ass slowly sinking toward his full cock. She slid her hand between her legs, gripping his cock in her hand. She teased it against her center, and Byron moaned loudly.

		“Do you like that?” Josh asked.

		“Uh-huh,” Alison answered. Calm down!

		She continued to push against Josh’s cock until her pussy spread open, accepting the swollen head of his thick cock. She teased it in and out of her wet pussy, before slowly sliding down over his cock. She sat on his lap, his fat cock buried deep into her pussy. He moved his hands to touch her, but Alison slapped them away. He gripped his hands into the bedsheets when Alison started rocking her hips, her pussy sliding along the length of his cock.

		Faster! Byron growled.

		Shut up. I know what I’m doing.

		Josh’s head dropped back, and his hands gripped even tighter into the bedsheets.

		Byron desperately wanted him to grip Alison’s hips and slam her on and off his cock, but Josh did what she asked, and kept his hands to himself.

		As the pleasure within Alison grew, Byron had to admit that the long, slow strokes of Alison’s hips were bringing them intense pleasure. It seemed to grow slowly within them, and Byron could feel how wet their pussy was becoming. Byron thought about Alison’s pert ass, and soon, he could feel Josh’s strong abdomen against her skin.

		Bryon couldn’t stand the anticipation. He didn’t know how Alison could stroke so long and slow against him. Byron wanted to get fucked like the slut he was. God how he was a slut for Josh. He wanted to feel his big strong arms wrapped around his stomach.

		Let him touch us.

		Be patient. In a minute he’ll be begging.

		Byron tried to sink into the sensation of Josh’s cock sliding delicately in and out of his pussy, but his impatience was growing. He wanted to be fucked hard.

		“Alison.” Josh’s voice was low and gravelly, his pleasure seeming to overtake his entire body. His knuckles were white they gripped into the bedsheets so tightly.

		“Hmmm?” Alison asked coyly.

		“You’re teasing me.”

		“Yes?” Ali purred.

		“Can I touch you now?”

		Yes!

		“I think that would be okay.”

		Josh suddenly sat forward, gripping his powerful arms around Alison’s waist and sinking her fully onto his throbbing cock. Byron gasped aloud as Josh’s cock seemed to fill them to their center. He rocked their body wildly back and forth along the length of his cock, each stroke seeming to sink his cock deeper inside of them. Byron loved the way his powerful arms wrapped around them, so tight he knew he wouldn’t be able to escape if he wanted to.

		Alison’s voice began vibrating out between her lips, each powerful stroke of Josh’s cock sending another wave of pleasure through her body.

		“Oh my god!” Byron screamed aloud.

		Alison’s mouth fell open. Her breasts jiggled wildly against her chest.

		“Josh! I’m going to—”

		Her words were cut off as Josh gripped her impossibly tight. He thrust his cock deep inside of her, his body spasming as he let loose a hot stream of cum deep inside her pussy. An electric current seemed to wrap around Byron’s consciousness, and he worried he was about to pass out. As Josh held them tight onto his cock, it throbbed wildly inside of them, bursts of cum continuing to pour out into their depths. When his body jerked again, Byron felt an intense heat light through their body. With a hot burst of air leaving her lips, Alison’s body jerked, and Byron felt the intense orgasm explode within their body. The sensations intensified and suddenly Byron only saw black. He struggled to remain present, and then an intense throbbing started between his legs. He felt his pussy throbbing with pleasure. His hand reached down, his fingers grazing across their pussy. He slid his fingers across Josh’s cock, feeling where he entered them. Their skin was wet and slick, and as Alison stood, and Josh’s cock slid out from in between them, thick streams of fresh cum ran out from between their legs.

		Josh reached out for her as she moved from him. Alison turned, smiling shyly. He gripped her hand, pulling her toward him. He pulled her down into his lap, this time, she curled up against his chest. “That was amazing,” he said, snuggling against her neck.

		Alison leaned into him, and they both enjoyed the sensation of Josh’s powerful body wrapping them in his arms.

		Suddenly, Alison didn’t sense Byron in her head anymore, and she sat up, panicked.

		You there?

		“Ali, are you okay?” Josh asked, startled by her behavior.

		“Uh, yeah,” she said. “Just thought I heard something.”

		“No one would be coming home, right?”

		“No, no,” Ali said, turning and curling back up against Josh. “It’s okay.”

		I’m here. Byron finally answered. Felt like I disappeared for a moment. I think I fell asleep.

		I was worried about you, Ali said.

		The warmth of Josh’s strong arms mixed with the lingering sensation of Josh’s cock throbbing inside his pussy. Byron’s mind lulled down into a sense of quietude. His consciousness drifted off. He never wanted to leave Alison’s body.
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