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ABOUT MOLDING MINDS


One impulsive night shatters Jeremiah Jackson's mundane college world. An instinctive mental nudge unravels ethereal beauty Kelly's knots. Then tugs her plucky pal Lexi into his arms. The trio enjoys an uninhibited night of passion, too perfect to be real. But as the sun rises, Jeremiah fears his influence has made them drastically different than the sweet, reserved coeds he first met.

Desperate to make it right, Jeremiah enlists Carmen, the protective neighbor, and Alyssa, his loyal best friend, in a frantic bid to restore what he's broken. In the middle, along a shadowy highway near the Columbia River, the five form unbreakable connections—hinting at destinies forged to combat dark forces from their shadowy pasts. Is it their hidden legacy?

Unravel the enigma binding them.

Molding Minds—Jeremiah Jackson's psychic origin ignites Our Ethereal Legacy, Mack Landry's spicy paranormal urban fantasy harem saga.


To those who remember their past with fond nostalgia, and accept that the missteps along the way shaped the path to their present.


The bond that links your true family is not one of blood, but of respect and joy in each other’s life.

— RICHARD BACH


MOLDING MINDS


PART ONE

HOW WE BEGAN


PROLOGUE


Jeremiah Jackson paced the quiet expanse of his Oregon corner office. After a few restless steps, he dropped into his pushback chair, the familiar creak greeting him as he settled. Outside, the view blurred into insignificance as he rolled forward and set his cooling coffee at the desk’s edge. The blank laptop screen held his gaze for only a moment before his fingers pressed into the keys.

At forty, the shape of his peculiar talent was clear only in hindsight. That mystery had woven unbreakable bonds: devoted staff, loyal partners, and clients who thrived under the subtle influence of his veiled craft.

Guilt flickered across his concentrated face, dancing over the fires that had shaped his life. Had he caused it all, or been merely a passenger on a predestined train, along for the ride? He resolved to write it down as a memoir, hoping that by setting it in order he might finally divine the nagging enigmas at the edge of memory.

His fingers tapped at the keyboard, a halting rhythm that echoed his college days writing code—where this story began. Mavis Beacon would have frowned at the syncopated flow as words filled the screen. His mind reeled through the past. Patterns emerged, line by line, like code compiling without errors.

Memory streamed back to a dorm stairway on a winter night in 1990.

If you asked Jeremiah when his life truly began, he wouldn’t name his birth, or his first day of college, or the moment he realized he could nudge people’s thoughts. He would name that stairway. The chipped paint. The humming fluorescent light. The girl whose guarded eyes met his and never quite looked away again.

Most stories about power start with some grand revelation—a prophecy, a lightning strike, a demon in the dark. Jeremiah’s started with a kiss he didn’t understand and a choice he didn’t know he was making.

What followed would bind five lonely souls into something like a family, then stretch and scorch that bond in ways none of them were ready for. It would raise a quiet, awkward coder into the center of a life he’d never imagined—and leave him, decades later, staring at a blank screen, still wondering whether he’d saved the people he loved or simply bent them into shapes that fit around him.

But on that winter night, none of that existed yet.

There was only the stairway, the girl, and the man he was about to become.


CHAPTER 1
STAIRWAY ANGEL


That winter, I attended a competition at another university in a neighboring state. My ROTC team had finished its round, and we were enjoying a night of revelry, roaming the unfamiliar campus.

My life until then had been mainly regimented and structured. I didn’t do drunken partying. I studied hard and relaxed with books and television. This trip away from home allowed me to let loose a bit. I knew I didn’t like being drunk, so I watched my consumption and had a nice buzz. I was not fully shit-faced. I had that slightly fuzzy feeling, like all my nerves were somewhat paralyzed.

I was roaming a nearby dorm with friends when a local coed walked past. We must have all watched her together because she frowned and sneered at the four of us. One of my friends made a crude comment toward her.

“Fuck off!” she replied.

“Is that a promise?” I asked as she walked swiftly away from us.

I never got an answer, and the four of us laughed and headed to the next party down the hall. Where we danced, drank, and flirted with girls. Thinking back, it was depressingly typical, and I had no clue how my life would suddenly change.

Another reason why I’m not particularly eager to drink heavily was the increased need to relieve myself. When I did drink, I tried to keep a near 1:1 beer-to-water ratio to stay hydrated and ward off hangovers. Because of this, my bladder often kept me heading down the hall for relief. My last time back, I took a different stairway to the next floor up, trying to find my way back to my room, and get a good night’s sleep before flying home the next day.

I rounded the flight of stairs and saw the same girl we’d noticed earlier leaning against the stairway wall, head down, weeping. Her blonde hair was like a soft curtain hiding her face. I knew she couldn’t see me as she was lost in thought and looking down at the floor. I stopped and took a long, examining look at her. She was not inconsolable, just soft weeps and sighs. She stood about six inches shorter than me, with a slender, curvy frame obscured by an oversized college sweatshirt and faded jeans. Her shapely bust stretched the school logo, and her shoulders rose up and down as she processed her grief.

I paused on the landing, studied her, and felt something shift in what I could sense from her thoughts and feelings. I probed this new sensation and felt her moral boundaries. Somehow, I understood that she was struggling with how her strong morals fit into the situation she’d experienced earlier that night. She was troubled that her morals might have affected a relationship that could have been meaningful.

I didn’t know how I knew this, but I felt it as I focused on her. I could feel the outline of a wall around her. It was not a physical wall, but it was as if I could sense her morality, the concepts vital to her personality, values, and self-image.

I started up the steps to her. She lifted her head to look up, as if praying to the heavens. She caught me approaching.

“You never answered my question,” I stated quietly.

She looked at me, not recognizing me before, and asked, “What question?”

I walked closer. Recognition passed over her face. She shook her head and looked directly at me, rubbing tears from her eyes.

“Oh yeah, you were with those assholes, ogling me,” she sneered

“Yes. You told me to ‘Fuck off,’ and I was wondering if the offer was still open?” I cockily asked.

Admittedly, I was still a bit drunk, and dancing with other girls had made me more than a little horny. She was gorgeous, now that I could see her bright blue eyes. Her figure had some amazing curves, even hidden under an oversized sweatshirt, and lush blonde hair; everything about her was alluring. In my slightly intoxicated state, it made sense to try to flirt hard to see if anything could happen.

She lifted her chin defiantly as she straightened her posture, her blue eyes flashing in something between anger and sadness. Her light mascara darkened her eyes from crying as she wiped her tears.

“I don’t think you’re brave enough to find out!” she challenged me.

The alcohol had removed my more reserved personality, and I rose to meet her challenge confidently. I stepped closer to her, invading her space. I lowered my fingertips down to her chin and lifted it so I could look into her eyes. I sensed some fear, but also a strong will and defiance.

“I want to find out,” I stated, lowering my mouth to kiss her.

She resisted, her lips tight. I felt her willpower rebel against me, fortifying her moral walls. My kiss revolted her. My immediate intimacy challenged the struggles she was rehashing as I studied her mind. In response to her internal battle, I mentally pushed against this moral boundary.

Her response was mixed as I kissed her. She put her hand on my chest to push me away, but her fingers tightened and pulled me closer. Was this kiss really what she wanted with me? Had my push shifted something inside her? Had my senses overcome her resistance as her self-control retreated.

Her mouth opened, and she coaxed my tongue between her lips. Her body relaxed and molded into mine as I kissed her deeply. My second thoughts vanished as we made out with passionate moans. She slid her hands up around my neck as I wrapped my arms around her hips. We pulled each other into a tighter embrace.

She suddenly kissed me hungrily, and I responded. The heat spiked far beyond a tentative first kiss. She wanted this. She couldn’t stop. My mind stuttered—had that odd push caused it? “Can we go to your room?” I groaned into her ear. My hand squeezed her breasts from outside her sweatshirt.

“Yes, good idea—but hurry!” she husked, glancing as if just noting the public stairwell.

Looking into my eyes and kissing me, she took my hand and led me up the remaining steps into the hallway. She quickly slid her key from her jeans pocket and opened the door. In a single movement, she tossed the key on a shelf, pulled me inside, shut the door, and pressed me against it. Her lips sealed around mine, tongue pushing deep to resume our passion.

I didn’t stop her from unbuckling my belt. Instead, I pulled off my T-shirt and tossed it aside. As she fumbled at my belt, I gripped her sweatshirt bottom and pulled it up. Her eyes flared at the kiss break, but she lifted her arms. I tugged it off, tossing it with my shirt.

Her hands slid up my bare chest; her eyes lifted to mine. I reached behind, twisted her bra open—the band slackened. She shrugged it off, exposing her breasts. Nipples stiffened in cooler air; light pink aureoles crinkled in arousal.

I scooped her heavy breasts and squeezed into their ripe softness, eliciting her moan. Our eyes met as we resumed kissing. I focused on her stunning blue irises as she closed them in passion. As we continued to make out, I guided her back step by step to her bed behind her. She paced back, trusting my movements as her fingers fell to the waist of my button-fly jeans.

Her denim-clad calves hit the edge of the bed. Her body arced in a delightful curve as I broke our kiss. My mouth moved down to her exposed neck, suckling a small trail of kisses. She arched her back, lifting her breasts to me as I kissed down to meet them. I slowly lowered her down to the raised platform and her mattress. Resting her bottom on the edge of the bed, she reached to continue to unbutton my fly. I moaned my consent as I suckled her stiff nipple, dropping my hands to the waist of her jeans as mine started sliding down my ass.

My body bent over hers as she lay reclined until her shoulders met the sheets, then her hips lifted slightly as I pulled down her jeans and panties in one motion. Our eyes re-engaged as I pulled her jeans and panties down her thighs. She helpfully lifted her legs high, and I dragged the bundle of denim and lace off her shapely calves, tossing them behind me.

My eyes drank in her completely nude form as I wriggled my ass, coaxing my jeans to pool around my ankles. Her eyes crinkled with joy at my teasing reveal, dancing in only my boxers. My erection tented the light cotton and popped through the slit. Her gaze darted to the engorged head. Caught in the moment’s passion, I shoved off my boxers and stepped free.

She looked angelic in the soft moonlight through her dorm window. Long blonde curls arrayed around her cute, dimpled face like a halo. Bright blue eyes, luminous with lust, passion, and happiness. Her unsuppressed smile replaced the stairway sneer. Breasts heaved as she sighed, eyes roaming my frame. Slender taut tummy rose with short breaths. Her focus shifted from my groin to capture my eyes.

“This will feel so good inside me!” She reached for my cock, gripping my throbbing erection in her warm hand, and gave a short stroke. She panned up my abs and chest to meet mine. Her nod answered my unspoken question. I dropped to my knees before her bed, and she released her hold. Our eyes locked as I spread her legs.

“I want to taste you first,” I whispered.

She smiled, nodded, and her hands lifted to her breasts. A soft moan urged me as her legs splayed. I kissed down her warm body to her smooth inner thigh. Inhaling her arousal, I teased her blonde mound with lips and tongue. Our eyes met as I nudged her tender lips open.

“Oh yes, please.” She cooed as my mouth covered her tufted mound.

*Knock Knock*

“Shit!” she said as she quickly sat up.

I looked at her with wide eyes, frozen. She smiled confidently and then kissed me.

“Wait right here, don’t you fucking move,” she commanded.

Her naked form slipped past mine as I retracted my tongue, enjoying the salty tang of my last kiss. Forgoing even a robe, she went to the door and opened it a crack.

“What?” she asked softly.

“Kelly, is everything all right? I heard what Carl did! I heard you fought with him. They said you left crying,” said the faceless voice beyond the door.

“It’s okay, I’m fine, thanks, “ she said, trying to re-close the door.

“Kelly, wait! Do you need to talk about it?” The voice behind the door was insistent.

“No, I’m fine,” Kelly said hastily.

I saw a white sneakered foot slip inside, blocking the next attempt to shut the door.

“Are you sure?” The voice behind the door was also nosy.

Kelly reacted to the intrusion by opening the door and posing for a moment in her nude glory, twisting coquettishly for her friend.

“I’m kinda busy, Jenn. But I’m fine!” She turned her head back to me, still kneeling on the floor, “Wonderful.”

“Oh!” was the only reply as Jenn saw her naked friend, then turned towards me.

An awkward silence followed as she retracted her foot. I’m not sure if she saw me in the darkened room. I was caught in the spell of Kelly’s nubile form. I did catch a small glimpse of Jenn, as her eyes searched past Kelly.

“I won’t bother you then,” said Jenn, as the door began to shut.

“You’ve got to tell me everything tomorrow,” Jenn hissed as the light from the hallway was extinguished with the click of the door. Another click followed—the lock engaging.

Kelly giggled as she danced back seductively after closing the door. When she got close enough, she leaned down to kiss me. Still on my knees, she slipped past me and reclined on her back.

“We shouldn’t be disturbed again,” she sighed as she shifted into a comfortable supine position and massaged her full breasts. She opened her legs again, moving her eyes back to mine. My shocked expression turned to lecherous greed as I licked my lips. I slid my fingers down her outstretched legs and lowered my mouth to her extended pink lips.

“Oh, yes!” she cooed as my mouth touched her coral lips.

My tongue slid over the tips of her tender lips. Her flavor was like warm, tangy honey. Sweet with a note I couldn’t name, but wanted more. Her delicate moan triggered my lower growl as drug my tongue through her folds, then flicked her clit. She arched back, grinding her sex into my face.

When I enveloped her pussy with my mouth, she moaned wordlessly again as I fluttered my tongue while applying suction. The sensation of her distended lips pulling into my hungry mouth elicited another low moan.

“Keep doing that,” she cooed.

Who wouldn’t want to hear a sexy coed speak those words with the delicious moan that followed?

As hips began to grind into my tongue, I looked up. Her face was a study of passion as her fingers pulled on her taut nipples. She tossed her head back as her back arched, making her breasts wobble and bounce. When she refocused on where my tongue provoked her bliss, her blue eyes seemed luminous in the shadows of her room.

Captivated by her expressive eyes and soft moans, we locked eyes as my lips and tongue deepened her pleasure and lust. Sliding my hand under her ass, I pulled her closer and devoured her, the fresh flowing arousal was like ambrosia. Holding her firmly down as I ate her out, we stared at each other in a state of lustful awe.

“Oh god, don’t stop doing that, ever!” Kelly exulted as I slid my fingers inside her and fluttered the tips against the top. Finding a soft spongy point that made her breath catch, I pressed lightly and tapped that spot. My tongue fluttered across her clitoris as I probed with my fingers, and she couldn’t stop moving. Her breath came in short gasps. Moans and whimpers filled the room as my mouth and fingers brought her higher and higher.

“OH FUCK!” she panted as her hips lifted from the bed.

Her pussy lips flowered in a spasm as I reflexively pulled my head back. Her pussy quaked and clenched my fingers as she came, squirting a stream of clear liquid into my face.

“Oh god, that’s sexy!” I said in awe.

My fingers soothed the orgasmic pulses coursing through Kelly’s jerking body. As she calmed, I gently slid her body onto the bed, turning her to lie lengthwise as I raised a knee and climbed onto the mattress. Her eyes fluttered as she recovered. Her eyes found mine and returned my smile tenfold.

“I hope there is more of that to come,” Kelly breathed, her sex still shivering in orgasmic bliss.

On my knees, I was nearly struck dumb by the orgasmic sex goddess before me. I nodded, gripped my cock, felt its weight, and stroked. Her eyes drifted to the motion. When I squeezed the crown, pre-cum oozed over the glans. Her gaze widened, then traced up my torso.

In erotic magic, our eyes dropped as I notched my glistening crown into her dewy petals. Hers lidded closed with a passionate moan as my tip pressed into her opening. Her earlier squirt and my saliva made pussy slick as I pushed in slowly. Her pussy felt like wrapping my girth in satin. She slid her heels up my thighs, wrapped them behind my ass, and pulled me into her depths. Our eyes met in her rapturous gaze as I began a slow, steady pace.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me!” Kelly encouraged. “I don’t even know your name, but fuck me!”

“It’s …J,” I panted as my piston-like strokes quickened. “J-Jeremiah.”

She squeezed me with her pussy muscles, milking my cock as it slid in and out of her.

Including my name in her urgent pleas amid arduous thrusts felt like a real-life Penthouse Letters moment. This didn’t happen to guys like me. Balls-deep in the gorgeous coed, I realized Jenn’s interruption gave me her name. I slid out and wrapped my hand around my slick shaft. Kelly looked up at me. Was that panic in her eyes?

“I want to fuck you from behind.”

“Oh, gawd,” she moaned, twisting onto her belly. “Get that cock back inside me.” She raised her pert bottom, elbows propping her up. Over her shoulder, bright blue eyes shone behind her heavenly blonde mane. “Fuck ne, now!” she cried.

I grasped her hips, aimed at her gleaming slit. She reached between her thighs, cupping and guiding me as I pushed in. Then her fingers rubbed her clit as my hips met her ass.

“Oh god, yes! You fill me so deeply,” Kelly moaned, head melting into the mattress.

I grabbed her hips and, after some adjustment, found the right angle to stroke my entire length in and out of her gripping sex. She rocked back to meet my thrusts, and my pace accelerated, chasing my bliss. My thighs slapped against her firm, round ass, accenting our moans and grunts with the sound of our bodies crashing together.

“Fuuuckkk,” Kelly gasped as she turned her head sideways against the mattress, wisps of her blonde hair stuck to her glistening cheeks as she stared back at me.

Our eyes locked, and her blue rings almost glowed as my thrusts quickened. Her fingers fluttered against my shaft as she rubbed her clit. The quivering of her tight cleft around my cock signaled how close she was to the edge. I slammed into her as she screamed, just before my cock throbbed as I thrust hard and pulsed jets of cum into her, as hot juices gushed around my shaft, both of our bodies shook in ecstasy.

We froze like a perverse statue in the midst of our bliss, only instinctive jerks betrayed the finish of our lust. When we came to ourselves, it was a slow deflation as I fell beside her, pulled her against my chest. I wrapped my arms under her breasts, holding her tight as I breathed evenly. I rested, my nose pressed into her hair, inhaling the scent of her shampoo mixed with the unique perfume of our coupling.

“Oh god, I never thought it would feel like that,” she purred, rolling on her back so run her fingers along my jaw.

“Wait.” My mind tripped over her words. “That was your first time?”

She looked over her shoulder, biting her lip and nodding. “It was, and it was beautiful. I don’t think it would have been like this with my ex-boyfriend.”

I forced what I hoped was a sincere smile as my mind raced. “How long ago did you break up?”

She glanced at the clock on the table beside her bed. “About an hour ago.”

She looked at me, and my shocked expression made her grin fade.

I scrambled for a reply. “If I’d had known, I may have started this differently.”

She shook her head. “It was perfect, J. From the first kiss, I knew what I wanted. You.”

I laughed, and then grinned. “I wanted you when I first saw you on the quad.”

This time, her brow creased as she tried to remember. Then her eyes brightened as she shook her head. “You were with those ROTC guys ogling me.”

I shrugged. “Guilty.”

“I told you to fuck off…” She blushed. “That was rude, but I’m glad you came back and finished the deal.”

We laughed, and she rolled to face me as I hugged her, then kissed her again.

“I just broke up with my boyfriend when you guys passed by. I wasn’t at my best.”

I absorbed that shocking statement as I looked tenderly into her eyes. I tried not to betray my conflicted feelings about enjoying sex from a rebound. My mind returned to the first moments when I pushed my powers into her.

“That wasn’t your best?” I joked.

She grinned and blushed. Then leaned against my shoulder, her hot breath flowing over my neck. I combed her mussed hair from her cheek to keep an unobstructed view of her brilliant blue eyes. She shifted, moving her hands as her eyes tracked the path of fingers over my skin and exploring my body, slowly dropping down my abdomen.

“Oddly, it was about sex. He wanted to have sex, and I didn’t.” Her fingers entwined in my coarse pubic hair as she sighed. She looked back into my eyes as her fingers caressed the outline of my cock. “I’m not sure why I resisted—it was a difficult relationship. I think I loved him but didn’t like that he presumed my affection meant I owed him sex.”

She realized the irony of the situation and giggled. Her fingers gripped my slick, softened penis, and it responded to her touch. She kissed me deeply. Then pecked my chin. As she spoke, her fingers slid up and down my awakening cock.

“Seeing you…” She kissed under my neck.

“on the stairs….” She moved down to kiss my left nipple.

“I was angry at all men….” She pressed another kiss to my other nipple.

“Then you approached me with your smile….” Her lips coasted down my chest to my belly button, and licking along the rim.

“And I got… I dunno…” she looked up at me, “Aroused, angry, horrified, disgusted.” She looked conflicted for a moment. “But when you kissed me… I no longer cared.”

Her eyes fixed on mine as her tongue curled around my engorged crown. I forced my eyes to stay open, moaning as she stared up at me. I rolled onto my back as she shifted to get comfortable between my legs.

“Your kiss felt so good. I just wanted more…” She sucked my knob into her mouth as she looked up at me, shifting and kneeling between my thighs.

“And more…” she breathed, then concentrated on sliding her mouth up and down my suddenly rigid shaft.

I moaned, thought back, and remembered the moment I mindlessly destroyed her moral walls with my thoughts. It clicked. I’d changed something inside her. A breakup isn’t followed by hot sex with a stranger. Not in real life.

But before I could panic, she swirled her tongue around the tip of my glans and licked up the V-shaped valley under the head of my cock. My mind blanked into bliss, watching her suck my shaft back into her heavenly mouth.

She worked my shaft with her lips, tongue, and hand. Testing its hardness before rising and straddling my hips. It was like she only wanted to feel more of our earlier bliss. Her teasing smile held my stare as I felt her rise, move over my cock, and fit my tip back inside with her fingers. My focus shifted down, tracking past her and watching as my stiffness disappeared as we groaned at the sensation.

“Your cock feels so good inside of me!” she gushed as she lowered and rocked herself until I filled her. The sensation of our recoupling felt amazing and natural, despite the fading worries of my pushed desires.

Her hips started the rolling movement, squeezing her muscles as she milked my shaft. I watched her and lifted my hands to cup and squeeze her breasts as she rode my cock. Her sinuous hips rocked and twisted as she chased the sensations of my rock-hard cock inside her tight velvet. She leaned into me, pushing her breasts into my grip, and ground her clit against my root. Our kiss was a natural progression as she slowly rode me. Her gentle control was different than my hard thrust from behind. Between kisses, our eyes met as she fucked me, and I watched her expressions flow across her features.

“So good. This feels so good,” she chanted like it was a prayer. Her skin seemed to glow as she focused on me. “You feel so good.”

She rode me hard for a bit, then moved back to the languorous rocking. I rose to capture her hard pink nipple between my lips, moving between her two breasts, worshipping the goddess riding me to some unheard thrum of ancient drums. Her fingers slid through my hair as I enjoyed her breasts and suckled her nipples. She pushed me back under her, watching me as her pace quickened.

This was her race, her turn to chase the edge that seemed just out of reach. I gripped her hips, matching her pace and pulling her into my lifting hips. Her eyes widened, encouraging the help as her mouth opened. Her moans grew into a steady pattern as I flexed my hips and she ground her core into mine.

At my edge, I tightened my jaw as my hips instinctively jerked into her, trying to hold back and prolong our intense fucking. But I couldn’t, and with one hard thrust, I exploded. My cock pulsed inside as my cum jetted deep inside the pussy. She tensed, feeling my heat, and arched, screaming in passion. When she relaxed and fell onto me, I could feel her pulsing orgasm as her pussy clenched around me.

We kissed again, then rolled onto our sides. Facing each other with looks of wonder as our hands traced over our heated skin. Our eyes closed slowly, and I faded into a comfortable sleep. I managed to pull her quilt over us as I settled behind her, and I succumbed to the darkness.


CHAPTER 2
LEXI LINKED


Kelly stirred as my tumescent shaft grew from the sensation of her proximity and pressed into her soft bottom. Still under the hastily drawn covers, she pressed back into me and emitted a soft moan. Coming to my senses, I reflexively scanned her as I had in the stairway, and noticed that her previously complicated curve was flat, green pulses glowing as her body responded to the stimulation of my growing prick.

“Mmm, is that for me?” she sighed as she quietly awoke.

“I don’t see any other woman here,” I whispered. Her voice pulled me from puzzling over whatever my senses echoed from this beautiful bedmate, and the tingle of arousal at her asses grinding into my growing cock.

Emboldened by memories of our ribald first kiss, I moved my hand up to cup her breasts, squeezing and pulling fingertips to her stiffening nipple. The shift of her curve caught my attention as she pushed her tit into my hand at the rising pleasure.

A different section pulsed a greenish hue, like she felt no shame, while I played with her warm breasts. She wasn’t disturbed by this exploration with a virtual stranger. The immediate feedback of her mind’s response only fueled my excitement—and growing erection. My cock stretched and nestled between her velvety ass cheeks.

“Do I have that effect on you?” she purred, grinding into me again before rolling toward me and onto her back.

My erection slid from under her soft cheeks and pressed against her firm thigh as I lowered my mouth to her engorged nipple. The sensation of the tip swelling chased my preoccupation with searching her mind. Her fingers combed through my short hair as she moaned from my tender suction. I slid my hand down her flat tummy to cup the fur of her mound, feeling the heat and wetness on my fingers.

As I curled the tips of my fingers into her core, shifting them inside her lips, I couldn't help but return to sensing her emotions. The line of the mysterious graph glowed bright, thrumming at the pleasure of my physical touch. Different parts lit up as she reacted to my fingers pushing slowly deeper. I mentally mapped each point of light and continued monitoring as I pressed deeper and curled along her upper wall.

“Mmmmm, fuck.” She sighed, lifting her hips into my fingers while squeezing her inner muscles tight around me. “Can’t get enough of me?”

I shook my head after pulling my lips from her stiff nipple. “You’re still soaking wet. I think you want more of me.” I growled, rolling over her thigh and between her opening legs.

“Mind reader.” She quipped with a soft grin as she reached down to guide me home. Her positive response rippled through the graph while I shifted closer. A new section lit up as she stroked and pulled me to her apex. My attention was split between staring into her eyes and monitoring the fascinating curves I felt in my mind. The sensation of sliding inside her tightness focused my actions on one thing: fucking this angelic blonde into another orgasmic peak.

*rattle-click*

My brain struggled to reconcile the odd noise with my cock sliding deep into Kelly’s tight sheath. Her desire modulated slightly at the familiar sound.

“Ooh, that’s my roommate!” Kelly hissed, eyes wide as my balls pressed her thighs. My focus snapped from her lust to the door—a thin bright line widening. Eyes slitting against hallway glare, my moral sense shifted to the silhouetted figure: robust graph, stark contrast to Kelly’s flattened curve. Surprise, shock, disgust... and desire?

“OH, MY GOD! I’m sorry! I didn’t know...” the shadow gasped.

Fully engaged and unable to stop, I bottomed out in Kelly’s slick warmth. Features of the stranger backlit by the brighter hallway, resolved into a silhouette—lithe, fit, curly red ponytail swaying.

Still sheathed deep, I probed our guest’s curves and noted her alarm at her roommate fucking a stranger. I watched in real time as a red glow lit up, as if it bolstered her willpower and helped her establish resistance. On a reflex, with my horniness surging—or just craving to continue fucking Kelly—I pushed down her resistance, as I had in the stairwell.

Nothing.

Well, not entirely. Instead of fleeing, the woman shut the door, plunging us into dimness. The red lights dimmed along the edge, and small points of green lit softly. As my eyes adjusted again to the change in light, I rescanned our guest, noticing a marginal flattening where I had focused my push. The same section as Kelly’s, and it seemed linked with sexual desire. Ripples moved through her curves as her response shifted from shock/revulsion to cautious curiosity, that section dipping lower as the bright red faded.

“Um, I can—uh, maybe I’ll grab my pillow and sleep in the lounge,” the shadow said, her voice tentative.

Her features sharpened into focus. She matched Kelly’s height but carried a trimmer, fitter build, smaller bust set atop a lithe, powerful frame. Her curly auburn ponytail swayed as she turned toward her bed to the left, trying to avoid looking at us—but glancing back every few steps. Each time, a blip pulsed on the graph, switching between green and red.

“Lexi! I’m sorry!” Kelly said, collecting herself to speak while her pussy tightened around my cock, sending a thrill rippling through me. “Um, you don’t have to sleep in the lounge. You can stay and watch if you want.”

That’s interesting, I thought, my focus shifting to Kelly’s mind, and connecting the newcomer’s name—Lexi.

“Are you kidding?” She exclaimed in a shocked, embarrassed tone. Her moral signals flared red, which I connected with shame and disgust; a hint of curiosity quickly bloomed green in another glowing section. Focusing there and comparing it to Kelly’s as I gently moved inside her, I noted the pattern: a red tint signaled resistance, while a greenish tint seemed to invite or seek more.

“Oh, Lex, you should try it!” Kelly moaned, undulating her hips and squeezing my cock, her curve lit up bright green.

Kelly moved in a muted fucking rhythm with me pressed deep inside her. I looked down at her, raising an eyebrow. Tightening my core swelled my cock and drew a moan of pleasure from her. Waves of green rippled along her graph.

“That’s a bit weird, don’t you think?” Lexi stammered. “I can’t feel anything just watching. What if I wanted to fuck him?”

I blinked and held still. Where did that come from? My weak pulse? I focused on her graph. Sure enough, that section had dipped even lower while flashing a brighter green. What the fuck, let’s see where this goes, I thought to myself before speaking. “It might be weird, or it could be fun.”

She stepped closer. Our fingers met, and in a fit of horny lust while balls deep in Kelly, I pushed again. The physical touch did the trick. Her curve collapsed and began to reshape under that muted green glow.

Her hand fit into mine. I pulled her lightly closer. “I guess I hadn’t thought of it that way,” Lexi considered. She leaned in to kiss me. My cock throbbed inside Kelly.

“Oh, that’s hot!” Kelly cheered. Her hips lifted, screwing her pelvis in small circles around my rock-hard shaft.

Lexi broke the kiss, looking down at her friend with a cat-that-caught-the-canary smile.

“He’s a good kisser,” Lexi gushed after a pause. “You’re okay sharing him, Kel?”

“Don’t I get a say?” I replied, though not at all repulsed by the idea.

My attention ping ponged between their two fluctuating waves. Their resistance in red gave way to the willing flashes of green. Lexi glanced down, as if discovering her clothes for the first time. Her school-branded t-shirt stretched tight over her pert bosom, baggy cargo capris hiding her legs as she kicked off her sneakers.

“I’m overdressed!” she quipped, stepping into the moonlit ray from their dorm window.

“Mmm, you’re so sexy, Lexi,” Kelly cooed. She squeezed my invigorated cock with her pussy muscles. “I’ve always wanted to see you naked.”

The frank words enticed Lexi. As she stripped, I kept half my attention… okay, some of my attention on the odd green waves. I caused something within them with pushes of my will. While still flexing slowly inside Kelly, I tried to read the activity and what I’d influenced. If I influenced anything, or maybe I was just reading what my motions elicited in Kelly’s rocking response.

Unbuttoning her capris, Lexi slid them over her hips, revealing firm thighs and muscular calves as she rocked free. Dancing to some inner tune, she crossed her hands and grabbed the hem of her tee. Pulling up seductively released her unburdened B-cups with a lovely wobble and tossed the shirt aside. Smaller than Kelly’s generous tits but perfect on her lithe, athletic frame.

“What do you think now?” Lexi asked, posing against the wall.

“You need to come closer,” I cut in. “And lose the panties.”

Lexi giggled, sliding her black boy shorts down her muscular legs and flicking them playfully at me. With her pert breasts shimmying, she sauntered over. Kelly and I extended our hands.

She accepted the invitation, stepping closer and bending to kiss her roommate. Kelly’s eyes flashed blue with desire, then closed as the pair deepened their first kiss. Green blips sparked along their curves as they explored the new sensations.

In the moonlight, I noticed Lexi’s paler skin was dusted with freckles in contrast to Kelly’s smooth, dark tan. My hand slid along her waist, gripping her tight, round buttocks—all muscle. My gaze traced the curve of her belly, abdominal muscles rippling as she melted into the kiss.

My hips slid back from Kelly’s tight pussy, beginning an indulgent, slow fuck as the pair made out beside me. Exploring Lexi’s ass and her muscular legs was a contrast to Kelly’s softer curves. With her moral graph lit solid green, Lexi widened her stance without breaking the kiss. Her moan into Kelly’s mouth emboldened me as I cupped her pussy, fingertips sluicing tender lips.

“Oh god, yes. Touch me there!” Lexi sighed, breaking to glance over her shoulder. Bright green eyes and a sexy smile urged me to continue. Past her, Kelly’s stunning blue gaze and smug smile assured me that she was into this as much as Lexi and me.

“Room for one more if you straddle Kelly,” I instructed, finger gliding through her moist lips while keeping a slow pace inside the blonde in question. Reading solid green across both of them, I dropped my curious scans and focused on what was happening.

“Work with me. Fuck her on your knees.” Lexi said with a smirk.

Adjusting while staying deep in Kelly, I knelt. Lexi straddled her roommate’s waist, bending her hips to resume a passionate kiss. Stretching into downward dog before me, she offered her pussy and ass, with an enticing sway. I pulled her cheeks apart and sealed my mouth to her pussy.

Her taste and their moans from cock and tongue blanked any thought of resuming my mental distractions. Hands wrapped around Lexi’s thighs, I devoured her juicy quim while hips jerked into Kelly with steady strokes, pounding the blonde goddess at our triangle’s base.

“Fuck, you taste divine,” I growled gruffly, nose nestled against Lexi’s puckered rose. A shiver coursed through her frame.

“Oh god, yes. Suck my pussy,” Lexi panted, hips pressing back into my face.

Tongue sliding inside, lips surrounding her sex, I sucked her outer lips and savored her taste. As my stiff cock grooved in and out of Kelly’s cunt, she squeezed her inner muscles, moaning into Lexi’s mouth. Arm winding around thigh, I cupped the redhead’s mound, fingers circling her clit.

Moans intensifying, I gathered viscous saliva and juice on one finger, edging her tight rose lightly while my mouth returned to pussy. Lexi’s gasp urged a deeper probe, along with my constant licks.

“I love your kisses,” Kelly moaned as Lexi arced back with a primitive cry from my oral/digital work. “Your tits feel so good against mine.” She hooked her ankles around my thrusting thighs. And her body tightened under me. “FUCK! J! You cock. Don’t stop,” Kelly encouraged.

“Unnhnn, feel his tongue... Mmmmm,” Lexi moaned.

Lexi’s fragrant taste, the view of her firm bottom, the feel of her hard clit under my finger as I tongued through tender lips, immersed me. Adding Kelly’s silky cunt gripping my sawing cock as she moaned for more simply overloaded my senses. All sounds and sensations hit as I roared into an explosive peak, cock pulsing, hips convulsing, shooting cum deep into Kelly.

My release triggered theirs, exploding into whines, cries, groans, bodies trembling together. Their ecstasy rolled through them in waves that prolonged our orgasms. Kelly’s skin seemed to glow a golden hue against Lexi’s freckled alabaster. Our echoes fed the cycle of bliss until we collapsed, minds blissed out as we sprawled, gasping on the bed.

Lexi slid atop Kelly, then to the side. I rolled opposite the panting blonde in the middle, propping on an arm, fingers tracing quivering flesh. A moment of worry flickered, reflecting on reckless pushes into their wills, but the cocksure mask held.

“So? Weird or fun?” I asked the panting pair.

Lexi’s impish smile met mine. “Fun, Duh, Can we do it again?!”


CHAPTER 3
CARMEN CRAVES


I sighed at their request for another round. "I'd love to, but I'm out one round," I said, waving at my limp cock, dripping our mixed juices onto Kelly's thigh.

"Ooh," Lexi said as she looked at my manhood. “Up close, it looks different from the … porn.”

“Um,” I took a beat at her remark, my head still dizzy from the sudden threesome and powerful orgasm. “You’re a virgin?”

She nodded with a cute shrug, completely comfortable to sit inches away from my cock, and her roommates’ naked curves. “I never really had the opportunity, until you fell into my trap.” She nudged Kelly. “Good job, roomie!”

Kelly giggled and then pulled Lexi into a hug. “Let him recover, Lex,” she said, eyeing me, then dropping to my softening prick, then winking at me. “It’s more fun when it’s hard.”

“Devious,” Lexi said, grinning.

Then the pair kissed tenderly. Kelly’s flush skin glistened from perspiration, but seemed to shimmer in the dim light. While I watched, they explored each other with their hands, continuing to make out.

They seemed to forget that I was there, and in the lull, I realized I had a full bladder.

I slid off the bed and stood, scanned the unfamiliar dorm room, spied the bathroom door, and headed in that direction. Glancing back, I saw the two roommates shift into a languid sixty-nine, pleasuring each other as if it were as natural as breathing. Their curves glowed steady green, lines oscillating as they pleasured each other.

Opening the bathroom door, I paused to ensure it was empty. I panned around and noted another door past the dual showers. Shared bath with the neighboring room, I reckoned. It was closed, so I lifted the seat and aimed carefully, watching my stream hit the bowl dead center.

The bathroom was dim but not dark, so I glanced around and noticed the dorm window had brightened; the horizon glowed with the approaching dawn. Close to six, my inner clock chimed. My mind flipped to the time-distance problem, computing that I had only four hours to grab my belongings, catch the bus to the airport with my team, and make the flight home.

"Crap," I thought. "What can I do in that short time? Could I even undo whatever I did to Kelly and Lexi?"

At this point, I was sure I’d done something. Two virgin roommates is a fantasy straight from Hustler magazine. Not that I’m a subscriber, but I’d seen one before. Okay, … more than one. Still, the odds of two willing virgin roommates fucking a strange guy were astronomically tiny.

While I enjoyed what happened, my gut was tightening with the thought I’d changed them. And if, indeed, I had, I needed to change them back to normal.

Shaking and wiping the tip with a wad of toilet paper, I flushed and walked back into the room. Without noticing my return, they continued exploring their newfound mutual lust with tongues and lips amid lusty moans. From my angle, I watched Kelly slide fingers into Lexi's pussy and pump them in and out, drawing deeper cries from her.

I felt disturbed by what I increasingly suspected was some supernatural power of mine. Resigned to monitoring their, what I began calling moralistic curves, I tried to map their shapes and flashing colors to what was happening. The hues modulated as they rode the ebb and flood of pleasure, while other segments stayed silent. They were clearly enjoying themselves, but had my push induced this bawdy experiment?

I felt torn. Should I triage and mold their curves higher? What was the right height? Would more meddling make things worse? I sighed in frustration. I was in trouble if I had nudged them into sluttery. Or was that just overactive guilt from some early-life tragedy? I resolved to do nothing rash. I hoped to talk with them before leaving, at least get phone numbers.

The musky scent of sex pulled my thoughts back to the present. Even if my thoughts swirled between guilt and amazement, their building moans and cries affected my body. My cock jutted out rock hard from my groin. I had no idea where my clothes were, but amid their naked, heated lust, clothes seemed overrated. I gripped my tumescent shaft and stroked as I walked back toward the lovely pair.

"Oh FUCK! Your fingers, Kel!" Lexi chanted, lowering her mouth to flutter her tongue on Kelly's clit.

"Damn, Lex, your tongue is heaven," Kelly grunted, working three fingers into her friend's snatch. Her head lifted to suck and lick at the mound.

I watched for a few more seconds, my hand stroking idly as I stood near Kelly's end of the bed. The sun peeked over the horizon; she tilted her head back, smiling. She tracked the motion of my hand as I stepped closer. She rose and sucked my cock into her mouth while continuing to finger-fuck Lexi.

"Mmmm, yeah, your mouth feels so fucking good," I whispered to her, looking down with an encouraging smile.

When she popped off my glistening cock head, I slid onto the bed with my knees astride her head. She kept flexing her fingers into Lexi for a moment; then her eyes lit up with an idea. She slid her fingers free, wrapped her hand around my shaft, and aimed my tip at Lexi's entrance. As I slid inside Lexi, Kelly shifted and started sucking and licking my balls.

It felt amazing, but my thoughts jittered when I realized I’d deflowered my second virgin, and wasn’t quite happy about how a once-in-a-lifetime event came to pass. My cock? Not even a hesitation as it conspired with my hips and thighs to heed the call of nature. And as I began pumping into the lithe ginger, my concerns fled.

"Mmmffhhhh," Lexi moaned as my cock stretched her more than Kelly's slim fingers. She turned away from her roommate's twat and saw me on my knees behind her ass. Her lips curled as her green eyes sparkled, pressing her hips back to meet me.

"Mind if I take over?" I asked with a slight moan as Kelly swirled her tongue around one of my balls. Without waiting, I drove back into her with a firm stroke, and her head tossed back as I sank deep.

"OH FUCK," Lexi exclaimed, her mouth opening wide. "YES! I mean no... fuck. Just FUCK me!"

She pushed her hips back and moaned as I watched my shaft saw into her with steady thrusts. I felt my balls drag across Kelly’s brow and nose, before landing in her open mouth. Kelly didn’t miss a beat, sucking one of my testicles into her mouth and swirling her tongue around the sensitive orb.

Amazing, But. Virgins wouldn’t have the instinct to be so adventurous. Let alone have a threesome with their virgin roommate. Still, when in Rome…

I rocked back, my balls sliding from Kelly’s mouth. She responded by raising and licking along Lexi’s stretched lips where her labia met my rock-hard shaft. Finding Lexi’s raised bud, I felt Lexi buck as Kelly sucked her clit.

“FUCK YES, FUCK FUCK, MMMMMMMMMMMM,” Lexi moaned.

Lexi’s mouth lifted from Kelly’s mound as I started sawing in and out. My hands squeezed the firm, round cheeks of Lexi’s ass. I found a steady groove to fuck Lexi’s with full long strokes as Kelly continued her clitoral magic.

“FUCK!!!” Lexi screamed as she gave up trying to munch on Kelly’s twat and looked back at me, “You feel so fucking good. Ooooh, Fuck… You are making me… MMMM!”

Lexi's pussy quivered and tightened and quaked as I slammed in and out. I rode through her intense orgasm without slowing my swift strokes. She arched her back, and her curly locks flew over her freckled shoulders. She looked beautiful in the brightening morning light as her body shook. I pulled out, and Lexi collapsed onto Kelly, then rolled off her.

Still stiff as I rail, I walked around the dorm bed, while Kelly tracked me with her eyes. Her attention dropped to my bouncing prick as I focused on her tanned, round tits. Tanning beds were a gift from the gods, I thought as I admired the Coppertone gleaming from her lustful night.

Kelly twisted and rose on her knees as I reached the foot of the bed, and scooted back, spreading her knees as she pushed her ass back and waved it at me.

“My turn!” she chimed, as our eyes met. “I swear, I can’t get enough of that thing.”

I smacked her ass playfully, and she yipped, then moaned. “I can’t get enough of this.” I drawled and slid back into her tight vise.”

"Fuck her, Jay!" Lexi gushed, kneeling. As I started to heed nature’s call yet again. “Gawd, watching you fuck is so hot!” She rubbed herself to the pace of my thrusts, watching us with amazed delight.

Hey, it was hot. But at the same time, I thought back to my first time. It was with another virgin, and it was awkward, and quick, and we faked the right moans, and said the expected things. We didn’t take a beat and start that messy ordeal all over again.

My cock? Still hadn’t gotten the message, and was in the zone plowing into Kelly’s slick molten pussy, throbbing in delight when she squeezed tight. The fucker, pardon the pun, was in the zone and felt like he could keep going for hours.

"Sounds like someone is enjoying themselves!" A strange voice came from the direction of the bathroom.

"Crap! I left the door open!"

I had a quick debate with my dick and decided that a third push of my horny will was too many. Again, my cock was non-plussed and kept this incredible fuck fest going to Kelly’s delight.

I turned toward the bathroom and saw a stunning Latina coed, completely naked. Her round dusky breasts heaved as she watched our ribald rut. One hand pulled on a dark chocolate nipple while the other worked beneath the lush forest of her sex. Her legs spread wide as she fingered herself.

Definitely not a virgin.

I monitored her moral cues and slowed my thrusts to evaluate the new situation. Her moral structure stood intact, not flattened, but way lower than my playmates' initial settings. Her curve glowed a steady green, showing no resistance to joining the orgy in session. I saw Kelly's head lift and look over her shoulder, wondering why I had slowed. Then she caught my gaze and noticed our observer.

"Carmen!" Kelly breathed. "You look so sexy finger-fucking yourself. Come closer. I want to see your pussy."

Carmen blinked in surprise and glanced at me with a cocked eyebrow. I nodded and gestured for her to come over to the bed. Carmen stood at her full height against the doorframe, taller than Kelly. She strode toward the bed confidently.

"Isn't she a fox?" Lexi gushed from below me. I looked down at her as she turned to watch Carmen before looking back at me as I kept up the pace with Kelly.

Carmen stood next to the bed, and Kelly shifted her head to press a kiss on the woman's hips and suck her mocha-brown skin. Carmen looked over at me and gave a sexy shrug as if to say, “You think you have enough in you for one more?”

My dick cheered, and my hips quickened at the thought.

Lexi slid back, walked past me, and wrapped her arms around Carmen from behind. Kelly nuzzled into the dark black curls of Carmen's mound and opened her mouth. Carmen leaned back into Lexi's supportive frame, Carmen gripped the back of Kelly's head, and pulled her mouth against her sex, while I continued fucking the dazzling blonde.

"I never thought I'd see you two chicas fucking a sexy man," Carmen cooed, then moaned as Kelly's tongue lapped at her pussy.

My cock ran on autopilot, numbed from earlier trysts, far from climax. Watching the three girls play while I plunged in and out of Kelly felt like an odd twinge of heaven. I tuned back into Carmen’s moral profile, then my other conquests, comparing them.

"Kelly, oooh, your tongue! How'd you learn pussy-lick?" Carmen praised, smiling down at bright blue eyes.

"Practiced all night with Lexi!" Kelly beamed. "Repeating what she did—licking Jay's cream from me."

Carmen cocked a brow, eyes lifting to mine. "That so?" Smiled, turned to Lexi, licking her neck. "Taste good, Lex?"

" So tasty,” Lexi whispered, then frowned, teasingly. “I didn’t leave any for you, sorry.”

"Greedy slut," Carmen laughed, focusing on me. "I'll get some myself." Her dark eyes blazed into mine as she wet her lips, watching me flex into her blonde neighbor.

“Hold that thought, Carmen,” I quipped as I increased my pace with Kelly, who held the back of Carmen’s thighs and continued her slurps. “I should be ready in a second.”

Carmen’s eyes widened as she watched, then lidded as she felt the effects of Kelly’s labors. She tossed her head, reveling in the lustful ministrations of our shared fuck toy. Lexi stood behind Carmen, the pale Irish girl leaning over the dark Latina, her red hair cascading in a curtain over half of Carmen’s face as she pressed her open mouth to the gasping Mexican’s lips. Lexi’s fingers and thumbs softly twisted the dark brown nipples as she french kissed Carmen, eliciting an intense moan.

“Unnnh! Mi Dios, girls!” Carmen huffed, “What has gotten into you sluts?”

“Jayaiiiiieeee,” screamed Kelly into the dark muff of our new partner as her body shook.

I slammed deep as her pussy clenched my cock tight, feeling the rippling pulses of her orgasm milk my shaft as her body shook. Kelly’s spasms gushed her juices around the base of my cock. Kelly froze for a long moment before her body slowly collapsed. She rolled to her side near the foot of the bed, curling into a fetal position as her body trembled in waves of post-orgasmic bliss.

“Lie down, Carmen,” I gestured to the head of the bed. “I want to fuck you first before I shoot my cum on those amazing tits,” I commanded confidently.

Where the fuck did that come from? I tried to berate my dick about using his manners. It flipped me off. Prick.

Carmen was staring at the cocky bastard as she rolled onto her back. Her olive skin was another contrast to Kelly’s tan and Lexi’s pale freckles. She managed to look away from the star long enough to nod at me. “Fuck, yes. I want that fuckstick. You gonna give it to me?”

“Give it to her, Jay,” Lexi encouraged. “Slide that fabulous fuck stick up this Mexican bitch’s cunt.”

Lexi turned and winked at Carmen, as I laughed and obeyed her order. Carmen had returned her focus to the shiny knob, watching it disappear into her tight opening. Carmen’s eyes widened as she tossed her head, ebony hair flying behind her head, clearing her flushed face so she could stare at me. “Fuck, you’ve got a nice cock, stud.”

“Uh, I’m Jeremiah, or J.” It was time to be formally introduced, since I was already balls deep.

“Fuck me, J.”

I flexed my hips pressing deeper with each thrust as Lexi watched me. Then she scooted off the far side of the bed and straddled Carmen’s head, sliding forward to present her fiery tufts and coral-pink lips to the dark Latina’s open mouth.

“Lick me, Car,” gushed Lexi, “Taste all the juices that Jay’s wonderful cock coaxed out of me.”

“Oh, fuck. Yes! YES!” Carmen moaned as I continued my full strokes, “Fuck me while I lick this Irish stew!”

I laughed at the lusty quip. Clearly, the two girls were friends. Although I don’t think they’d been this friendly with each other before. I wondered how much I’d changed that equation as I watched Carmen tilt her head back to lap at Lexi’s paler flesh. Carmen’s luscious mouth sucked Lexi’s sweet coral petals with practiced flicks of her tongue. I checked on Kelly, relieved to see her sitting up watching me fuck her neighbor while her roommate ground her sex onto Carmen’s face.

The gonzo orgy was wild enough that I felt my end approaching. I lost track of everything else, save Carmen’s tits bouncing or her dark brown eyes. The girls chatted as if this were a nail salon, but with more gasps and moans. I pushed Carmen hard as her frisky friends watched from their knees.

Feeling my peak roaring toward me, I rutted, deep and fast, like a piston into Carmen’s tight cunt, watching her tits bounce, staring at me with wide eyes. As she felt my cock throb inside her. She clearly knew what was next.

“I want it on my tits and face,” the passionate Latina cooed at me.

I could only nod as I pulled out of her. Quickly crawling onto the edge of the bed, my hand jerking my cock, I leaned back and watched a rope of cum jet out and splash between Carmen’s dark tits. As I continued to jerk my cock, Carmen swiftly bent towards my pulsing rod, and another bolt of cum struck her under her chin. She grabbed my rod and slid it into her mouth. She sucked me deep, easily deep-throating me. My cock jerked in her mouth, pulsing two more jets before the pulsing slowed.

Carmen’s cheeks hollowed out as she sucked the cum from the stem of my cock. She pulled off with a pop and then turned to rest against the headboard opposite Kelly. Mesmerized and drawn by the oozing white cum pooled between Carmen’s breasts and dripping down her neck, Kelly crawled toward her from the foot of the bed and lapped and sucked my cum off. Then rose and kissed Caremn deeply, and shared the remnants of my load. Carmen moaned as they kissed, her eyes slanted towards me with an odd expression.

Yeah. This was wild. And I was running out of time. I needed to clean up, get dressed, pack my room, and catch the bus to the airport.

I breathed deeply, collecting my ragged breaths and thoughts as I watched the scene around me. Lexi was on the floor, leaning against the windowsill, a slightly glazed but happy glow as she looked up at me. We turned to watch Kelly, the tan-blonde, lean over Carmen, the mocha-brown, as they continued to make out.

I smiled at Lexi. “I need a shower. Do you want to join me?”

“Yes, but I’ll need your help to stand up,” Lexi sighed.


CHAPTER 4
SHOWER CONFESSION


I decided to shower in their dorm bathroom because I reeked of sex and sweat, and need to board the bus to the airport in a few short hours. I helped Lexi stand, watching her strong legs tremble as she steadied herself. The young ginger looked tired, but happy. The effects of the rounds of sex since she walked in on me and Kelly left her looking petite and fragile as she stood on shaky knees beside me.

Her sweat-soaked red hair curls tousled off her shoulders in a just-been-fucked-hard haphazard manner. Curls plastered against her freckled cheeks. Still breathless, her breasts rose and fell, small ivory orbs topped with pinkish nipples fading to a rosy red at the still erect tips.

I was acutely aware of her age, most likely a first year, maybe a year past her eighteenth birthday, while I’d just passed the drinking age. Her fit, healthy body was luminous with youthful vigor, over a veneer of exhaustion. Smiling tiredly, she looked up at me with her tantalizing green eyes. Her bright smile assured me she’d enjoyed herself. Yet her bone-weary posture was evident after the rigorous foursome we enjoyed together.

With one arm behind her back, the other under her knees and lifted her into my arms. She nestled her head against my chest, her amber hair tickling me under my chin as she held on to me. I turned and walked around the foot of the bed, looking back at the pair on the far end.

Kelly, in contrast, seemed to shimmer in the morning light, her flesh contrasting with Carmen’s mocha tone. Kelly’s stamina amazed me as she continued to perform her lusty magic on Carmen, who kept up with her with vigor. Their bodies writhed in passion, their heated movements a stark contrast to how exhausted Lexi felt in my arms.

I made it to the bathroom and reached for the faucet with one hand to start the water running. Lowering Lexi down carefully, I helped support her as she lowered her feet to the floor. Resting against the edge of the shower, her eyes were bright, but her smile tired.

“Is Lexi short for anything?” I asked.

“Alexis,” she smiled, “Alexis Anne, but everyone calls me Lexi or Lex. I promise I’m not evil, though, like Lex Luthor.”

“Pleased to meet you, Alexis,” I bantered back, “I don’t think I introduced myself. I’m Jeremiah, though I’m not a bullfrog. That’s why everyone calls me J.”

Alexis giggled up at me as she rested against the shower wall. I tested the water temperature. Satisfied with the warmth, I slipped under the spray and pulled Lexi in with me. She turned her back to the mist, and I watched rivulets of water run through her red hair, over her shoulders, and cascade between her freckled breasts. She looked up at me, blinking, as she rubbed her hands through my sparse chest hair. Grabbing a bar of soap, she rubbed her hands together, forming a rich lather.

“I’m kinda glad we met the way we did, instead of the formality of introductions and awkward tea parties,” she commented as she rubbed the suds into my chest, handing me the soap bar.

“Yes, I love skipping past the chaperoned dates and right to the sex!” I laughed, performing the same ritual, then soothed the foam into her chest, rubbing her shoulders, under her hair, and around her neck. Only then did I apply the slippery suds to her upper chest to play with her small breasts. I redirected, because this was about connection, not escalation.

As I washed her, Lexi did the same to my arms and chest, teasing my nipples with her small fingertips, before rubbing down the trail of hair to my belly button, and even lower.

“I never thought I’d be introduced to sex so abruptly,” said Lexi, looking down and sliding her soapy fingers around my flaccid penis.

“You were a virgin?” I asked to confirm what I’d asked in the middle of the orgy.

“Technically, yes. I’ve never had intercourse,” she said softly, looking up at me. Her hands and fingers massaged the suds into my shaft, around the glans, and under my testicles. She continued to talk to me as she washed me. I could not sense any feelings of regret or shame.

“I’ve masturbated since I was 14 and made out with lots of boys. Heavy petting, mostly. I’ve given myself orgasms. I think I busted my hymen riding horses since I’ve never had any problems with…” she paused a beat, then shrugged. “I have some pretty big toys. Not as big as you.” She quickly added.

“I didn’t realize you were a virgin; I’m sorry.”

“Why? I’m not,” she smiled, “I’ve never done anything that erotic. My only regret is that I haven’t done anything like that sooner.”

“How long have you known Kelly?” I asked, turning her to face the spraying water.

She reached under her breasts, holding them under the spray. She let the water sluice between her uplifted tits, then rubbed the suds away as I started soaping up her back, collecting her soft red hair in a ponytail and letting it fall over her shoulder.

“We met at freshman indoc,” Lexi continued after moving her face from the warm spray, “We were fast friends. We had a lot in common, both near the top of our high school classes. We enjoyed the same books and TV shows and stayed up late just talking.”

“Had you messed around together before?” I asked as my hands made their way down her back to her pert, firm bottom dusted with her ever-present freckles.

“Oh no! We both avoided the topic of sex. Kelly was a virgin, too. I was surprised she was having sex because I knew she was fighting with Carl, her boyfriend, over being pressured about sex.” She looked back at me, “Ex-boyfriend now, I guess. It shocked me when I realized you weren’t him.”

“I… It was unexpected for me too,” I stammered, my fingers enjoying caressing her buttocks, then reaching around her hip and drawing her back to me, “I guess we just hit it off perfectly.”

“Well, I’m certainly happy you did,” Lexi sighed.

“Where’s the shampoo?” I asked as I slid my fingers up her sides and cupped her cute breasts as the water sprayed across them.

“There,” she pointed to the shelf, tossing her hair back over her shoulder.

“Tell me about Carmen,” I questioned as I poured some shampoo into my hands, rubbing them together and then lathering her amber locks.

“She lives next door. She began by stating the obvious. “She chased her first roommate away with her frequent gentlemen callers, and now she lives alone.”

“Ah, how many boyfriends does she have?” I asked. “And are they bigger than me?”

“Don’t worry, J, Carmen isn’t a whore,” Lexi grinned, “Nor does she take shit from her men. She just likes sex a LOT. She’s become a good friend, too. She found out I’m a runner, so we go on runs each Saturday morning and talk girl talk. Aside from her frequent and loud lovemaking, she’s a great neighbor.”

I twisted Lexi back around, and she tilted her head back to wash the shampoo from her hair. I took the opportunity to lean down and kiss her on the lips. Her eyes opened in a smile, and her lips accepted my kiss and pressed back with her tongue. We melted into the kiss, tongues entwined. Her hands wrapped around my neck, and our kissing deepened.

We were interrupted by applause and wolf whistles from Kelly, smiling brightly, and Carmen, who appeared weary. Why did Kelly get her endless energy? They laughed as Carmen reached in, started the other shower, and stepped in to test the water. I pulled Kelly under the water with Lexi and me, the hot spray flattening her blond locks to her skin as she crowded into the small shower with us.

“Hey!” Lexi laughed, “He was kissing me!”

“I saw him first,” giggled Kelly as she lifted on her tiptoes to kiss me firmly.

“You two ladies wash the sex off you,” said Carmen in a tone that offered no argument, “I want to have a word with lover boy.”

She reached in and pulled me from the stall as Kelly laughed, “Okay, Lexi, get to work, missy. I’ve got a LOT of sex to wash off me.”

Lexi laughed, grabbed the soap, and started soaping up Kelly’s chest, paying careful attention to Kelly’s bountiful chest.

Carmen pulled me into the opposite stall and shut the shower curtain before I could complain. The other ladies didn’t seem to mind much as the bathroom filled with their joyous giggles and softer moans, as they discovered the secrets of shared showers. I looked at Carmen cautiously, and her return smile mirrored mine. I took a moment to scan her lush body with my eyes, enjoying the smooth olive tone of her luminous skin and the perfect offsetting color of her dark nipples.

“Okay, cowboy,” Carmen started, a flirty smile on her face, “Now that you’ve gotten your eyeful, why don’t you start washing your cum off my tits?”

“Certainly,” I smiled back, reaching for the soap.

“Also, what in the fuck did you do to my friends?” she asked, suddenly deadly serious.

“What do you mean?” I asked, avoiding her eyes as I touched the soap to her upper chest.

Carmen shoved me back against the shower wall fiercely. She leaned against me, eyes filled with intensity and determination.

“Don’t fuck with me, motherfucker!” Carmen hissed under the sound of the spray, “Those sweet girls over there are my closest friends, and I know you’ve done something to them. Last night, they would have been cringing in the corner at the sight of a naked man in their room. Now they’re feeling each other up and sucking each other’s pussy? That shit doesn’t add up, hombre.”

Her eyes flashed in anger. She was in protective-momma-bear mode and wasn’t taking any shit. At first, I was taken aback and became defensive, but seeing her ferocity and intensity, I sank back, defeated. Part of me was relieved, even if she’d confirmed my worst fears. I was worried that I’d done something darkly wrong, and now I could come clean. I lifted my eyes to her, reflecting my inner turmoil and genuine concern for the pair.

“I don’t know exactly what it did,” I began to explain, “At first, it just was a feeling I got that I could… It’s hard to explain.”

“I have nothing but time, asshole,” Carmen said, relaxing her hold on me.

“I don’t have much time to explain,” I answered, “I have to meet back with my team in a little bit to fly back home. But I’ll tell you what I know.”

“Well,” she smiled back at me, sensing my honesty, “you can still wash your cum off me while you tell me, since you’re pressed for time.”

“Well, I saw Kelly crying in the stairwell,” I began.

As I lathered up Carmen’s luscious body, I spilled the whole story. I told her how I pushed down Kelly’s resistance at my first kiss. I told her how she responded. I explained that we had heatedly rushed to her room to have sex. I told her Lexi interrupted us when she came home. I also admitted to pushing down Lexi’s walls and how that sparked our explosive threesome. She listened carefully, asking questions as they came up. I answered everything honestly. I tried to explain how I scanned their moral profile and made changes to it. She grew concerned.

“Did you fuck with mine?” she asked angrily.

“No, Carmen, I scanned you,” I explained. “But I sensed that you were willing, so I didn’t adjust anything. Honestly, by then I began to realize that I may have screwed up.”

“But, you would have if I’d reacted differently?” she questioned.

“Yeah,” I shrugged honestly. “I wasn’t thinking it all through. I was horny and having fun. But that’s a horrible excuse. I’m just explaining.”

Carmen cursed under her breath, “You were thinking with this head,” she snarled as she grabbed my cock. “Not this one!” She rapped her knuckles on my skull.

“Fair,” I admitted. “I have no excuse.”

”So, I’m glad you didn’t fuck with me,” she modulated. “I’m also glad you realize you fucked up. What are you going to do about it?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. I’m scared that I can’t undo what I’ve done. I didn’t know either of them before tonight, and I could mess them up more if I don’t know what I’m doing, I might make them religious zealots or something.”

“Hm. I mean, that’s crazy. But not impossible,” Carmen allowed. “What will happen if you leave them like this?”

“I don’t know that either,” I confessed. “I know they’ll need a good friend. I’m glad you walked in when you did and that you’re concerned about Kelly and Lexi. I just don’t know what to do.” As I looked at her, my eyes welled up with tears.

“Hey,” Carmen soothed, her eyes meeting mine and holding them steady. “How can I help. I want to help you, even though you fucked up. I can see you’re all torn up over it.”

“Well, I can’t do anything about leaving now. I’m sure there’s nothing a medical doctor can do. Telling anyone would get me tossed into the mental ward. I need to figure out how my power works, then I’ll need to come back here and try to fix it as soon as possible. What you can do is look out for them. Babysit them… if that makes sense?”

“What the hell?” Carmen laughed, “This is the most fucked up explanation I’ve ever heard, but for some fucking reason, I believe you. I care about Lex and Kel as if they were my sisters, so I’ll babysit them. But, how do I know you’ll ever come back?”

“You don’t,” I answered honestly. “Look, do you have access to email? We can send daily messages, and maybe you can help me figure out what I did to them. I’ll write you back with my progress, and we’ll figure it all out. I swear I won’t quit until they’re back to normal. Or at least normal enough for you, since I don’t know what is normal for either of them. Deal?”

I offered my hand. She looked at me, and my hand glanced back up, and she cocked her eyebrow. Finally, she took my hand and shook it.

“Deal,” she said, “as if I have a choice.” She pulled me closer, pulling my hand around her back as she leaned her breasts against me.

“If I’m going to babysit those two brats, I will need an advance payment. Got another round in you, stud?”

I checked my watch, then shook my head. “If I had time, I’d jump at the chance. I am just out of time. I think you’re beautiful, sexy, and, incredibly, you’re offering to help a guy you just met.”

“While he was balls deep in Bible Belt Barbie,” she laughed and patted my chest.

“Wait, Bible Belt?”

Carmen nodded, “President of the celibacy club at her high school. I might fuck around and be loud, but I also listen to everything.”

“Crap, I really did fuck up.” I sighed.

“Get going,” She said, rising on her toes to kiss me. “Quick, before they’re done with their shower. I’ll hold ‘em off until you leave. You owe me a fuck, J.”

She reached down and gripped my cock, and it stiffened in her hand as she stroked it in the warm water. I gasped with question in my eyes.

“Seeing you three together was so hot,” Carmen moaned into my ear as she embraced me. “Just thinking of it still makes me wet. When you fucked me, mi dios, that was the best sex I’ve had in months. If you listened to Lex, that gossipy bitch, you know that’s saying something.”

I smirked and grabbed a towel. “Glad to be of service.”

She slapped my ass. “Go. Before I change my mind and chain you to my bed and use you as my own personal Jesus.” She laughed and started to wash my cum off her.

After drying off, I stepped back into the room, ran my fingers through my short hair, and sighed. The room was a wreck, both beds tossed and covered in dark spots. I looked at my watch and realized how little time I had, and scrambled for my discarded clothes, finding my T-shirt on one side and my jeans and boxers under the edge of the bed. I

As I dressed, I remembered my promise to Carmen. I went through the bathroom quietly while they were all showing and into her neat bedroom. I found her computer and, taking a sticky note, wrote my email address on it and stuck it to her monitor. Then I stopped, wondering to chance another pass through the bathroom.

Carmen appeared with a towel wrapped around her, which I was thankful for, because she was a tempting sight. She checked behind her, then hurried into her room and shut the door.

“Lover, you rock my world,” Carmen said as she hugged me and kissed my lips, “I know you have to go. I wanted to tell you goodbye for the three of us.”

“I wish I could stay. I have so much I need to fix,” I said softly.

My concern and worry must have shown on my face. Carmen scanned my eyes and ran her finger through my short, cropped hair.”I know you’ll do everything you can,” Carmen said comfortingly. “Did you leave your email address?”

“Yeah, on your monitor. Send me one, and I will answer it when I get home tonight.”

“I will, and don’t worry; I used to be a nanny to toddlers. Taking care of these two bitches shouldn’t be a problem.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said seriously.

I looked at my watch and did the mental time-distance problem to get back to my dorm, pack my bags, and make it to the bus in time. I didn’t have much time to waste.”I need to go,” I said softly, leaning down and kissing Carmen again.

“Go, use my door; I don’t think you’d make it back out the other way,” she laughed, pushing me away.

I made it to the bus with two minutes to spare. I took the ribbing of my teammates as they hooted and hollered, making inaccurate guesses as to where I ended up. I assured them I passed out drunk and woke up in one of the dorm’s communal bathrooms. That made them laugh harder and kept them from asking all the questions my true story would’ve prompted.

The bus ride passed slowly, and I felt exhausted as I trudged through the airport to our gate. Once I boarded the plane, I fell asleep before the plane took off. I was finally resting with only a few disturbing dreams. In my last dream, the three girls were angry at me and chasing me on a hotel’s roof. I ran away from them, then tripped and fell over the side.

*falling*

I snapped awake to the shock of the plane landing back home. I realized I was in over my head and needed some serious help.


PART TWO
HOW WE FORMED


INTERLUDE

Jeremiah pushed back from his desk, the chair’s creak echoing in the hush of his Oregon office. Nineteen years. They had slipped past like a whisper, but the memories remained bright and insistent. He surfaced from the first four chapters of his story—his legacy—feeling their weight settle in his chest.

Time for a break.

He reached for his mug and paused. It was already full, steam curling from fresh coffee. Creamer still swirled in lazy spirals. A Danish waited on a plate beside it, icing soft from a recent reheat. He set the mug back on its coaster and rose with a muted smile, silently thanking his attentive, unseen staff.

He needed to move. Instead of drifting to the break room, he paced the length of the corner-office windows. Rain threaded down the glass, beading on the angled rows of cars until they glistened like dew-soaked grass. Beyond them, trees marked the border of the lot, their dark branches hazy through the drizzle. The soft patter of drops on the glass echoed the staccato patterns of his life—years of choices, all mostly contained within a ten-mile radius.

Mostly.

His office staff, like his well-run home, carried the quiet polish of practiced efficiency. Like the appearance of the Danish he reclaimed from his desk when he sank back into his chair. He didn’t recall asking for it or hearing the faint crackle of the intercom if his receptionist had called to check his mood. In this office, it wasn’t necessary. His needs were often anticipated before he named them. He grinned at his privileged life and wondered how many people would still smile if they knew what it had cost to build.

Few, he suspected, would have volunteered for his path.

He lifted his gaze to the text on his screen and took a slow sip. Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. The names warmed him. He smiled at the memory of that night, the scorching meet-cute that had forked like a stream into three. It meant far more now than his younger self could have imagined. A strange campus. Three beautiful strangers. One strange night.

In hindsight, it was a spark of destiny.

An undeserved predestined fate, or an unplanned collision of coincidence and will? The question turned in his peculiar mind the way it always had, a current he could never quite follow to its source.

His thoughts shifted to the next part—the next act in this play called life. A new character waited in the wings. She was as eternal to his story as he was, yet she arrived late to the stage his younger self was about to describe. Thinking of her, he felt a tear slide down his cheek. He let it fall, refusing to wipe it away, and finished his coffee. Setting the cup down, he chewed the last bite of his sugary treat and flexed his fingers, considering the blank stretch just beyond the cursor.

Ah, yes. The airport. The landing, debarking, the carousel churn of luggage, another highway, another return to that ten-mile radius. Back then, he’d had no idea what waited on the other side. His world was about to expand again. The thought brought a tight, bright ache to his chest as he rolled his shoulders and returned his hands to the keys. The past rose, ready to be written.

Unseen and unnoticed, two shadows leaned against the hallway wall outside his office, listening to the gentle taps and clicks as his life streamed onto the digital page.

“Think he got hard?” the younger one giggled.

“Oh, yeah.” The older woman smirked, tilting her head. “And thankfully he still does.”

“Too right.” Laughter softened in the corridor.

“Let him be,” the older counseled. “He’ll be ready tonight, as always. We still have things to prepare.”


CHAPTER 5
BACON BREAKTHROUGH


I slept again on the hour-long bus ride home from the airport after collecting my bag from baggage claim. I kept my thoughts to myself, listening and laughing at my friends’ jokes on our way through the terminal. Then I collapsed in the back of the bus and zoned out.

The bus dropped us off at the ROTC building on campus, and I hiked back the four blocks with two of my housemates to our six-room group home. My buddies peeled off, heading down to their basement rooms, while I headed upstairs to the second floor. I waved tiredly at Alyssa, slurping her noodles in the kitchenette, between our bedrooms, then shoved open my bedroom door.

I tossed my gear in a pile past the foot of my bed and collapsed in my chair, flipping on my souped-up 386 computer. As it booted, I replayed the prior twenty-four hours in my mind, as my worry and distress over Kelly and Lexi grew. When the BIOS rolled up the screen and left me with a flashing cursor on the command line, I launched my terminal emulator and logged in to my CS account. Mind reeling, I stared at the screen.

*knock knock*

“Come!” I called out as I logged into my mail program.

“Who pissed in your Cheerios?” Alyssa quipped as she shut the door behind her.

”Huh? What do you mean?” I responded, automatically scanning my email list.

Carmen’s email stood out with her subject line, “Bitches need to wear clothes!” I inwardly groaned as I typed the command to read that message. I heard Alyssa sigh and move towards me, sitting on my bed behind me. “Jeremiah,” she softly chided.

I ignored her as I focused my eyes on the screen.

From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: Bitches need to wear clothes!

I don't know what the fuck you did, Jeremiah, whose name I needed to learn from Lexi as she was licking my pussy, the insatiable slut. But somehow, K&L has developed some weird moral aversion to clothes! Mind-blowing orgasm aside (they are both quick learners in cunnilingus, by the way), I need them to get dressed so we can hit the cafeteria to eat food.

Any idea, genius?

xoxo Carmen

“Fuck me!” I said aloud, recalling my reckless first push that flattened a wide section of their moral curve. I slumped in my chair and rubbed my face into my palm.

“I’d rather not, thank you,” came a voice from behind me.

I spun my chair wide-eyed to meet Alyssa's smirk as she sat on the end of my bed, legs crossed with her bowl of noodles between her knees. Right, she’d come in while I was starting Carmen’s email. Alyssa and I had been friends since a creative writing class our first year two years ago. She moved into the house I shared with four teammates when we needed one more tenant to pay rent for the six-room dwelling.

We were close but not romantically, mostly because she was a lesbian, but also because we acted like brother and sister when we were together. Alyssa’s appearance is best described as ordinary, with one exception: her intensely blue eyes magnified by the thick-framed glasses perched on her cute nose. Her brown hair hung down past her shoulders as she slurped a forkful of noodles.

“Sorry,” I sighed, shaking off my lingering distraction. “It’s something that happened this weekend. It’s got me off-kilter. You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“Well, a girl does appreciate being asked a little nicer,” Alyssa smirked, trying to lighten my dark mood.

“Yeah, right, as if that would work with you,” I bantered back and returned to my computer.

I heard her exasperated sigh as she flopped dramatically back on my mattress.

“What does a damsel need to do to be ravished by a handsome man!?”

If I didn’t know she was teasing me, I would have freaked out that my power had claimed another victim. I went back to my email list without wanting to continue that disturbing stream of thought, too on the nose for comfort. Carmen had sent another email, so I opened that up and scanned the screen.

From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: Incentive and rewards worked - off to dinner!

I used my powers of persuasion to get the girls into suitable clothes. I promised them a severe tongue lashing if they put on clothes and ate dinner. Something I'm mostly looking forward to since they'll most likely reciprocate, don't you think?

So now we are all dressed, scantily, and off to the cafeteria. I hope the bitches keep their clothes on and their hands to themselves. Because I'm hungry and dehydrated. Fuck.

This is some kinda wild shit, jefe.

xoxo Carmen

Breathing a sigh of relief and being reminded that I was hungry, I logged off the server and swiveled back around to Alyssa.

“I’m starving. Want to come with me to Bonanza?” I asked, referring to a nearby buffet.

“I just finished my noodles!” Alyssa complained, waving at the empty bowl. She was on her side, her head perched on her hand, “However, I have a penchant for their banana pudding. So, it’s a date!”

“I’m such a fuck-up, Aly,” I confessed as I looked over at her morosely.

“I know that, J,” Alyssa comforted, “and you also know I don’t care,”

She sat on the bed, carefully studying me, feeling my inner pain, and leaned over and pulled me into a comforting hug. I let my head slump into the crook of her neck and, for the first time, let my emotions come to the surface and sobbed.

“Hey, hey… J, it’s okay,” she soothed softly in my ear, “it’s not the end of the world.”

My body quivered as I cried out of regret, frustration, and exhaustion.

“I don’t know what to do, Aly,” I croaked.

Alyssa pushed me back and paused while I examined my bedspread, waiting until I could meet electric-blue eyes without looking away.

“Whatever it is,” Alyssa said soberly, “we’ll figure it out, Jeremiah. I promise. I won’t let whatever happened ruin my best friend.”

“I dunno. I seem to be good at ruining stuff.” I coughed, wiping my eyes, “I’ll tell you everything on the way to Bonanza. Maybe I’ll gain perspective with some food.”

“Good idea. Let’s go. I’ll drive.”

I confessed the whole scenario to Alyssa as we walked out of the house and to her car. I continued the story along the drive, and Alyssa listened and asked questions. She was studying psychology and wanted to be a counselor after school, so this behavioral adjustment superpower was right up her alley.

We fell silent as we entered the restaurant. We were both lost in thought as we went through the buffet line. Still panicked and remorseful, I loaded up my plate with comfort food from the 24-hour breakfast bar: sausage, biscuits and gravy, a pile of bacon, and scrambled eggs. While there, I filled another plate for seconds.

“Breakfast for dinner?” Alyssa asked as I filled my tray.

“The last meal I ate was dinner Saturday night before I started drinking,” I confessed. “It’s breaking my fast the way it was meant to be.”

“Well, after your night, I guess you need to replenish the protein,” teased Alyssa.

“Har-har,” I groaned, “I’m sore all over to tell you the truth.”

We finished with the buffet line and paid for our meals. Alyssa had filled a large plate with salad from the salad bar and a small plate of banana pudding. Alyssa was a vegetarian but wasn’t a vocal evangelist for the lifestyle, though she did sniff disapprovingly as I stuffed a slice of bacon into my mouth.

“Slow down, Jeremiah. We aren’t in any rush.”

“That’s true,” I admitted, biting a sausage link in half.

Noticing her disdain for my choice of breakfast meats, I quickly scanned Alyssa’s moral profile, noticing an area rippled with red and green activity as she looked at our different choices. A mischievous thought passed through my mind.

“So, J, let me understand,” Alyssa began. “You attended a party. Got drunk. Kissed a sexy blonde coed. Followed her to her room. Fucked her senseless. Got interrupted by her roommate. Invited her to join, then fucked her too. Then, as if that wasn’t enough. You invited their sexy neighbor to join, and finished your fucking trifecta.” She paused. “Did I miss anyone?”

“Nope,” I admitted, chewing my bacon slowly, still monitoring her flickering curves. The lights were confusing with her litany of my liaisons, but I’d focused on the parts I’d matched when she wrinkled her nose at my bacon.

“Why do you think it was your fault?” Alyssa asked. “Maybe they were just typical dorm sluts?”

“Well, for one thing, Kelly was initially offended by me before I kissed her and pushed down her moral curve,” I offered.

While speaking, I slowly pushed down in the area of Alyssa’s curve that lit with action as she was offended by my delight in pork bellies. She nodded, and her eyes moved back to my pile of bacon slices, and she sniffed again, this time enjoying the aroma.

“Okay, but maybe you’re just an excellent kisser?” Alyssa rationalized.

“Ha! I haven’t had a steady girlfriend since high school! When did I practice enough to get good?” I replied, still adjusting her moral section down.

“Beginner’s luck, then?” She quipped, hand moving to my plate and touching a piece of bacon.

“Could be,” I admitted, “but I still think it was something I did to them.” I’d lowered the bacon section of her curve almost to the floor.

Alyssa inhaled again as she felt the greasy end of pork meat. She cocked her head, bit her bottom lip, then picked up the slice. With a fluid motion, she pulled the bacon off my plate, opened her mouth, and took a bite off the end.

“Mmm, okay. I’m sorry, but I don’t believe in this magical power!” She continued as she savored the taste of the bacon, licking the grease off her lips, with her usual smirk when she thought she’d proven a point.

“Then why are you eating my bacon?” I laughed.

“Because it tastes good!” She said, still smirking as I pushed her bacon wall back to its standard height.

Alyssa’s expression froze as she flung the last of her sliced bacon on the table in disgust. Her dazzling blue eyes widened, then locked on mine with a sharp, surprised look.

“Jeremiah Jackson! You fix me right now!” she hissed lowly, looking around as if embarrassed to be caught eating bacon.

“Already adjusted, Aly,” I confidently asserted, “I don’t like to share my bacon.”

Aly made a dramatic show of swishing a mouthful of water around her mouth before swallowing it. She then fixed me with a glare, which faded into astonishment, before sliding into fascinated interest.

“Oh wow, you DID do something to those girls,” She admitted, “that is freaky!”

“I’ve figured out some control, I didn’t change but a small part of your curve,” I commented, analyzing my hasty experiment.

Alyssa looked at me, shock and sadness, then rising anger flashing across her face, darkening her enchanting eyes. I felt like shit. I’d done it again; I played god with someone else’s values, adjusting them as if it were a game. I blushed, lowered my head, dropping the slice of bacon I was holding as my hunger vanished.

“Oh, Aly, I’m so sorry!” I offered, raising my eyes to hers. “That was wrong of me. I just wanted to prove my powers to you, but that was 100% the wrong way to do it.”

Alyssa looked at me intensely, face red with anger. Seeing my obvious discomfort and genuine concern in my eyes, her glare softened. She looked past me for a second, lost in thought. Then she opened her mouth as if to say something. Then blinked as she worked on another idea and closed her mouth. The silence increased as she repeated the same motions a few times as if solving a problem, starting to tell me, then realizing that it wouldn’t work, stopping, and going back to the beginning.

Finally, she looked at me and said, “Yeah, you’re fucked.”

“Fuck me,” I said softly, holding my head in my hands.

“I’d rather not, thank you,” Alyssa replied.

I looked up at her as a smile crossed her face. She caught my eye and winked.

“If I asked nicely?” I asked in the teasing way a best friend would tease another.

“Jeremiah!” she gushed, in faux disgust. “You know I’m a lesbian!”

“I know that, Aly,” I smiled, “and you also know I don’t care,” completing our familiar refrain.

She grinned back at me, reached across, grabbed my hand, leaned over the table, and whispered, “Don’t worry, J,” she assured me. “We’ll figure something out; I’ve got your back, 100%.”

I picked at my plate, lost in thought while Alyssa enjoyed her banana pudding. My mind replayed the moments when I first kissed Kelly in the stairway, trying to understand what I was thinking. I had no idea what my powers could do, and the results were disturbing.

Physically, of course, part of me was amazed at the building orgy that resulted. However, each of the three girls left an imprint on me, and I wanted to ensure my hasty actions didn’t ruin their lives. The problem was that the girls I had met weren’t the same as the girls I had left. That confusing thought trapped me in the middle of a labyrinth of arousal, self-loathing, guilt, and fascination.

*snap snap*

“Hello, earth to Jeremiah?” said Alyssa, waving her hand before my eyes, “We need to go home.”

I snapped back to reality and nodded, “Oh, right.”

We stood and walked out to Alyssa’s car. We drove back to our house in our little thought bubbles. Suddenly, Alyssa grabbed my hand.

“Super-Ego!” Alyssa burst out.

“Look,” I responded. “I might be a little cocky, but I’m not overly egotistical.”

“No. No.” Alyssa answered. “The Super Ego as in Freud!”

“Um. You lost me, Aly,” I admitted.

“It’s like a little parent inside each of our brains. I think you’ve altered Kelly, and…” Aly started, then froze, trying to remember a name.

“Lexi,” I helped.

“Yes, Lexi,” Alyssa repeated, ”You’ve altered their superego. I need to do some research to test my theory. Can you get any information about what they were like before you met them?”

“I can email Carmen,” I started, then remembered, “Crap, I should have replied before we left. We’ve been gone a long time.”

“I’m sure she’ll understand,” Alyssa reassured me as we pulled alongside the curb of our house.

“I’m not so sure,” I remarked, remembering the Latina’s fiery disposition in the shower.

“Get out. I need to go to the library and check out some books,” Alyssa instructed. “Send Carmen an email to find out as much as you can about the last 48 hours of their lives. It might help.”

I leaned down to say goodbye, but before I could, Alyssa put the car in gear and sped off to the library. I shook my head and headed up to my room. I logged back into my campus email and saw the following list of unread items.

01. Sunday 19:03 From: Carmen

Subj: Re: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep! + Jerk!

02. Sunday 18:33 From: Carmen

Subj: Re: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep!

03. Sunday 17:58 From: Carmen

Subj: Re: Asshole! + Fucker!

04. Sunday 17:24 From: Carmen

Subj: Asshole!

I typed the command to read the latest one while inwardly cringing. I remembered Carmen’s fierce eyes when she went into protective-momma-bear mode. I checked my watch as the screen updated; it was almost 7:30 p.m.

From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: RE: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep! + Jerk!

You sick fuck! I knew you'd fucking skip off. Are these emails even going anywhere? Nothing from you, Jeremiah! OR did you lie to Lexi when you told her your full name? I think J is short for JACKASS. You're nothing but a pool of crusty day-old cum in the sodden front of white cotton underwear!

Fuck off and DIE! with love, Carmen.

P.S. Kelly just squirted. Again. And ruined the THIRD set of sheets. I guess they'll sleep on bare mattresses.

> Fucking hell! It’s been an hour since I called you

> an asshole, and I've decided you really

> are some sick creeper that preys on young first-year students.

> Fuck Damn Shit... you're a cunt J

> C

> P.S. Lexi's got the most fabulous tongue.

> Thank you for that much. Asshole.

>> Damn it, you fucking asshole, would it be too

>> much to have you answer a fucking email,

>> you devious jerkwad!

>> xo, Carmen.

>> P.S. Love your cock, jerk.

>>> Hello? Asshole! Answer my email!

>>> I need some help with the pussy twins!

>>> xoxo Carmen.

I sighed, not sure whether to laugh or cry. I replied to the email thread.

To: Carmen From: Jeremiah

Subject: RE: Asshole! + Fucker! + Creep! + Jerk!

Sorry, Carmen. Life got wild.

I'm back. What's up?

J.

I typed the send command and went to pour myself a cup of coffee, figuring this might be a long night. I was bone tired. I hadn’t slept since Friday night, and even then, my team had to compete early Saturday morning. Then everything in the last 24 hours had me on the brink of collapse.

I got back to my computer and refreshed the email listing. Split between being relieved that Carmen replied and frightened to read the following screed. I hit the ‘R’ key and read:

From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subj: RE: Asshole … Jerk! +

Thank god! Call me

She left her number in her email. It was long-distance, but I didn’t use long-distance often and rationalized that the cost would be appropriate for my egregious sins. I went out to the kitchen and used the phone that Alyssa and I shared to call Carmen.

“Hello?” Came the now familiar voice via long distance.

“Carmen?” I asked.

“Jeremiah?” She replied, her tone more excited, but she sounded as tired as I felt.

“Yeah, what’s up? Is everything okay?” I asked. Her voice had a physical effect on me as I recalled it again. I saw her.

“For the moment, yes.” She said, with a long sigh, then continued briskly, “The Boinksey Twins are sleeping—finally. I also wanted to make sure it was you. I’ve kinda lost track of time since you left.”

“I’m sorry, Carmen,” I said sincerely, “I got your two emails and saw that you had made it to the dining hall, so I left to eat dinner with a friend. I just got back.”

“I understand,” she sighed, and I envisioned her flirty smile as her voice relaxed. “I was getting panicked when I didn’t hear back from you. Things are fucked up, Jeremiah. They’re insatiable. All they want to do is fuck. Until they started eating food. Then they didn’t want to stop. They nearly destroyed the dessert bar until they were almost sick from eating so much sugar. Don’t even get me started on getting them dressed. That was just plain weird.”

“Sounds crazy.” I said, then heard footsteps on the stairs, “Hold on a minute.”

Alyssa appeared, four heavy books in her arms. I indicated the phone and held my hand over the receiver.

“Carmen is on the phone,” I said, “Want to listen? Have any questions?”

Alyssa thought for a second, then asked, “Have they shown any other strange behavior? I mean, beyond being sluts, which I understand to be counter to their norm.”

I held the phone away from my ear so Alyssa could lean in and listen while I spoke.

“Carmen, what things have they done that have been out of character?”

“Weren’t you listening? Just about everything! Fuck!”

“I want to… uh… Write it down. Could you repeat everything, please? Start back from when I left. Go over everything.”


CHAPTER 6
CURVE CARTOGRAPHY


Alyssa shook her head with a sigh, then said loudly. “Carmen, my name is Alyssa, I’m friends with Jeremiah, and he’s told me everything. I’m a psych major, and I want to help figure this out. Do you mind if I listen, take notes, and ask questions?”

As Alyssa went on, Carmen went silent, and I started to panic.

“Have you fucked Jeremiah, too?” Carmen asked, talking louder.

“No, I’m a lesbian.”

“Cool, I’m half-lesbian.” Carmen snorted. “Fuck, sure, why not. Bring in a pro.”

I sighed and shook my head, and grinned as Alyssa smirked. “Between you and me, Carmen, we can straighten Jeremiah out. Now, tell me what happened after he left.”

“Okay, let me think,” Carmen started. “You left while they were licking each other on Lexi’s bed, right?”

Alyssa shook her head, looking at me with her usual smirk as I answered. “Yeah, that sounds right.”

“Okay, so I got them to stop. Which wasn’t terrible; they were wiped out.” Carmen’s voice was loud enough that I put the phone on the counter. “They sat up and just stared as I looked around their room. Kelly’s bed would have blinded me under a UV light, but Lexi’s wasn’t bad. I got them to lie down, back to back with a pillow between them, because—fuck—who knows what would have happened if their asses touched. They fell asleep quickly, so I thought it wouldn’t be too hard.”

“Oh,” Alyssa replied as I grabbed a notepad and pen from my desk. “So things have gotten better?”

Carmen laughed. “Fuck. No.” Her laughter continued. “These bitches…. Love them, but it’s like they need two to three orgasms an hour. It’s crazy.“

I shook my head and spoke up. “Go back. What happened while they went to sleep?”

“Okay, so I look around,” Carmen continued, “I figured that Kelly’s sheets had to be washed, so I stripped her bed, put on my robe, and took her sheets and blankets down to the laundry. I started the load, returned upstairs, and fell asleep in my bed.”

“It’s good you got some rest,” I said.

“You don’t even know, Jeremiah,” Carmen lamented, “I zonk out hard. But woke up to these two latched on to my tits, while fingering themselves. I don’t know Kelly well, Lexi a little more, but I’m thinking they aren’t compulsive masturbation sluts.”

I lost track of what she was saying for a few moments, imagining her asleep in the nude with Lexi and Kelly sucking her … fuck. Concentrate.

“Probably a safe bet,” Alyssa said dryly. “How well do you know them? I want to know how they were before Jeremiah.”

“Well, I didn’t know either of them well until a few weeks ago,” Carmen said. “We were just neighbors, you know. Sharing a bathroom is weird, so we tended to avoid each other. I’m pretty sexual and enjoy a variety of lovers, of both sexes. I’d just gotten done fucking … what was his name? Anyway, I guess I was too loud. I kicked him out, but don’t do sleepovers, especially with men. No offense, Jeremiah.”

“None taken,” I said, trying to hide my erection. “Continue.”

“So yeah, I was naked in bed resting, reading a book, bare ass facing the door. When I heard a knock from the bathroom. I’m not modest. Because I know I’m damn hot. So I call them to open the door. Kelly marches in with Lexi behind her, spots my big fat ass, and twists around with a gasp. ‘Can you put some clothes on?’”

Her imitation of Kelly’s voice made me snort.

“I told her it was my room. She grunted and turned halfway toward me. ‘Can you please try to keep your … bedroom noise… quiet after midnight.’” Carmen laughed, and Alyssa smiled. “Honest to god, she said, bedroom noises. I laughed at her, but she crossed her arms and focused on my head. Lexi, though, keeps looking at my ass. Anyway. I wasn’t thrilled with her request, but I told I try to hold it down to a dull roar.”

“I think we should try to keep on track.” Alyssa interrupted. “You’d characterize them as non-sexual? Sex avoidant?”

“Kelly, Bible-belt Barbie. Lexi, curious little fox.”

“Interesting.” Alyssa raised her eyebrow. “Kelly was religious?”

“Fuck if I know, we didn’t hang out and trade Bible verses. But she was active in celibacy groups, purity vows, and a bunch of that high school shit. This is college, babe. You can fuck your friends here, you know.” Carmen’s voice shifted to a whisper. “Shit, I think I hear them. I need to be quiet.”

“What about getting dressed?” I asked, lowering my voice, too.

“They hated the thought. Lex actually gagged.” Carmen related. “I had to barter some of my top-shelf cunnilingus skills to get them to wear gym shorts and tank tops. Even then, without a bra, Kelly was having nip slips through their gourmet dessert course.”

“What do you mean?” Alyssa asked.

“They are sugar fiends,” Carmen said. “Fuck the food groups or anything resembling a diet, they honed in on the dessert bar, and heaped on scoops of ice cream, pudding, and toppings. Lexi had a green gummy bear stuck to her nose. I almost got a contact high inhaling the sugar.”

“Okay, so they liked sweet foods over vegetables?”

“Right. Bread—if it were white, they’d choke down. A carton of milk was a challenge. I owe them g-spot orgasms for that.”

I snort-laughed at the scene Carmen described.

“And post-meal?” Alyssa redirected the conversation after giving me her stink eye.

“Entering Slutville, population three.” Carmen quipped in her hushed voice. “Clothes tossed, make-out sessions began. I paid my due, because fuck it, I have needs too. We ruined two more sets of sheets. I had them take a timeout on my bed while I stripped and remade theirs. I need to get more linens so that I can rotate through them. I mean, I love the orgasms, but they’re fucking insatiable. Forget getting them to class in the morning.”

“Yeah, probably a good idea,” I said, at a loss. What had I done? From the little bit of information about their lives before me, their character had totally changed.” She paused, then hissed. “I gotta go, bye.”

The line hummed, and I hung it up.

“What was it like?” Alyssa asked after she put her notes away.

“What was what like?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“Having sex?” Alyssa explained.

“Which time?” I laughed jocularly.

“Um, with Kelly the first time?” Alyssa clarified seriously.

“Kelly wasn’t my first time. I lost my virginity in high school. I’ve just been under a dry spell for the last couple of years,” I reminded her, “And thank you SO much for bringing that up.”

“Well, it explains your lack of self-control,” Alyssa teased, “you animal.”

“Whatever,” I sighed, “I mean, the first time with Kelly was amazing. We just did what came naturally. She was up for anything, and so was I.”

“Was it the same with Lexi?” Alyssa queried.

“Yeah, pretty much, at least after I grabbed her hand and pushed down any resistance. From that point, she was game for anything.” I said.

“Carmen?” Alyssa asked.

“Carmen was different,” I explained, “she joined in without any qualms, but in the shower afterward, she voiced some serious reservations over what happened. Kelly and Lexi were just happy.”

“See, that reaction is consistent with an intact superego,” Alyssa declared, “as far as Carmen’s concerned.”

“You’re going to have to simplify that, doctor,” I teased, enjoying the distraction of a conversation rather than losing myself to guilt-ridden remorse.

“Okay,” Alyssa started adjusting her glasses, “Think of a human as three parts: an infant, a child, and a parent. The infant is full of the basic needs, food, sleep, and pleasure, which is where the libido is.”

“Wait, what?” I interrupted, “Libido is part of an inner child?”

“No, more the inner infant,” Alyssa corrected. “And don’t interrupt until I finish the whole thing. It’ll make more sense.”

Alyssa pushed up her glasses and continued, “The simplest part of you, the infant, isn’t even an accurate term. Freud used ‘id,’ but that is confusing, too. It is the part of a person that is all about pleasure. The middle part is called the child or ego. It exists to relate the id to reality and works within the real world to find experiences to satisfy the id.”

“Okay,” I nodded, but it still was kind of hazy.

“Well, the superego is like the parent. It’s the part that sets boundaries and enforces morals shaped by our environment, our parents, and our religious experiences. The parent bosses the ego, keeping it from getting in trouble.”

I thought for a moment and nodded. I’d see if I could find anything in the newsgroups that would help me understand.

“This is my theory,” Alyssa resumed, “Your powers influence other people’s super-egos. When you eliminated Kelly’s and Lexi’s super-egos, you freed their egos to do nothing but find pleasurable experiences for their id. They are like kids without parents, which isn’t necessarily bad.”

“You haven’t read ‘Lord of the Flies,’” I quipped.

“Shush, I still have the conch,” she parried, “The superego does have a role, but it can also cause repression if it’s too controlling. When the ego rebels against the parental superego, many issues can arise from poor interactions between the two. Without a superego, the girls will feel no remorse, guilt, or shame.”

“Not even when they stick a knife in one of our backs,” I offered darkly.

“I agree with you. We need to fix things,” Alyssa offered, “But as with the newfound aversion to clothing, an example of a misaligned superego, you need to understand how that superego is constructed, what it is shaped like. What areas control what part of their behavior?”

“Okay,” I nodded, stifling a yawn. ” How are we going to do that?”

“We need to experiment!” Alyssa stated, eyes flashing with excitement. She pushed her notepad and pen over. “Scan me, and sketch my curve.”

I sighed and picked up the pen. “Okay, but then I’m going to sleep. I’m beyond wasted.”

She nodded and then closed her eyes as if this would hurt. I scanned her and drew a wave on the paper. I circled the section that I’d flattened and dropped the pen.

“Good night.”

Her eyes popped open, glanced at the page, and then back to me, her blue eyes blazing.

“More tomorrow,” I sighed, and her look softened. “Sorry. It’s just too much right now.”

She stepped forward and gave me a warm hug. “Okay, J. Get some rest. I’m going to study and think up a plan. We’ll fix this. We’ll figure it out.”

“I hope so, for Kelly and Lexi’s sake.” I stepped inside my room, then paused with my hand on the doorknob. “And Carmen’s too.”

“Yeah, she’s gonna need it.” Alyssa nodded and pushed her glasses up her nose. “Get some sleep.”

I might have blanked out, then hit the pillow.


CHAPTER 7
FRIENDZONE FALLS


CARMEN

I’ve decided to keep the doors between my room and Lexi’s room open, so I can hear what the bitches are up to. Mainly, based on the noises and sounds from their love nest, it is primarily sexual exploration, love-making, heavy fucking, and sleeping. If I’m not forcing clothes on the two horny bitches, or taking them to eat in the dining hall, they’re usually fucking. I typically stay in my room and let them have fun. It makes me too horny to watch.

I’d thought I needed to try and get them to do more than just fuck. I feel like a maid in a cheap, by-the-hour hotel, constantly washing cum-stained sheets. The bitches, besides their insatiable appetites for both food and sex, seem to be as they used to be before Jeremiah inadvertently turned them into pleasure-seeking sluts. I’m not going to lie; I’m a bit jealous. However, they act like their usual selves when we talk until a nipple gets brushed or a thigh gets squeezed. Then they start getting aroused, losing track of the conversation, and are soon back at it again. I thought I was bad.

Anyways, I’ve decided to reward good behavior and start enforcing some discipline. Calm, assertive, and dominant, that’s me!

JEREMIAH

Alyssa was very excited about conducting psychological experiments. She has a fetish for psychological evaluation, and she’s trying to pull me into her web of academia. When it comes to her favorite topic, most of what she says, for a computer science major, flies over my head. But some of the concepts she goes on sound familiar from my studies in artificial intelligence. I’ve decided to trust her in designing the experiment. She seems to possess a keen insight into how the human mind works, so listening to her might do the trick.

First, she wanted to know everything I could tell her about my talent. I explained how I perceived a person’s moral graph by scanning, and how it felt like running my tongue across my teeth. She said that sounded disgusting, but asked if I could draw a graph. So I scanned her and sketched a wave, sort of like a graph of a calculus function on an x-y axis, like a sine wave that fluctuates. Then she asked me to draw what I remembered from Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. So I drew two more graphs. Kelly’s and Lexi’s were much lower in a specific area that I’d come to recognize as associated with sexual pleasure, while Carmen’s was more like Alyssa’s but different.

“So I think we need more samples,” Alyssa examined the graphs.

“How can we do that?” I asked.

“I have an idea,” Alyssa responded, “but first, you said you could sense activity along the graph. Can you explain that more?”

“Well, it’s more like a glow, a light. It’s not a spectrum, and I can’t really see the colors. I ended up associating a reddish glow with negative resistance, and a green glow with positive current. Like an electrical current.” I explained and circled one spot on the drawings, where Carmen’s graph dipped almost as low as Kelly’s and Lexi’s. “That part was vibrant green and flat like a square wave. The rest of their graphs were wavy and complex.

“Interesting, I don’t know much about electronics, but I get the basics,” Alyssa commented, using her finger to trace the same portion on the graph I drew of hers. Her sex section wasn’t much higher than Carmen’s, but she was drastically different in other areas.“Why do you think the profile is different?” She asked, looking over her glasses at me.

“Well, Carmen is bisexual, and you are a lesbian,” I offered, “Maybe that’s why? Also, you’re not a nymphomaniac like Carmen.”

“Well, technically, according to Kinsey,” Alyssa cited. “Most people are bisexual, with only a few strongly homosexual or heterosexual. This begs the question, can you sense your graph?”

“Hmm, I’ve never tried,” I admitted.

I tried to turn my talent inwards, but I could not sense any part of my curves or glow. I tried different methods, not knowing what would work. I must have made funny faces because Alyssa smiled and laughed at me.

“Don’t give yourself an aneurysm,” she giggled, “we’ll just have to get some male subjects that you can scan.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“We’ll need to set up a way that you can scan a person while I ask them questions to test their moral preferences.” Alyssa theorized, “That way, you can start to identify the areas of the graph that have to do with other moral values besides sex and clothing.”

I nodded and listened as she explained her plan.

CARMEN

After folding the third load of sheets in the dorm’s laundry room, I returned to our rooms for a surprise. I was putting away the sheets in my room when I heard an unfamiliar voice in the girls’ room.

“Oh, Kelly, YES!” said this new voice.

“Oh fuck, now what?” I said to myself as I walked through the bathroom.

I saw a brunette friend of Kelly’s. Jenn is her name, I think. She was sitting against Lexi’s headboard, moaning while Kelly was lapping away at her pussy. Lexi sat beside Jenn and was busy licking one of Jenn’s breasts. Jenn’s clothing was only halfway off, her skirt around her hips, her shirt unbuttoned, and her bra pulled down. It looked like the girls had attacked her.

“MMMMFFH, Kelly! I’ve wanted this….” Jenn was moaning, combing her fingers through Kelly’s hair.

“Why didn’t you ever say?” Kelly asked, literally glowing between sucks and licks.

“I just never… FUCK! Don’t stop licking!” Jenn instructed.

This conversation would have to wait. I watched, fully dressed, as the three girls made out, and Kelly made Jenn come twice. It was hard not just to strip, pull Lexi off of Jenn, and force her to lick my dripping cunt, but I didn’t. When the moaning and groaning slowed, I coughed.

“Um, hello.” I started, unsure how to start a conversation with Jenn, “I’m Carmen, the next-door neighbor, uh. It’s good to meet you.”

“Car!” Lexi exclaimed, running over to me and hugging me before starting to undress me.

I slowed Lexi down as best I could while allowing her to undress me. Jenn looked at me, blushing from the afterglow of her orgasm, and curled into herself in embarrassment.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. Any friend of Kelly’s is a friend of mine,” I offered, the strange words rolling off my tongue. Was I friends with Kelly now?

“I’m sorry, I just came over to ask Kelly what happened to her Friday night,” Jenn explained, “I knew she was sad over breaking up with Carl, but when I came by, she was with some other guy, completely nude. I was shocked. I thought Kelly wasn’t into sex.”

“Are you into sex?” I asked, moaning softly as Lexi attached herself to one of my breasts.

Jenn’s eyes brightened as she watched Lexi undress me, obviously enjoying the view, “Oh yes, I just don’t play around with boys.”

“Oh, mmmm, I see,” I managed because Lexi had pulled down my skirt and rubbed her fingertips along my bare pussy.

“I’ve had a crush on Kelly, but I didn’t think she liked girls,” Jenn continued, pulling Kelly up between her legs, “Well, not until she kissed me when I stopped by a few minutes ago.”

“Uh-huh,” I muttered, licking my lips as Lexi slid down to her knees to lick my other lips.

The conversation faded as Lexi persuaded me to lie down on Kelly’s bed and hungrily lapped at me. I was delighted. I remember looking over and seeing Jenn between Kelly’s legs, returning the favor. The rest of the night, we swapped back and forth. I had a wonderful time.

JEREMIAH

Alyssa ran our experiment out of a study carrel in the library. It was a small windowless room with a single door, a table, and four chairs. She had me sit beside her on one side of the table. She told me to draw each person’s graph as she asked questions (she had a list of twenty-five questions, numbered like an outline for a technical paper). I was to indicate by number which part of the subject’s graph was activated during her interrogation.

The questions were a mix, but all were to be answered simply with either a “yes” or “no.” Or at least that was the plan. What ended up happening was that when the interviewee was conflicted and couldn’t decide, they’d try to explain their answer. This worked better for me because their graph lit up like a Christmas tree in the area where they struggled to explain their conflict. At first, Alyssa tried to stop them from explaining, but I soon convinced her to change tactics. The simple answers didn’t give me enough time to evaluate the graph. Explanations made it more accessible.

We spent hours in the carrel discussing all sorts of moral problems and sexual questions, but most were more ethical than sexual and more mundane than moral. It was pretty dull, and I became more interested in mentally undressing the cute coeds and evaluating their sexual curve. Of course, I pretty much ignored the male candidates, but I did get a pretty good understanding of how their moral graphs worked.

Overall, there were significant differences between male and female subjects. But the graph’s areas were roughly identified thanks to Alyssa’s various questions. I was pretty surprised by how varied the sexual curves of the ladies and the men were. Surprisingly, the majority of both were lower than I expected. I always thought men were more open about sex than women, but our data showed the same openness to sexual experimentation.

“So, what do you think?” asked Alyssa.

“I think I’ve been underestimating my chances,” I admitted.

“Chances? Chances for what?” Alyssa said.

“Chances for getting laid by some random girl,” I admitted as I blushed, “I’m a bit shocked that so many hot girls were open about having sex.”

“That’s so sexist,” Alyssa proclaimed with a cute wrinkle on her nose. “A woman’s sexual appetite is no different than a man’s. While the women you scanned may have been open about sex, you might be misinterpreting the data. Besides, you’d think of grabbing a sexual trifecta last weekend—you'd get girls better.”

“That’s not fair. I changed Kelly and Lexi!” I offered, “How could I be misinterpreting the data?”

“Ask me to have sex,” Alyssa dared. “Then pay attention to my graph.”

“Okay,” I shrugged. “Alyssa, how about we get naked and make out?”

“No,” Alyssa said teasingly. I scanned her graph and noticed some activity outside the usual sexual range. “Now tell me how my sexual portion of my moral graph is compared with the others you’ve observed.”

“Hmm, your sexual graph is on the low side, not as low as Carmen’s, but nowhere near as high as Kelly’s and Lexi’s used to be,” I explained, “So why don’t you want to have sex? With me?”

“One, I’m a lesbian,” Alyssa started as I monitored where her moral graph was active. “And two, you’re my closest friend. I don’t want to mess up our friendship with romantic feelings.”

“Who said sex had anything to do with romance?” I retorted. “I’m perfectly able to separate the physical act of sex and the relationship. Besides, I can have sex with you and not use my penis.”

“Oh. My. God!” Alyssa exclaimed. “Jeremiah, whether or not you have a penis has nothing to do with my sexual orientation!”

“Gotcha,” I said and winked at her.

“Damnit, Jeremiah, you’re an ass,” Alyssa said, but smiled back at me.

“Teasing aside, this was a good conversation,” I replied. “I learned something new about the interactions. While I was asking you to have sex and your response, I noticed part of the graph unrelated to the normal area lit up with activity. Would you be willing to let me experiment? I promise I’ll fix you after the test.”

The stream of pretty coeds had gotten me pretty worked up. Working closely with Alyssa also attracted me to her in a way that was beyond our friendship. The way she absently curled her fingers through her hair was sensual. How her bright, passionate eyes lit up when she was interested in the conversation. Although dressed in ordinary clothes, her body was nicely shaped, a shape I had begun to explore in my imagination.

“I dunno, J,” Alyssa sighed. “I worry our friendship could get messed up.”

“Alyssa, you are my closest friend, my confidante, and I would share anything with you. I don’t see how that changes. Ever.”

“Hmmm,” Alyssa looked at me, her blue eyes magnified in her glasses as she considered the consequences. I also noticed some activity in her sexual range as she thought about her options.

“Look, I’ll set my watch alarm for fifteen minutes,” I offered. “After that time, I’ll revert any changes I make back to what they were. If nothing happens, no big deal. I still need practice making adjustments. All I’ve done all day is scan.”

“Okay, Jeremiah,” Alyssa allowed, taking my hand while looking at me seriously, “fifteen minutes.”

CARMEN

I woke up spooning an unfamiliar woman. The hair was brown, so I knew it wasn’t Lexi or Kelly. I recognized my bedroom, but couldn’t remember how I got back to bed. Flashes of many orgasms and four bodies enjoying sexual explorations reminded me of Jenn’s unexpected visit.

“Jenn?” I asked softly, enveloping her in my arms. Her breasts compressed into my forearm as I embraced her tenderly.

“Hmm,” she murmured as she rolled back, pressing her bottom into my hips.

“It’s morning. Do you have class?” I offered, trying to remember which day it was.

“No class for me until 2 p.m.,” she yawned, rolling towards me and reaching her arm back around my head as she blinked her eyes, trying to focus on mine.

“I have class at 11,” I explained, looking into her bright green eyes, my hands exploring her sides and curves.

Having just met Jenn last night and being pulled into the tryst by Lexi so quickly, I hadn’t had a chance to appreciate her assets. She had beautiful brown hair streaked with blonde and red strands. Her bright green eyes were mesmerizing. Her skin was a light olive with no tan lines and as smooth as a baby’s. Even her pussy was without hair or stubble. Her breasts were a little smaller than mine but not as small as Lexi’s, and had puffy nipples, and the whole areola would swell when she was aroused. I was doing my best to get them stiff with my fingers as I shifted, allowing her to lie flat on her back. My fingers traced circles over her nipple as I spoke to her.

“Um, would you mind keeping an eye on Lexi and Kelly while I go to class?” I asked.

“Why do they need watching?” Jenn questioned, kissing along my jawline.

“Um, it’s hard to explain,” I started, speaking between kisses. “I just need someone to keep an eye on them while I’m in class. I don’t want anyone to witness their changed behavior.”

“I kind of liked their behavior change,” Jenn giggled, kissing me as she pressed her tongue between my lips.

I enjoyed the kiss and kissed her back, rising on my arms over her. Our breasts touched as I lowered my body to hers. My hard nipples pressed into the soft, warm skin of her bosom. Shifting my legs between hers, she lifted and ground her mound into my thigh. Twisting until I felt the heaven of our pussies align, then thrust my hips to grind into her. Finally, I broke the kiss, looking at her as we continued to hump

“Oh, I do too,” I moaned, remembering their touches, moans, and unbridled passion, “But I think we need to be careful and keep them out of trouble.”

Jenn bit her lip, closing her eyes in a moan as she pressed into me. Then she looked up at me and smiled with half-lidded eyes.

“Do I have to behave myself?” she questioned.

I shook my head and lifted off her. She sat up, a look of need and frustration on her face. I smiled at her as I went to my closet. I pulled out a small duffel bag and set it on my bedside table. Her eyes widened as I unzipped the opening, revealing my collection of sex toys.

“I’ll even let you use my toys,” I said, smiling and grabbing a strap-on harness. “But you have to promise, no one else comes into their room.”

Jenn rolled onto her back and spread her legs. I fitted the strap-on harness snugly to my hips, then attached a life-like dildo.

“You can be very persuasive,” Jenn giggled as she let her fingers spread moisture over her sex.

I slid my hand along my fake cock, as I kneeled on the bed, sliding my knees between her legs, “So, do you promise?” I asked huskily, feeling her hand tug at the fake dick, pulling me into her.

“Yes, I promise…” she began, “Just fuck me! NOW!”

So I did.

JEREMIAH

I finished setting my alarm and turned to face Alyssa. She was sitting cross-legged at one end of my bed. I turned and rested against my headboard and looked at her. I smiled and started monitoring her moral graph. I was looking for the right spot to adjust.

“Are you still a virgin?” I asked seriously.

“Technically, yes, since I’ve never had intercourse with a male,” Alyssa began with precision, “I’ve been sexually active since 16, at first with a few boys, just heavy petting, a couple of blow-jobs. Then at a sleepover, I messed around with my friend Tammy. We ended up breaking each other’s hymen with our fingers. Afterward, we knew that being with another woman felt more natural than with any boy.”

“I see,” I started, homing in on the active part of her curve during her explanation, and modifying the profile, “Do you have a partner now?”

“No,” she admitted, “after Tammy and I broke up to go to college, I’ve been mostly celibate. You know that, Jeremiah.”

“I know,” I nodded and slid closer to her, holding out my hand.

She took my hand and leaned into me when I pulled her close. She let her legs slide around as I pulled her into my chest. She leaned against me as I combed through her brown hair. My secure hug and soft caresses helped her to relax into me.

“It’s just easier not being attached. I can focus on my studies,” she explained, her hand pressing into the center of my chest, feeling my heartbeat.

“I know,” I said, lifting her chin with my fingers to look at her eyes, huge behind her thick-framed glasses.

I leaned down to kiss my friend. She pursed her lips, kissing me back, our lips tight. I wrapped my other arm around her and kissed her again. Both of our mouths opened as we felt our passions stir. I’d only adjusted a small portion of the graph, but she was responding to the stimulating kiss.

She pushed softly against my chest, breaking the kiss, and rose on her knees. Sitting back on her haunches, she looked at me, evaluating her feelings.

“That felt good, J,” she allowed, “You certainly are a good kisser.”

“But…” I responded, sensing her resistance, and probed her moral boundary again.

“But,” she continued, “you’re my best friend; I just don’t feel that way….”

Her voice trailed off as I lowered the new section, her faint red resistance dimming, then morphing to a light green hue. I reached for her again, just holding my hand out. She blushed, reached for my hand, and allowed herself to be pulled back into my arms.

After I lowered her resistance, she relaxed into my chest. Our lips met and resumed our oral exploration. Her hesitancy was silent as her curve began to glow green. Showing that her self-control was retreating and surrendering to her mounting desire. Without any additional changes to Alyssa’s curve, our kiss deepened. With minor touches to different reddish parts of her curve, I tuned it until its pulsing glow became greenish. Then I stopped focusing on her curve and focused completely on her.

Alyssa unbuttoned my Oxford shirt while I lifted my hands under her top and cupped her bra-encased breasts. She slipped a hand inside my shirt, feeling my chest hair. Her fingertips ran across my nipple, then, curling her fingertips, she raked her short nails across the sensitive nub. As she finished the rest of my buttons, I broke the kiss with a gasp of pleasure. I pulled my shirt off my shoulders, looking at her wildly. She pulled her top off in a flash, smiling wickedly as she lowered her mouth to mine.

She started kissing my chin and down my neck. I reached around and unfastened her bra. While I shrugged out of the constraints, I lifted my palms to cup her heavy breasts. Her round mounds fit in my hands like perfection. She moaned and kissed my chest as I squeezed and enjoyed holding her breasts.

I slid my hands down her sides as Alyssa kissed and nibbled on my sensitive nipples. After tracing my fingertips along the back of her pants, pushing both hands inside, and gripping her ass, I pulled her mound tight against my stiffness. Her moan of arousal was the sound of angels when mouths found each other, and we kissed, tongues exploring between gasps.

Our eyes locked for a moment as we both recognized the passion between us. She reached between us and squeezed my erection through the rough denim. Then she started unbuttoning them hastily. She nodded at me as I pushed her yoga pants past her pert bottom and down her thighs.

“Why have we never done this before?” I wondered to myself as Alyssa finished unbuttoning my jeans. I lifted my hips, helping her pull them off. She looked at me hungrily, watching my eyes as she wriggled off her yoga pants bunched around her thighs.

For the first time, I saw my best friend naked. She was gorgeous. Her body, usually hidden by geek couture, was wonderful, curved in all the right places. Her pink nipples were perfect, capping her round breasts. Her lush, brown hair framed her lovely face.

“You are beautiful,” I said with an awed grin, “I never knew.”

“You are hot, Jeremiah.” Alyssa smiled back. “I’ve always known that.”

Her eyes lowered to catch sight of my erect cock, jutting up and bouncing as I slid down on my back. I pulled her to me, and her chest pressed into mine. We kissed deeply as our naked bodies fit together like the final piece of a jigsaw puzzle. We moved our hands into the space between our hips. She gripped my shaft, testing its firmness, as I cupped her brown tuft of pubic hair damp with excitement.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I moaned, breaking the kiss.

“I’m thinking you ask too many questions,” Alyssa sighed as she shifted and straddled me.

She lowered her mouth to mine, kissing me as she gripped my stiff shaft and nestled the tip between her lower lips. I gasped as I felt my sensitive glans press against her labia and push inside her slit.

“Oh yessssssss,” Alyssa sighed, tossing her head back as she sank onto my manhood.

She paused with me mostly inside her, looking at me intensely through her glasses. I lifted my hands to her breasts, cupping and supporting them as my thumbs brushed across her nipples. She smiled her mischievous smile as she lifted her hips. Then she broke our gaze as she closed her eyes to the sensation of sliding down my length, as I sank deeper into her core.

“Fffuck, Jeremiah!” she gushed. “You feel so good inside me.”

I was speechless, watching my best friend slide up and down my cock. She looked like an angel, her expressions so perfectly Alyssa. The sensations of her pussy rippling around me with her breasts pressed into my palms felt like a prelude to heaven. I fucking loved it.

“Kiss me, Jeremiah!” she groaned, leaning down and pressing her tits into my chest as I wrapped her in my arms. She worked her hips, grinding her clit against the base of my shaft as I held her body close. The way she gyrated her hips felt wonderful as I lifted my hips to meet her downward motion.

*beep beep beep beep*

Alyssa froze at the sound of my alarm. I shut it off, silencing the bothersome noise, before gripping her hips. She held still while I was balls deep inside of her. She lifted her head, her eyes finding mine. We both remembered what that alarm meant. She bit her bottom lip and looked at me, a question behind her eyes.

“A deal is a deal,” I started to push her up and off my dick.

“Jeremiah, DON’T you fucking. DARE. fix me.” She threatened as her vaginal walls tightened around my cock.

So I didn’t.

CARMEN

“I’ve never felt so tired,” I thought to myself as I walked back across campus from my dance class.

The past few days had been filled with incredible sex, ever since Jeremiah invaded my life—our life. I truly enjoyed every second of our arduous explorations. However, the sheer volume of it, along with the mental toll of worrying about my friends’ drastic shift in behavior, took a toll on me. emotionally and physically. I was nearing the edge of a total shutdown. I’d either abandon myself to the fleshy desires of my friends or explode in frustration.

Part of my mind knew my friends were at college to earn a degree and were studying seriously—until Jeremiah scrambled their brains. It reminded me that they had family and friends outside of our tight circle, lost in lustful passion. I scolded myself for being seduced into trysts at all hours of the day. I tried to rationalize it, hoped it would blow over, and that the girls would resume their everyday lives.

That thought was destroyed when I walked back into my room. I heard the now typical whines and moans coming from Lexi’s room and tossed my gym bag into a corner. Steeling myself to be strong, I walked through the bathroom. The smell of sex hit me midway through, and the scent of their pheromones began to weaken my resolve. What I saw when I entered the room shocked me back to my senses.

Jenn was unconscious, handcuffed with my fur-lined cuffs to Lexi’s headboard. Lexi stood over her supine body, eyes closed, hands firmly holding Kelly’s face to her crotch. Kelly was on her knees between Jenn’s spread thighs, wearing my strap-on wth the most enormous dildo and jamming into Jenn, shaking her like a rag doll with each thrust.

“What the fuck!?” I screamed.

“Carmen!” Lexi exclaimed, looking over at me. “Thank god, hurry over! Jenn’s not playing anymore!”

“The fuck I will!” I shouted. “Kelly! Stop it!”

I had to pull Kelly off to disengage her from slamming her hips into Jenn’s unconscious body. That also brought a howl of discontent from Alexis, as she started to cry!

“I haven’t come yet!” she wailed. “It’s not fair. I need to come.”

“Stop! It!” I growled in my do-not-fuck-with-me voice.

The girls froze, looking like small children on the verge of tears when their favorite toy was taken away. They saw my rage and started crying like babies. They shrank back, scared as I pushed past them to check on Jenn.

She was still breathing, but a few light slaps to her cheeks did nothing to raise her. I un-cuffed her from the bed, slid her down to lie comfortably, and propped her head on a pillow. Her body was covered by a sheen of sweat and other fluids, so I pulled a blanket over her, then turned back to the girls.

“Get. Some. Clothes. On.” I said slowly and evenly.

Despite their aversion to textiles, they obeyed, understanding that I was not in the mood to be messed with. They kept their distance as they each dressed, looking almost presentable. Their eyes looked haggard, and their hair a mess of sweat, cum, and something else. I looked around the room and saw an empty lube bottle.

“Well, that answers that question,” I thought to myself.

“Lexi, go sit on my bed,” I ordered, pointing at the bathroom. “Kelly, sit on your bed. Entertain yourselves, read a book, or for heaven’s sake, study. Let me take care of some things. No sex!”

All my emotions were on a razor’s edge as I combed my fingers through my hair. Thankfully, the girls obeyed me. I realized I’d done them a disservice by indulging their raw sexual want, instead of acting like the parent they needed. Something Jeremiah said on a phone call, explaining some Freudian shit. I started picking up the mess, collecting the soiled sheets, and retrieving my sex toys.

“That was a stupid idea, Carmen,” I scolded myself.

After I got back from starting a load of laundry, I checked on Jenn. She was awake and dazed.

“Drink some water, Jenn,” I told her, offering her a water bottle.

She looked at me, half frightened and half exhausted.

“What happened?” she whispered.

“I think they almost fucked you to death. You were unconscious when I got back,” I explained, “They weren’t slowing down at all. I’m glad I got back when I did.”

Jenn’s eyes filled with tears, and a shiver went through her body. She curled her legs up and wrapped her arm around her knees as a look of pain passed across her features. I sat down on the edge of the bed and comforted her.

“The best thing for you is water and rest.” I stroked her back. “I’ll walk you back to your dorm after you’ve recovered some. I got you.”

“Thank you, Carmen,” she sighed, then curled into a ball and closed her eyes.

I looked over at Kelly, who was watching with a frightened look in her eyes. I got up, went to her, and hugged her in my most proper and motherly way. I was careful not to engage any potential tripwires of desire. I held her to me and just hugged her close.

“C’mon, Kelly, let’s talk with Lexi,” I said, pulling her up to return to my room.

Lexi wasn’t in much better shape. She was curled in a ball at the foot of my bed. Her tired eyes showed her exhaustion, and tears lined her bottom lashes. She sat up as I approached the bed and sat down next to her, as Kelly lowered herself beside me. Lexi leaned into me as I gave her a comforting hug.

“Girls,” I started, “I think we need to talk.”

They nodded, understanding without words that something was wrong. Their silence allowed me to show them I cared by kissing the tops of their heads. They tasted like sweat and cum, with an aftertaste of chemicals from the lube. I laughed lightly.

“First, you two need to shower,” I said. “Separately!”

They smirked at me before looking at each other and going to the bathroom. I listened, relaxing when I heard two separate showers start spraying.

“¡Ay caramba!” I thought to myself.

I turned on my computer and drafted an email to Jeremiah.

From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subject: HELP

Jeremiah, I can't do this much longer. I need you to fix them—or me. I can't help myself. I try to be strong, but end up facilitating their sexual desires. It’s out of control.

They have barely eaten. They haven't gone to any of their classes. They’re not themselves. I’m not blaming you, just telling you the facts.

They almost killed another poor girl while I was in dance class. She's all right, but trust I can leave them alone anymore.

What can we do?!

Carmen.

JEREMIAH

Alyssa rested her head on my chest as I leaned back against the headboard. She was running her fingers over my chest, her touch relaxing, mesmerizing me. I was lost in thought. I’d just had fantastic sex with my lesbian best friend. I loved her even more. I knew in my core. I also felt a bit ashamed of having to mess with her moral profile. Even if she consented, I felt like I had crossed a line.

“Hey,” she asked, looking up at me, “What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking I should change you back and see how you feel,” I answered honestly.

“No, not yet. Let me evaluate what I feel now.”

She looked up at me with a content smile. I brushed her hair back so I could gaze into her beautiful blue eyes, getting lost in them. I returned her smile, unable to hide my glee at being so intimate with her. She blushed and looked back at her fingers, tracing through my maze of hair.

“I—I loved it, Jeremiah. Honestly, I loved every second of it.”

“I love you,” I admitted bluntly, “I know we’re friends, but I love everything about you.”

She looked up at me and bit her bottom lip, her eyes bright. “I love you too, Jeremiah.”

We fell silent, both processing the feelings rushing through us. I hugged her close and kissed the top of her head. This encounter was the least expected of all the sex I’d had with four women in the last four days. It was also the most satisfying, physically and emotionally. I feared that would change when I shifted Alyssa back to what was her norm.

“I don’t want you to fix me,” Alyssa offered, sensing my reluctance, “I’m not unhappy.”

I lifted her chin, aligning my irises with hers, “I don’t want you just to be ‘not unhappy,’ I want you to feel joy, with no remorse or guilt.”

“That’s just it. I don’t feel guilty at all,” she admitted. “Remember when I ate the bacon?”

“Yeah.” I frowned, “I’m still kicking myself for doing that.”

“Well, stop because what I’m feeling right now is like how I felt as I savored, and I do mean savored,” she repeated, “that one small bite of pig flesh. Then I remember the remorse I felt when you fixed me.” She paused to reconnect with my eyes. ‘Jeremiah, I don’t want to feel any remorse over this.”

She was serious. I was concerned.

“But you wouldn’t have even given this a second thought had I not fiddled with you,” I began.

“Does that even matter?” she asked. “On this side, it’s already been done, and I feel wonderful. I was happy before, but now I’m overjoyed. I’m in love with my best friend. We just had amazing sex. I don’t think it’s fair to feel remorse over those feelings. Maybe your adjustment just sped up what would have eventually happened naturally.”

“By that argument,” I mused, lightly running my hand down her arm, “You’re saying that Kelly and Lexi were meant to be sluts. I’m certain that wouldn’t have happened without my interference.”

“Not a true comparison,” she argued, rising and straddling my hips, “You affected their entire moral structure. That’s not the same.”

She looked at me, biting her lip as she rubbed her slick pussy along my tumescent shaft. I reached around her, gripping her hips and holding her down. I flexed my inner muscles, sending a bolt of blood through my shaft, engorging the head of my dick, and pressing it between her swollen lips.

“I suppose that’s true,” I allowed. “But I’m curious why you think we’d happen naturally.”

“You’re such a typical male,” Alyssa laughed boldly, a sound that shifted into a moan as she rocked her hips. “I’ve loved you for years, I thought it platonically, of course. But this—this feels so right and natural. I have difficulty thinking we wouldn’t have fallen in love.”

I rose, drawing my arms across her back, pulling her to me, and kissing her deeply. It did feel so right and natural to kiss Alyssa. Her naked body felt light against me, her sex burning against my recharged erection. It felt genuine to kiss her lips and enjoy her tongue exploring my mouth. I loved the feeling of her puffy nipples firming and pressing into my chest. It felt too good to be true. The dark part of my brain assured me that it was too good to be true. I told the dark side of my brain to shut the fuck up.

I twisted, slowly lifting Alyssa as I rotated. I knelt on one knee as I turned, still kissing her as she wrapped her arms around my neck, sliding her ankle around my thigh to support her weight on my frame. I lowered her to the bed and kissed her lips, nose, and chin. I kept kissing downwards, losing myself in breast worship as she combed her fingers through my short, cropped hair.

Our conversation stilled as we used our bodies to communicate our love. Words became soft moans, coaxing and encouraging exploration. My mouth enjoyed tasting her nipples, breasts, abdomen, and belly button. We moved together, synced in body and mind. Our breaths and bodies danced in perfect concert.

I didn’t let doubt creep into my mind again.


CHAPTER 8
TRAVEL TRIALS


JEREMIAH

I waited until the morning before I started evaluating the tremendous changes in our relationship. I woke up with my arms around Alyssa, her back against my torso. I was supremely content and had no doubts about the sudden change in our relationship. I was still troubled about Kelly and Lexi. I had changed them so drastically that I couldn’t let my mind rest. I disengaged myself from Alyssa, not wanting to disturb her slumber. I sat in my office chair and flipped on my computer. While my computer was booting, I swiveled around to look at Alyssa slumbering in my bed.

She was beautiful—angelic. Part of me wondered if I had been altered, so drastic were the changes in my feelings for her. Her face was always cute. Now I saw only deep beauty. I wanted to spend hours counting each light freckle dusted across her nose, her breathing slow, steady, and erotic. I felt myself stir and would have given up my quest if not for the loud beep of my computer finally booting to a command prompt.

I resigned myself to my fate, turned to my screen, logged into my campus email account, and read Carmen’s latest email.

I felt so much remorse. Carmen didn’t ask for this. What could I do?

I’d learned a lot about my talent and even demonstrated fine control with Alyssa, making delicate adjustments to her profile. I could not do anything to help them here because I was five hundred miles away from their dorm.

“What’s the matter, lover?” asked Alyssa, sitting in bed.

“It’s getting worse with the girls, and I can’t figure out what to do,” I complained to Alyssa.

She thought for a moment, then mused, “Let’s go on a road trip. I’m done with classes this week, and you can blow off your P.E. class.”

“We cannot drive five hundred miles!” I complained, “Seven hours there, seven hours back! That’s not enough time to do anything.”

“Have them meet us halfway,” Alyssa countered, “It might be good to get them away from their school before they create much more of a stir.”

“Not a bad idea,” I reconsidered, reaching for my road atlas.

We pored over the maps and found a town that was roughly halfway. We called a chain hotel in the area and discovered the rates were within our combined budget. Alyssa was reasonably well off, and I was doing all right. I’d be doing better in a month when I turned 21 and gained access to a trust fund from my grandfather.

I picked up my phone and called Carmen, with Alyssa listening.

“Hola,” Carmen said when she recognized my voice. “Why are you calling so fucking early, J?”

“Up for a road trip?” I asked.

“What?” Carmen asked incredulously, then paused, “Gimme a second.”

I heard the phone drop to the ground, then footsteps, followed by the faint sound of a toilet flush, and finally returning footsteps. The phone rattled, and I heard Carmen’s voice again.

“Did you say road trip?” She asked, sounding more awake, “Like in a car?”

“Yeah,” I replied, “I know how I can fix the girls, or at least make them better than they are now, but I can’t drive all the way to where you are. We could meet in the middle.”

“Good thought, Romeo,” Carmen chuckled. “If I had a car, I would walk or ride my bike everywhere.”

“Does Kelly or Lexi have a car?” I asked, feeling a bit defeated.

“Let me check,” Carmen said.

Again, the phone dropped to the floor, and we heard fading footsteps. Then some muffled voices. More footsteps returned, accompanied by excited voices and giggles.

“You still there?” Carmen asked.

“Yeah, sounds like you have company,” I answered.

“Yeah, it seems Kelly’s daddy bought her a shiny new Jeep Cherokee, and they’d love to go on a road trip,” Carmen reported.

We heard clapping and excited yells. After the commotion, I told Carmen the name of the hotel where we were to meet. We both decided to try and get on the road that morning and would hopefully meet at the hotel for dinner.

Alyssa kissed me on the cheek, then left to pack her bag. I packed a quick overnight bag, a few pairs of jeans, a few T-shirts, a sweatshirt, a few pairs of underwear, and socks. I tossed in my shave kit and then scratched my head, wondering what else I needed to bring. I wondered if packing was as easy for Carmen and the Boinksey twins.

CARMEN

Days kept getting crazier.

Not only was I still trying to control the Boinksey twins, but now I had to herd them into Kelly’s Jeep.

Would Kelly drive? What if she got turned on and forgot about which lane she was in? Did I want to go 300 miles with Kelly and Lexi unfettered? I looked at my toy box and decided to at least pack it in the back; it had a couple of pairs of fur-lined handcuffs, just in case I needed to use restraints.

The girls happily packed their bags, tossing in clothes because I told them they had to have three suitable outfits or I would not go. They seemed to behave better if I treated them like eight-year-olds. Amazingly, they had slept after taking their showers last night. The smell of sex still lingered in our dorm rooms, but it had lessened.

Last night, when I walked Jenn back to her dorm room. She looked shell-shocked but smiling about it when we got to her dorm. I hoped she’d be okay, and more than anything, I hoped she would stay quiet about how sex-crazed Lexi and Kelly had become. If all went well and Jeremiah could pull off a miracle, things would be different when we returned to school.

I packed my clothes and went to the bathroom to pack my overnight bag. Looking through the shelves, I saw a bottle of Dramamine. Smiling, I took the bottle and shook it; it sounded like it had a few pills left. A good dose of the anti-motion sickness drug might knock the girls out long enough to get most of the way to the hotel. I slid the slim bottle into the pocket of my jeans and finished packing.

“We’re ready, Carmen!” Kelly said as she and Lexi walked back into my room.

They looked decent: tight jeans and college sweatshirts covering their nubile bodies. A marked change from their usually more skin-revealing, if not slutty, attire of the past few days. The whole night of rest had refreshed their drawn faces. Clean and ready for an adventure, I couldn’t help but smile at their restless enthusiasm.

“Did you bring your running shoes?” I asked Lexi, “Maybe we can get in a run on Saturday morning.”

She nodded, making me glad that she still remembered much of her routine. Her sexual antics had precluded her standard training, and that worried me. I hoped whatever Jeremiah had planned would work.

“Then let’s hit the road!” I said.

“Yippee!” they shouted.

“I think I should drive, Kelly,” I offered, hoping she wouldn’t mind.

“I’d like that, Carmen,” Kelly said, yawning, “I think I want to sleep a bit more.”

So we went down and piled into Kelly’s black Cherokee. I got the girls situated in the back, giving them both a motion-sickness pill and a thermos of water. They drank it down without question. We left the parking lot, stopped at a fast-food place for a greasy breakfast, and were on the road before 9:30 a.m., without incident.

JEREMIAH

Alyssa met me in the hall that joined our two rooms. She was dressed in comfortable jeans and an oversized sweatshirt, perfect for a day-long drive in her car. I greeted her with a hug that she returned, melting into my body.

“You sure you want to drive with me in the car all day?” I asked with a flirty grin.

“I can’t think of a better person to spend the day with,” she replied, smiling and giving me a soft kiss.

“We’d better get a move on, lots of road between here and there,” I shared while grabbing her bag, “Want to grab breakfast?”

“Sure,” she agreed, wrapping her fingers around my elbow as I carried our bags to her car.

I put the bags in the back and slipped into the passenger seat. We drove through a fast-food place, grabbing coffee and food. Then I paid to fill up her tank with gas. We drove past the city limits sign just after 9 AM and settled into our seats. I looked through my map book and navigated as we wound through the nearby highways to the interstate.

I was also a little concerned. I’d be sharing a hotel with four women in a few hours. All whom I had been intimate with in under a week. I looked over at Alyssa, who had her hair pulled into a loose bun, a pencil stabbed through the knot as she watched the road. I certainly didn’t want to hurt her, but I also knew I had developed protective feelings for Kelly and Alexis. I also maintained a bit of a crush on their sexy, unfiltered neighbor Carmen. I worried that having all four females in one place would hurt someone’s feelings.

“So,” I started softly, “Um, isn’t it a bit weird that you and I are driving to meet up with my random hook-ups from last weekend?”

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa replied with a comforting smile in my direction, “this whole situation is weird. Yesterday I was a lesbian. That I have a strong feeling of finding an empty parking lot and having my way with you is weird.”

“Do you think you’ll be jealous of the other girls,” I asked honestly, “Now that we’re together? I don’t want you to get hurt.”

I reached over and held her hand as she rested it on the gearshift between us. She lifted the back of my hand to her lips. She lightly kissed my hand before returning her hand to the gearshift.

“J, I trust you beyond words,” Alyssa explained. “You are an honest, caring, sensitive man. You messed up, but you’re willing to make things right. You’ve accepted responsibility for your mistake. That’s all part of why I adore you.”

“Okay, Aly,” I blushed. “Thank you. What if I can’t fix them? What if I need to spend more than just a weekend sorting out the damage I did? Would you start to resent the time I spent with them?”

Alyssa thought for a moment before looking at me, her eyes thoughtful and serene. I was filled with a sense of hope and dread. My thoughts were jumbled as I tried to process the different scenarios in my head.

“Jeremiah Jackson, I don’t think you fully appreciate what you can do,” Alyssa said quietly.

“What do you mean?” I asked, somewhat dreading her answer.

“You have shown me that I can enjoy bacon. You’ve changed me to fully embrace a heterosexual relationship with you, my best friend,” Alyssa confessed, “Don’t you see that you can overcome any emotional hang-ups that I might have, or Kelly, or Lexi, or Carmen?”

I was silent; the idea of being able to adjust people so they are happy in their situation was mind-blowing. I wasn’t comfortable playing god with people’s value systems—especially someone I loved and cared about, like Alyssa. I also knew I wasn’t comfortable modifying people I hardly knew, like the three girls on a collision course with us in about seven hours.

“Look,” Alyssa continued, “I understand you are not comfortable with using your powers. That is why I trust you to use them wisely, now that you know you have them. I don’t think you realize how conflicted I was about you before your last night experiment.”

“Conflicted?” I asked. “We were best friends.”

“We ARE best friends, silly,” Alyssa smiled at me, “I also struggled with wanting more, but that conflicted with who I thought I was— lesbian. I couldn’t see myself in a physical relationship with a man, even if I knew we were a great emotional pair. I remember being torn over that; trying to make both desires possible was irreconcilable. You, Jeremiah, fixed that struggle inside of me.”

“What’s the cost, though, Aly?” I stammered, “Are you still you? Or some twisted version of you?”

“I feel like me. My emotions and desires don’t feel any different than yesterday,” Alyssa explained patiently, “The only thing that’s missing is the under-the-surface conflict. I feel at peace holding your hand. It feels normal to want to kiss your lips.”

She checked the road ahead of us and, seeing it clear of traffic, leaned over to kiss me. Her tender kiss quieted my troubled soul. There was no doubting that she was fully involved in the kiss. As she pulled back, she looked at me steadily.

“Your fix was a blessing, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said compassionately, “Don’t ever doubt that.”

“I hope you still feel that way after meeting my other experiments,” I said with a smile.

I settled into my seat and leaned against the window. I watched the road fly past, lost in my thoughts before I slipped into dreamland.

CARMEN

I was lost in thought as I sped down the highway. The girls were slumped together, sleeping in a drug-induced coma thanks to the drowsiness of the anti-motion sickness medicine. Kelly’s Cherokee was an easy car to drive as I effortlessly weaved through the sparse traffic along the highway. I finally had some quiet time to process my emotions from the last few turbulent days.

First, I thought of Jeremiah. I don’t know why I had such strong feelings for the guy. In our few short hours together, my emotions ranged from unbridled lust to passionate anger, to compassionate understanding, and to a willingness to help my roommates. The man was good in the sack, but that wasn’t my only feeling towards him. I understood that he had a strong character from his emails and phone calls. I knew he felt a loyalty to not only me but my favorite bitches in the backseat.

That was so different from most of the boys I dated. I call them boys because they lacked the character that Jeremiah showed. Jeremiah did a silly, foolish thing, but he was brave enough to admit his mistake and find a way to fix it if he could.

I looked in the rear-view mirror at the peaceful faces of Kelly and Lexi. Lexi had quickly become my friend. She accepted me as I was, didn’t cast judgment, and only wanted to be friends. I loved her before the changes Jeremiah inflicted on her. I loved her even more since she was still Lexi, but like Lexi unleashed. I was protective of her—wanting to keep her innocent. I also understood that while I was uncomfortable with the drastic changes in her, she seemed happy with how she was.

Kelly was more of a mystery. I didn’t like her the first time I met her, mostly because I felt guilty that my loud lovemaking made her uncomfortable. She didn’t judge me, though. She only asked me to be more polite. I was the one judging my behavior. Even before the change, Kelly was a good person. After the change, I got a taste of my own medicine, listening to Kelly climax explosively and often in the days since Jeremiah left. I had a chance to understand how she might have felt about me. I also noticed that even though her behavior had radically changed, she was happy in her skin. Something that I often had problems with as I tried to reconcile my sexual desires with everyday college living. The girls didn’t seem to have any hang-ups about that. That worried me and excited me.

Jeremiah told me he hadn’t changed me. I trusted that he did not see the need. I willingly joined in the orgasmic fling with the girls. I actively sought out another good fuck from him before he left. Deep inside me, however, I hoped that Jeremiah could help me. If I could be as seemingly happy as the two new nymphomaniacs, I’d be okay with him using his powers on me.

JEREMIAH

We’d made excellent time and stopped for an early lunch at a taco stand along the highway. Aly had vegetarian fajitas, while I enjoyed a steak chimichanga. After eating, we switched places; it was my turn to drive the rest of the way to the hotel.

I wondered what kind of progress the girls were making. I had devilish thoughts as I remembered Kelly’s voluptuous body and Lexi’s lithe, flexible frame. Thinking of the sinfully sexy Carmen, with her fiery temperament, also affected how blood flowed through my body. The thought of Kelly and Lexi, trapped in a car for four hours while being so free with their sexuality, had naughty images flying through my brain as I drove down the highway.

Alyssa noticed the results of my imagination, reaching across the seat and settling her hand in my lap. Her fingers traced the outline of my hardening erection. She looked up at me, her eyes catching mine as she looked over the top of her glasses.

“What ARE you thinking about, Jeremiah?” Alyssa teased, stroking my hard-on.

“I was thinking about what Kelly and Lexi might be doing trapped in that car,” I answered honestly, “If my dirty thoughts are close, I think they might drive Carmen crazy.”

Alyssa bit her lip as her fingers manipulated my organ through my jeans, “You think so?”

“From Carmen’s emails,” I explained, “it seems they can’t help touching each other in all the right places.”

“I can understand the feeling,” Alyssa snickered; her fingers moved and started popping the buttons of my fly open.

“What!” I stammered, not expecting her to be so bold, “I’m driving!”

Alyssa looked around, “There isn’t anyone on the road. Just drive straight, Jeremiah.”

I gulped and nodded, two hands on the wheel. I moaned as she pulled my fly open and slid her hand inside the fly of my boxers. Her fingers made contact with my shaft and fished it through the cotton, releasing it from the confines of my pants. She looked up at me and leaned over. Her hand slid inside my fly and cupped my balls as her mouth made contact with the head of my penis.

“Fuck,” I breathed softly, “You can keep doing that forever.”

She giggled before continuing her oral magic around the crown of my knob, coating it with her slippery saliva. Then she proceeded to give me the most indulgent blow job as we sped down the highway.

She rose, pulling off and kissing my lips before she shifted back in her seat and unbuttoned her jeans. She shoved them down, along with her panties, to the floorboards. As I glanced at the road, she smirked when I looked as she teased herself of my enjoyment. Her eyes smoldered in passion as she shifted off her seat and down into the cramped space under the dash.

“Wow,” I said unsteadily, fixing my eyes on the road as she returned to giving me head. I lost sight of her under the steering wheel while spreading my thighs wide. A flash of her blue eyes was enough to realize she enjoyed this risky play and trusted me to stay in control of the car.

I concentrated on keeping the car straight, both hands on the wheel. Adjusting to give my lover room while we sped along at just over the speed limit. I set the cruise control to keep our speed steady, took my foot off the gas, and swiveled slightly to give Alyssa more access while keeping one foot near the brake pedal.

My moans and groans were keeping time with Alyssa’s slurps and grunts. I glanced at her ass under the passenger seat dash as it moved in sync, with her arm between her thighs. The reverberations of her moans along my cock pushed me to my peak. She cupped my balls with her free hand, and I’m sure she felt them tighten, because she pulled back, keeping my head inside her lips and sucked.

I jerked my hips as my orgasm flew through me, cum erupting into her ready mouth. I felt her tongue lap along the tip as another bolt of cum spewed out. She sucked steadily as my cock spasmed and pulsed. When it stopped, she pulled off me and moved back into her seat with a satisfied smile. She leaned back and settled her fingers between her thigh sliding them up and down.

I caught my breath, the aftershocks of my orgasm tingling up my spine. Making sure I was still in my lane and wasn’t roaring up the backside of any cars, I shook my head to clear my senses. Assured of the relative safety of our journey, I reached for her hand and placed mine over hers.

Feeling me take over, Alyssa lifted her hand under her sweatshirt. I could see her hands play with her breasts as I slid my fingers between her slick lips. She looked at me with lidded eyes and opened her mouth as I pushed two fingers inside her and hooked my fingertips to press against the spot of joy under her clit.. I wiggled my fingertips in a come-hither motion and watched Alyssa’s eyes widen, the snap shut as she tossed her head back.

Alyssa’s breaths came in short gasps as I found my rhythm, with one hand on the wheel and my eyes on the road. Enjoying her expressive moan as I fingered her short, quick strokes. The car filled with the sloshing sounds of her juices spilling around my fingers as I drove her to orgasm. Alyssa arched her back, eyes closed, and her glasses askew on her face as her hips tried to keep time with my fingers.

Finally, she drew in a breath and screamed, her whole body convulsing as I quieted my hand, holding it inside her pulsing sex. My fingertips flexed in a slow beat against that overstimulated spot, extending her orgasm as she rode the waves of passion. When her body quieted, and the highway noise resumed its steady sound, we both looked at each other and started laughing.

“Oh. My. God,” Alyssa breathed, reaching down to find her abandoned jeans and panties.

“Wow,” was all I could utter as I tucked myself back into my open pants.

Alyssa pulled her pants over her hips, leaned over, and helped me get buttoned up. It wasn’t comfortable because my shorts had bunched in all the wrong places. Alyssa wriggled in her seat, trying to get her clothes back in the right place. We looked at each other again and laughed.

“Yeah, poor Carmen,” Alyssa giggled.

CARMEN

Lexi woke up first. I saw her stir in the rear-view mirror. She stretched and raised her arms above her head. Her red hair and sexy lips were an exciting change from the dreary road I’d been concentrating on for many hours. When she lifted her green eyes to the mirror and smiled at me, I felt a rush.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” I welcomed her, even though it was afternoon.

“I’m hungry, Carmen,” she stated sleepily.

“I stopped and grabbed some snacks at the gas station I stopped at an hour ago,” I explained, “You two were still sound asleep. I hope you like what I got.”

She slipped between the two front seats, leaning between them as she opened up the bag of junk food. Her body brushed against mine as the uneven road tossed us together.

“Whoa,” I thought to myself as one of her breasts brushed against my arm, “keep focused, Carmen. No time for that until we get to the hotel.”

Lexi picked out some fried fruit pies, a can of soda, and some chips and slid back into her seat.

“Thanks for the food, Carmen,” she said evenly, “What time is it?”

“Just past noon,” I answered, “about an hour and a half before we reach the hotel.”

I looked back and saw Kelly stretch and moan softly as we talked. Her bright blue eyes fluttered as she tossed her blond hair back. She blinked a few times, waking up, unconsciously pulling her blonde hair into a loose ponytail and wrapping a band from her wrist around it.

“Where did you get the food?” Kelly asked Lexi.

“Carmen bought us goodies,” Lexi explained, pointing to the bag in the front seat.

Kelly leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek, wrapping her arm around me in a thankful hug. Her arm lingered, and she rubbed her palm on one of my breasts as she hugged me. A stiff nipple rewarded her against her palm as she released. She smiled at me, like sharing a secret, before turning and grabbing a collection of snacks from the bag in the front passenger seat.

“How long were we out?” Kelly asked, popping open a bag of cheese curls.

“About three hours,” I guessed, “we’ve made good time, just about 90 minutes left.”

“Mmmmm,” Kelly mused, “I hope Jeremiah is waiting for us.”

“Yeah, with a hard dick,” quipped Lexi as she sipped her soda.

“Oh yeah,” Kelly gushed, “Carmen’s toys are fun, but not the same as J’s throbbing cock.”

I rolled my eyes but also silently agreed with Kelly. I’d never heard them talk so boldly about cocks, pussies, and sex as they chatted away on the topic naturally for a few minutes while they filled their stomachs. The conversation did nothing for my one erect nipple except give it a twin on the other side of my chest. I daydreamed about seeing Jeremiah again and thought of how well he’d fucked me when we first met. He owed me. I wiggled in my seat and shook my head to clear that thought.

“Come on, Carmen,” I thought. “Hold it together. We’re not going to an orgy!”

The girls became restless after eating their snacks, and their conversations gave way to their rising arousal. I watched in glances as they peeled off their oversized sweatshirts in the comfortable heat of the car. I could see their erect nipples stretching into their tight T-shirts. Kelly reached over to play with Lexi’s right nipple, and Lexi moaned softly, sliding her hand into Kelly’s lap.

“Uh oh,” I thought. “Keep your eyes on the road, Carmen.”

I was mostly successful. Their moans and groans attracted my attention as I tried to stay between the lines. Catching glimpses of tee-shirts being pulled off, jeans unbuttoning, and panties sliding down their lovely thighs. My insides churned with the desire to pull off to the side of the road and join them in their unrestrained decadence.

Instead, I forced myself to watch the road and cranked up the radio to help drown out their passionate sighs. I counted to ten, then to twenty, but I couldn’t stop looking back at their reflections. Kelly was reclined against the rear passenger door on the bench seat. Lexi faced her, kissing her passionately as their breasts mashed together as Lexi moved herself against Kelly’s voluptuous curves.

I fiddled with the mirror to catch a better glimpse of the show. Then readjusted and tried to focus on driving, instead of the Boinksey Twins’ moans.“¡Ay!” I thought, “Only an hour and fifteen minutes. Did time slow down?”

The seventy-five minutes were the quickest and the slowest I’d ever experienced.

JEREMIAH

For the last hour, I’d been driving ten miles an hour over the speed limit. The weekday traffic on this section of the highway was very light, and I made excellent time. I wanted to be the first to the hotel and get checked in before the girls showed up. I looked over at Alyssa, and she seemed to share my determination.

“We’re close,” I thought aloud.

“Yeah, we should get checked in quickly,” Alyssa said. “I’m horny again after this long in the car, thinking of all of us together.”

I laughed, “Yeah, me too. Imagine poor Carmen.”

Alyssa looked at me and grabbed my hand. “Jeremiah, what is the first thing you want to do when we’re there with them?”

“I don’t know, I have so many different thoughts,” I confessed, “I want to be with you, I want to be with Carmen, since I owe her for taking care of Lex and Kel. I want all of us to unwind together. I don’t want it to feel awkward or make you feel jealous or uncomfortable.”

“From what I’ve heard of Kelly and Lexi,” Alyssa began, “I’m looking forward to seeing what they’re like. The thought of unrestrained passion is extremely arousing.”

“Is that so?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at Alyssa teasingly, “I guess that’ll be okay with me. Would you be okay with Carmen and me together?”

“Hmmm, well, I’m still attracted to the fairer sex,” Alyssa teased and then turned serious, “Jeremiah, all I want is to be in your arms at the end of the day. Whatever happens between now and then, we’ll figure it out.”

We shared a smile as we took the final turn off onto the exit for our hotel. We pulled into a parking spot in the front. I went to check in while Alyssa grabbed a luggage cart and returned it to the car.

“Two rooms, under Jackson,” I told the attractive desk clerk.

She typed into the computer and then raised her eyes to me, giving me a courtesy smile. But when her warm green eyes met mine, her smile became more genuine. She combed a stray blond curl behind her ear as she read off the screen.

“Mr. Jackson, I have your reservation here, a total of five guests, for three nights,” she said professionally.

“That’s right; we’ll be leaving Sunday,” I replied, “Can I put it on American Express?”

“Certainly, Mr. Jackson,” she said, taking my plastic, “Please sign here, and I’ll get you your key.”

I watched her turn around and walk to the other end of the desk, enjoying how her uniform skirt hugged her ass as her hips swayed. She bent over at the waist to run my card, then opened a drawer to retrieve a key card. I lost myself in thought until she caught me running my eyes up and down her body when she walked back toward me. She blushed a lovely shade of pink at my attention, and her smile grew wider.

“Down, boy,” I thought to myself, as I unconsciously evaluated her moral graph, “You’ve got more than enough trouble to handle.”

She smiled a welcoming smile, and after scanning her graph, I realized that she would probably be a willing participant. I laughed nervously as she approached, blushing a bit myself.

“Busted,” I admitted to her when she returned to the desk. “It’s hard not to enjoy the scenery.”

“Oh yes,” she flirted back, “this hotel does have a nice view of the Columbia River.”

I looked out the large window, which offered a great view of the river flowing under a bridge. It was a lovely view, almost equal to the way her body moved under her tailored uniform. I let the flirting stop there and lifted the key cards in salute.

“Thank you,” I smiled.

“Top floor, adjoining king-sized suites, as you asked.” She said professionally. “It should be nice and quiet for you and your party.”

“I’m sure we’ll be fine, thank you, Miss….”

“Please call me Becky, Mr. Jackson.”

“Jeremiah. My friends call me J.”

“Enjoy your stay, J.”

I walked back out and helped Alyssa load our two bags on a luggage cart. She must have gotten it from the entry while I was flirting with Becky. What was I doing? We were to help two girls and thank Carmen. Not add to my body count. We started to roll the cart inside when a large black Jeep Cherokee pulled up and came to a jerky stop beside us.

The passenger door flew open, and Lexi had plastered her body around me in a flash. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she lifted herself onto me, wrapping her muscular thighs around my hips.

“J!” she squealed as she hugged me close.

Kelly emerged next, sliding from the passenger door and embracing both Lexi and me in a hug. She gripped the neck of my T-shirt and pulled me into a hungry kiss.

I disentangled myself from the excited girls who showed me unrestrained affection. Carmen rolled her eyes and smirked as she got out of their car. I grinned back as she wrapped her arms around me tightly, kissing me with passion.

“Uh, girls, this is Alyssa,” I said, “Alyssa, this is Lexi, Kelly, and Carmen.”

I smiled over at Alyssa, who appeared shocked at the heated reunion. But she found her smile and hugged each of them, starting with Carmen and ending with Lexi.

“J’s told me so much about each of you,” she said graciously. “Let’s get your baggage loaded into the room.”

The two girls jumped excitedly as they set out for their task. Meanwhile, Carmen grabbed me and pinned me against the fender of the SUV. She looked into my eyes and kissed me again.

“J, I need your dick in me, now!” She rasped in my ear. “You owe me.”

I blushed and looked over at Alyssa. She looked at me oddly after hearing the whispered need, then shrugged and smiled her fantastic smile.

“I’ll take care of Kelly and Lexi. Why don’t you take care of Carmen?” Alyssa said.

I handed Aly a key to one of the suites. Carmen smiled, thanked Alyssa, grabbed my hand, and pulled me through the lobby. Becky watched as my Latina lover dragged me into the elevator, shoved me against the wall, and kissed me hard. As the elevator doors closed, Becky’s eyes lit up with a smile. Then my attention focused on Carmen as she looked up at me. She was beautiful, her dark eyes were wide in intensity.

“Dick. In me. NOW!” she huffed.

Somehow, we made it to our room before that happened.


CHAPTER 9
CURING CARMEN


Carmen spent the ride up the elevator unbuttoning my pants and had her hand inside my boxers before I could persuade her to wait until we were behind closed doors. She intensified my building lust with deep kisses, spearing her tongue back against my tonsils.

“What’s happened?” I asked breathlessly.

“Those bitches,” Carmen sighed, her pet word for Kelly and Lexi, “spent the last hour fucking in the back seat.”

“Really?” I asked as the elevator door opened, and we walked into the top-floor hallway.

“I had to watch in the rearview,” Carmen explained, “then it was too much to watch, then the moans, and … Just, please, Jeremiah. I need…”

I understood what she needed, and wasn’t really surprised that it was what I wanted. I used the keycard to unlock the door, and she rushed past me, pulling her top off and pushing down her jeans. As I closed the door, she turned towards me in a black bra and panties. She was as stunning as I remembered her, with her black hair curled along the top of her breasts. She pulled her bra off, releasing her heavy breasts with a delicious bounce. Rigid nipples capped her brown peaks as she bent down and pushed her panties. She pulled her feet clear and flopped on the bed, her fingers sliding up and down her glistening sex.

I walked to the bed, watching her play with herself. Her eyes locked on mine as I pushed down my jeans, then pulled off my top. Her eyes were wide with impatient need. I smirked and took my time pushing down my boxers, enjoying how she squirmed under my heated gaze.

“What did you say you needed?” I scolded as I gripped my rock-hard erection.

“Your cock!” Carmen spat, spun to her knees, and crawled to the edge of the bed.

Carmen pushed my hand away, grabbed my shaft, and pushed her lips over my knob. I gripped a fist of her hair, as her lust-filled eyes looked up to mine, as I sucked my dick, purring under my instinctive control. She exhaled through her nose with a puff, then started to mouth fuck me. I closed my eyes and tightened my fingers in her ebony hair, enjoying her oral talents as she indulged.

I pulled her head back, and my cock popped out of her mouth and bounced before her face. “And where did you need it?” I teased.

“In my cunt! “ Carmen panted, turned around, and lifted her ass to me, looking back over her shoulder and pleading. “Now, please, J. I need it now.”

I stepped to the edge of the bed, gripped her hip with one hand, and slid my crown up and down her pussy lips until I found the right spot. With a slow press, I sank my cock deep into her tight cunt. She growled as she felt me fill her, pushing her hips back and lowering her head to the bed. Her inner muscles tighten around cock as I hold myself buried inside her.

Waiting until I felt her impatience simmer, I pulled out, then began a slow and steady rhythm, moaning at her velvety tightness. Sensing her need and seeing her moral curve glowing green, I fucked her faster, grabbing her hips and pulling her back into my forward thrusts.

Her moans and keens matched her pulsing green curves as I fucked her hard, deep, and fast. She reached her hand between her thighs and felt my shaft slide in and out of her needy twat. Once she found the right angle, she circled her clit, pressing into her pussy. I stood taller, adjusting the angle of my thrusts to angle the tip of my cock along the front of her channel.

She moaned out as I hit the right spot, “AHHHH FUCK, YESS… FUCK FUCK, CUMMING!” she exploded.

I pulled her back, embedding myself into her quivering tunnel. I felt her hot juices flow against my groin and drip down my balls. Her tremors milked my cock deliciously, trying to coax me to pulse my load into her. I held myself past the first ripples, then started back with the same hard tempo.

“OH, GOD. DON’T STOP, FUCK. YESSS!” Carmen ranted as I kept up my furious pace. “JEREMIAH!”

I spanked her ass as I drew back to slam forward into her, and spanked again on the next backstroke. Her moans increased, encouraging me to redden her dusky cheeks with my arduous slaps. Finally, I leaned forward, took firm hold of her breasts, and felt her hard nipples against my palms. I lifted her, squatting slightly to stay inside her as I pulled her onto her knees, her back against my chest.

Sawing in short strokes, I kissed her neck while mauling her tits. The way she responded to my building control and roughness only fed my lust. I pulled out, and she turned towards me, her eyes almost panicked at the sudden disconnection. I kissed her deeply, then pushed her onto her back. Her eyes darkened, and she smiled cattily as she spread her legs, pulling her knees back.

“All yours,” she moaned. “Take me, stud.”

I climbed onto the bed and crawled forward, notching my cock into her open slit. She closed her eyes as I slid into her, lowering my mouth to one of her rigid nipples. She arched her back at the contact while rocking her hips as I buried deep inside her.

Carmen met my thrusts with her hips as I sucked and licked her nipples. She ran her fingers through my short, cropped hair. Her moans like music to my ears. I lifted my head and found her wild, dark eyes. I locked onto her as I felt my balls tighten.“Look at me, Carmen.” I moaned, “Watch me, watch me as I cum.”

“Fuck! YES… SHOOT INSIDE ME!” Carmen screamed as I slammed deep into her.

Our eyes widened as my body shook—a shiver of electricity pooled in the pit of my core. My hips flexed instinctively, and a lightning bolt shot up my spine. My cock erupted inside her, my body rocking as I kept my eyes locked on Carmen’s dark brown irises. Carmen wrapped her legs around my thighs, holding me tight. Finally, her eyes rolled back, and I felt her pussy pulse and ripple as her back arched into the mattress.

I loved watching her come while I trembled in bliss.

We stayed like that for untold moments. When I regained movement, I lowered my mouth to her heaving breasts, suckling a hard nipple tenderly. Carmen’s fingers massaged the back of my head as I nursed lovingly.

“Jeremiah,” Carmen said softly. “You don’t know how much I missed that.”

I looked at her, “I only left five days ago,” and laughed.

Carmen laughed, “My first dick in five days.” Her eyes sparkled. “And the only dick I want.”

Her eyes warmed as I slid up her body and kissed her tenderly. We were enjoying our first after-sex cuddle, and it felt like perfection. Her body, damp with the exertion of our coupling, was warm against my chest. Her breasts pillowed against my chest as we kissed slowly, a decadent reminder of her fabulous curves. We enjoyed the afterglow of our lovemaking until my shrinking cock slipped from her pussy. I rolled to her side, and she moved to face me.

“Did you mess with that other girl?” Carmen joked, “What is her name?”

“Alyssa,” I reminded. “And no, I didn’t … well, kinda… It’s hard to explain.”

“Jeremiah!” Carmen exclaimed, shoving me gently, “I thought you’d learned your lesson.”

I got defensive and rolled off the bed. I walked to retrieve my boxers, pulling them up my legs. Carmen watched me with her teasing smile, and I couldn’t stay mad at her. I rubbed the top of my head and looked down at her as I stretched.

“It was an experiment,” I explained, “She knew I was doing it to her, and afterward, she didn’t want me to reverse what I’d done.”

“After what?” Carmen asked.

“After we made love.” I continued.

“Made love, or fucked her silly?” she teased.

“Is there a difference?” I joked, “Seriously, Alyssa and I are officially together.”

“What?!” Carmen exclaimed. “Then why the fuck are you here with me?”

“Because you needed it, and I owed you.” I reminded.

“¡Ay caramba!?” She exclaimed. “Are all males foolish?”

She slid to the edge of the bed and started sliding her panties back on. She quickly pulled them up and stood up, holding her bra. She looked at me angrily as I looked at her, confused.

“You don’t get it, do you?” Carmen sighed, putting her bra on and sliding the straps up her shoulders.

“We talked about it,” I stammered, “She knew that you, Lexi, and Kelly, would need me.”

“Bullshit.” Carmen sputtered as she walked to the door and pulled on her jeans, “You just wanted to keep fucking up, typical male. Spreading your seed far and wide.”

I shook my head. I admittedly never understood females, and Carmen’s sudden anger made no sense to me. I pulled on my jeans and T-shirt. Carmen pulled down her sweatshirt and looked at me.

“Let’s go, lover boy,” she ordered.

“Where?” I asked.

“To go talk to your girlfriend,” she explained, exasperated.

We went next door and knocked. We waited, and no one answered. We knocked again. Finally, we went downstairs and got another key from the front desk. Becky smiled knowingly as she looked at Carmen’s tousled hair. I’m sure we smelled of sex as she gave us another key card.

“Glad you’re enjoying your stay, Jeremiah.” Becky flirted.

Carmen punched me hard in the side before walking back to the elevator.

“What was that for?” I asked, slumping against the side of the elevator.

“Jeremiah, I forbid you from messing with that poor clerk!” Carmen said furiously.

“I wasn’t going to,” I replied, irritated.

“You’ve messed with every other girl you’ve come in contact with,” Carmen spat.

“Except you,” I said truthfully.

I’d barely scanned her since our reunion, only to ensure she wanted what I wanted. She looked at me with her dark black eyes and considered my words. Her eyes softened, but her mouth was still in a firm frown.

“And why is that?” she asked, “Because I like fucking?”

I sighed, “Or, maybe since I found out I have this fucked up power, I don’t want to fuck with anyone.”

“Except your girlfriend,” Carmen countered, exiting the elevator and storming down the hall.

“That’s not the same thing!?” I said as I chased her.

Carmen reached our second suite, swiped the key card, and opened the door. I held it as she slipped inside, followed her in, and closed the door just in time.

“What the fuck is this!?!” Carmen shouted. “Did you make her a slut, too?”

I looked past Carmen and saw Kelly, Lexi, and Alyssa all naked. Their heads were all lifted from the daisy chain of bodies to see who was yelling. None of them showed any shame and appeared entirely happy. Finally, after a few moments of awkward silence, Alyssa rolled over and off the bed and stood up, walking over to Carmen.

“You must be Carmen,” Alyssa said. “We didn’t get to meet downstairs.”

Carmen was taken aback, looking up and down Alyssa’s nude body. I spent a few seconds appreciating the view before walking around Carmen and sliding my hand around Alyssa’s hip. Lexi and Kelly simply rearranged themselves until they lay on their sides, opposite each other, and started back licking each other’s pussies.

“Do you know what Jeremiah did to you?” Carmen asked, unsurely.

“Yes, and I told him not to change me back,” Alyssa stated.

“What did he change? D-die he make you a slut? You asked for this?” Carmen asked, confused.

“No,” Alyssa said with a muffled giggle. “I’m a lesbian. Or was until J.”

Alyssa looked at Carmen tenderly and explained everything. That she self-identified as a lesbian, and had loved me as a friend for the last couple of years. She explained her struggle with her emotions and sexuality until I adjusted her. Finally, she explained how happy she was not to have to struggle. She turned and hugged me close and kissed me on the cheek.

“Did you know that he was fucking me?” Carmen confessed, still wary of the unusual circumstances.

“Yeah, well, you made that pretty clear.” Alyssa said, “I didn’t think I could stop you or him. To tell you the truth, I was curious if I would still enjoy lesbian sex. So it was a good experiment to try right off.”

“And?” Carmen asked.

“Oh, I still love it,” Alyssa admitted, “And those two? Wow, they are very considerate. Thank you.”

“Thank me?” Carmen gaped, “For what?”

“They’ve had a good teacher.” Alyssa complimented.

Carmen held her fingertips to her lips, shaking her head. Then she sat down on the chair in the room and held her head in her hands. She started to cry, a soft cry.

Alyssa kneeled in front of her, concern on her face, “Carmen, what’s wrong?”

“I don’t know if I can handle this?” Carmen sobbed.“It’s all weird, strange, messed up, awesome. I have so many mixed feelings about all this shit.”

Alyssa squatted eye level, nodding and listening as Carmen spilled her guts.

“Part of me loves the newly open relationship I have with those two twits,” Carmen started, waving toward Kelly and Lexi.

“We love you too, Carmen,” they said in chorus, sitting on the edge of their bed, watching Carmen with concern. Carmen’s interruption distracted them from their explorations, and now they were concerned for their friend.

Carmen smiled but said, “But it’s so unlike you two! I also want you to be who you are supposed to be. Even if that means we stop… fucking.” She shook her head. “I’m lost, confused. Am I going crazy?”

“No, Carmen—you’re not crazy, but yeah, it’s confusing,” Alyssa nodded. “That’s where Jeremiah’s ability fits in. He can help.”

“I can?” I asked.

“Yes, lover, you can,” Alyssa stated. “The problem is Carmen’s morals conflict. Her open sexuality conflicts with what she understands as a normal relationship. What’s going on here, with you and me, her and the girls, isn’t a normal relationship. That we all want to be together doesn’t match her inner model.”

“Wait, we do?” I interrupted.

“We do,” Alyssa stated as if it were a fact. “But we want them to continue becoming Kelly and Lexi without the tangle of your influence. That has to include a new understanding of who they are now, not solely who they were before you met Kelly on the stairs.”

Lexi and Kelly must have gotten bored, because they were lying on the bed, making out tenderly.

“I’m not sure I understand,” Carmen confessed, “What can Jeremiah do?”

“Jeremiah, scan Carmen, tell us what you see,” Alyssa instructed.

Carmen stiffened, her eyes wide with fear.

“Carmen, relax,” Alyssa soothed. “Jeremiah won’t do anything to you without your permission. He’s learned that lesson.”

Carmen softened and looked at me as I scanned her and saw where her graph was active, two parts sparking red as her psyche struggled with two conflicting ideas. Remembering our experiments, I pinpointed her conflict and where they were on the glowing wave. I had a much better understanding of what the flashes meant.”

“You seem to hold a strong moral value for a committed relationship, but that conflicts with your openness towards sex with both males and females,” I offered. “Your identity is bisexual, but you have an ideal of marrying a man. So you want to have both, but your mind has them knotted up, and you struggle with how both things can be true.”

Alyssa nodded as Carmen looked at me quietly. I could see Carmen thoughtfully mull over my diagnosis. Her eyes lifted to the ceiling, and I scanned her again. The activity sparked in the same places with the same intensity, but the amplitude had dropped. Her curve had edged lower as I watched.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I asked Carmen, curious about the change.

“I’m remembering all the failed relationships I’ve had,” Carmen confessed, a tear falling down her cheek.

“Fascinating,” I thought to myself. I realized that the reflections on her past were affecting the active part of her curve as she recalled it. I turned my attention to Kelly and Lexi and scanned them for the first time since I’d left their dorm room. Their moral walls had changed; some parts were different than what I remembered.

“Wow,” I said aloud.

“What?” asked Alyssa.

“I think people’s curves change slowly as they have different experiences. Like a bad experience might make a certain section stronger. Like it’s trying to protect something,” I theorized.

“That’s what I suspected,” Alyssa offered, rising hand in mine. “You can fix the ‘scars’ of past events, so people aren’t stuck in their past.”

“You mean I’m stuck?” Carmen asked.

“Tell us what you were remembering,” Alyssa said, perched on a chair arm, stroking her back.

“I was thinking about how I could never keep a relationship going,” Carmen started. “How I’d fall in love with a guy and have great sex. I believed that we were serious, and his feelings matched mine. Then I’d be crushed when the guy would abandon me. The same thing happened so many times; I just gave up on the ideal relationship I had in my mind, and focused on finding sexual pleasure. Adding more women, because my trust in men was ruined.”

Carmen started crying again. Alyssa let her cry, removing her hand from her back as Carmen confronted her emotions.

“But sex didn’t help,” Carmen wailed. “It felt good, but I couldn’t stand to stay with anyone male or female. I’d kick out whoever I was with, then cry myself to sleep.”

I watched as Carmen processed her past. I could sense her abnormally high wall in the relationship section starting to lower as her emotions processed and her reactions shifted. She was correcting herself, just really slowly.

“I can help,” I said softly. “I know what I can do to help if you want me to, Carmen.

Carmen looked up at me, eyes brimming with painful tears. She looked at Kelly and Lexi, lying beside each other, but focused on Carmen with concern in their eyes. Carmen smiled, then looked up at Alyssa. Finally, she looked at me. A glimmer of hope, or trust, flashed behind her eyes, and she nodded.

“Okay, Jeremiah,” Carmen said, forcing a smile. “What the fuck? Go ahead. Believe it or not, I trust you. ”

I focused on the center of the section as I reached for her hand. I needed to touch and establish a connection first, before I could adjust them. She grabbed my fingers, which I took as consent, and pushed, directing my power against the knots that had formed around her ideal heterosexual monogamous relationship. Watching her eyes, body, and face, it was like a light was going on, shining behind her dark eyes. The knot untangled, and in doing so, released the tension around her sexual identity. Her forced smile relaxed into a natural grin as her inner turmoil quieted.

“Thank you,” Carmen breathed, almost in awe. She then turned to Alyssa, “Thank you too, Alyssa.”

Alyssa hugged Carmen to her bare breasts, “Oh, Carmen, you’re welcome.”

I released Carmen’s hand, took a step back, and leaned against the wall. I slid to the floor, deep in thought. Processing what I’d done, I felt amazed, humbled, confused, and drained. Alyssa released Carmen and rose, wrapping her arms around me, squeezing, then kissing my cheek.

Carmen went to bed and hugged the two girls. “It’s going to be okay, Kelly,” Carmen said. “We’ll be okay, Lexi.”

“We know that Carmen,” they said in unison, “Jeremiah makes everything better.”

I focused on Kelly and Lexi as Alyssa embraced me. I focused my power on correcting a simple side effect of my impulsive, intrusive mistake. I reset their aversion to clothing glitch. With that fixed, I pulled Alyssa into my arms. She giggled, wrapped her arms around my neck, and nuzzled her nose against mine.

“I’m hungry,” I said.

“For me?” Alyssa asked, wide-eyed.

“Well, yes,” I admitted. “But that can wait. We need to eat dinner first. Then we can come back for dessert.”

“We’ll get dressed,” said Kelly and Lexi together.

“Fuck me,” said Carmen, amazed at their willingness to put clothes on.

“Maybe I will,” said Alyssa, winking. “After dinner.”

Carmen and I looked at each other and laughed. The three of us shared a short hug. Carmen excused herself to fix her makeup. I opened the adjoining door to our additional suite, then left to let Alyssa dress for dinner. I returned to the other suite and grabbed a bottle of water from the minibar. I sat in one of the armchairs in the small room outside the bedroom and collected my thoughts.

I had discovered how much Carmen had struggled with her values in her relationship, in conflict with her identity. Her expressive sexuality masked her pain from unsuccessful relationships. She used sex as a coping mechanism, but any relief she felt was short-lived. Alyssa realized this much more quickly than I did. Even after scanning her after my fix, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to figure out what I needed to fix with Kelly and Lexi without her help.

I heard a soft knock from the opposite side of the adjoining door to the other suite.

“Come,” I called, still musing over what had just happened.

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa chided. “You have to unlock it.”

I laughed to myself as I stood and walked to unlock the adjoining door. Alyssa greeted me with her brilliant smile and lovely blue eyes. She was back in her traveling clothes. She leaned into me, and we shared a tender hug.

“That was amazing,” Aly said softly, her head on my shoulder.

“I know,” I admitted. “I couldn’t have done that without your help.”

“You’d have figured it out eventually,” Alyssa encouraged.

I shrugged and slid through the adjoining door. I pulled our bags off the baggage cart and returned them to our room. I was puzzled about who would sleep in which room, but I figured I’d claim the room I was initially in. I also knew I wanted Alyssa by my side. Alyssa slid beside me and slipped her hand in the crook of my arm as we walked back to the girls’ suite.

“Are y’all almost ready?” I asked as they unloaded their luggage from the cart. “I’m famished.”

“We’re coming!” came a chorus of voices from the bathroom.

I looked up as I pulled the cart to the suite door and saw three happy, sexy women filing into the sitting room. Lexi smiled brilliantly at me in the lead, her red hair drawn back into a ponytail. Carmen was right behind her, her eyes still bright from her emotions, but with a light in her eyes that seemed more hopeful than I’d ever seen her. Kelly brought up the rear, her voluptuous body a delight to my eyes, her blonde mane cascading down her shoulders. They were all radiant.

Alyssa slid beside me and, on her tiptoes, whispered in my ear, “See what you’ve done to them. They all look so happy.”

“They do,” I agreed.

I didn’t let my darker thoughts about causing the whole mess cloud the small victory. It was true that we’d helped Carmen make a breakthrough. But I worried about how I could fix Kelly and Lexi. Would my adjustments erase their radiant smiles? Would I be able to reconcile their past with their present? I was glad to have Alyssa help me with the task. I trusted her as much as she did me, but I was still worried.

“Let’s go eat!” Alyssa offered, opening the door.

I let the girls file out ahead of me. I could not resist admiring each of them as they walked past me. Their comfortable road-trip outfits covered bodies I knew too well. I felt myself become aroused at the thought of what the night held. Then I felt the icy revelation of how uncertain everything was until I had figured out how to make everything right. Sighing a heavy sigh, I pushed the luggage cart into the hallway.

We took the elevator down to the first floor and pulled the cart past the front desk as the four girls walked out the door to the restaurant across the parking lot. I smiled at Becky, the front desk attendant, as I pushed the cart back to its storage location. After I stowed the cart, Becky waved me over with a curious look.

“Hi, Becky,” I said.

“Pardon me for asking, Mr. Jackson,” Becky asked with a slight blush across her cheeks, “I couldn’t help but notice you arrived with one girl. Rode up the elevator with a different girl. Then came back down with two more. It just made me curious.”

“Curious about what?” I probed, leaning against the counter with a confident smile, ”Please call me J.”

“Of course, J. Um, are they all with you?” She asked, “I mean….”

She blushed and looked down at the desk. I scanned her moral profile as she struggled with asking what was on her mind. I noticed several aberrations near the well-known sexual profile, as well as activity in the area around where I’d adjusted Carmen. I concluded she was having trouble determining the nature of my relationships.

“I’m sorry, J,” Becky said, looking back up at me and finding her brilliant smile. “It’s none of my business. Your companions just looked so very happy.”

I smiled back at her as I processed her observation. Internally, I struggled with my relationship with four beautiful, sexy women. My young libido suggested that Becky could make an excellent fifth addition to the team. I ignored my libido.

“They are happy,” I answered. “Amazingly, they are happy to be with me.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Becky gasped, touching her fingertip to her lips, “Oh, please don’t think that I….”

“It’s okay! Becky,” I replied, reaching out to take her hand and smiling a comforting smile. “I’m amazed they’re happy too. Frankly, I’m still trying to work out how that happened.”

She smiled back, a bit relieved at my response. I scanned her a bit more, enjoying the emotions that crossed her face. Her sexual portion lit up with activity. She leaned down towards me, lowering her eyes.

“How do you manage, all four?” she breathed, lifting her eyes back to mine.

Her quick intake of breath also revealed her intimate thoughts. My libido nudged me, almost painfully stabbing at me as I felt her process the combinations in her mind. I let go of her hand, too tempted by my ability to adjust her in an impulsive moment, and smiled up at her before answering honestly.

“One at a time, Becky,” I grinned.

“Oh, Jeremiah!” She giggled.

Her playful smile held some promise. I winked at her as I walked towards the exit. One at a time might be the best way to handle the daunting task ahead. My mood brightened as I left the hotel and walked to the restaurant. I looked west and enjoyed the spectacular sunset as I headed to meet my four beauties for dinner.


CHAPTER 10
HOTEL HARMONY


Alyssa met me at the restaurant door and hugged me.

“It’s your favorite, J,” she said with a smile. “Breakfast served 24 hours a day, including bacon.”

I laughed and enjoyed a close hug with just Alyssa. I was still pleasantly surprised by how well we worked together to help Carmen.

“Where are the others?” I asked.

“They went with the waitress to our table. I volunteered to wait for you,” Alyssa explained, “I wanted to ask you a question.”

“Ask away,” I smiled.

“I enjoyed helping Carmen,” Alyssa explained. “I wanted to make sure you were okay with my help.”

“Of course. Aly, I would be lost in all this without you. Your knowledge of psychology and theories about what I can do helps me understand it better. You know all the head-shrinking stuff. I’m just a programmer. Logic, I understand. Brains, especially female brains, get me confused.”

“I think you know us better than you think,” Alyssa said, rising to kiss me.

I kissed her back but felt my stomach rumble. “Let’s go order,” I said.

“Okay, but I think we should concentrate on Lexi next,” Alyssa said as she led me through the diner.

“Can’t it wait until after dinner?” I whined, a bit drained.

“Dessert is for after dinner,” Alyssa said with a wink. “We need to make some progress before playtime, make some adjustments, and see how Lexi is in the morning.”

“She and Carmen are close friends,” I mused. “They usually go running on Saturdays, according to Carmen’s email. Maybe they’ll resume that routine in the morning.”

“That’s a good goal,” Alyssa said conspiratorially as we arrived at the table.

Carmen sat between Kelly and Alexis on one side of a round table. Alyssa sat next to Lexi, and I slipped into my seat between Alyssa and Kelly. I picked up the menu, examining the choices, when I immediately felt two hands slide up and down my thigh. One belonged to Kelly and was a bit more aggressive than Alyssa’s more comforting caresses. I must have shown some concern, because Carmen started laughing.

“See J?” Carmen teased. “See what I’ve had to put up with for the last week.”

I smiled at her and noticed that Kelly’s other hand wasn’t on the table but spread out towards Carmen’s lap. Lexi’s hands made similar motions to Carmen’s and Alyssa’s. “Okay, this is a bit out of hand,” I mumbled.

I slid my hand under the table and held Kelly’s hand, touching it gently. Then I concentrated my will on her sexual section and pulled it up from the shallow setting to a more normal, healthy level. Kelly smiled at me as she slid her hand into mine.

“I’m glad you’re here, Jay,” she said, then let go of my hand and used both of her hands to pick up the menu.

I saw Carmen squirm and noticed Alyssa blush as she wriggled next to me. I reached across Alyssa’s lap and touched Lexi’s hand. I adjusted her sexual graph as I pulled her hand from between Alyssa’s legs. She lifted her head and smiled up at me.

The physical touch of each of them seemed to trigger a persistent connection. With that established, I could adjust them without touching as long as we stayed in proximity.

“I’m glad to be here with all four of you lovely ladies,” I said as I looked at each of them. The warm feelings I felt for each of them reminded me of what Aly said about how we all wanted to be together. I acknowledged my desire was in that direction, but had no idea if it would happen. If it did, it would be consensual. I wouldn’t use my powers to create the relationships.

With their libidos reset to a normal range, we all read through our menus without further disturbance. It would be interesting to see what they ordered. If Alyssa’s theories were right about the girls, they’d order sweet, fatty items, seeking an easy, tasty treat. Sure enough, Kelly and Lexi ordered sugary pancakes and waffles, Alyssa ordered a salad, and Carmen ordered a burger. I ordered steak and eggs with a side of bacon. I caught Alyssa’s eyes as I ordered the bacon and winked at her. She blushed and just shook her head.

While waiting for our orders to arrive, Alyssa started to question Lexi. I listened carefully while I scanned Lexi’s moral profile.

“So, Alexis,” Alyssa started. “What did you do in high school?”

“Oh, please, call me Lexi,” she replied. “It’s odd for my friends to use my full name. I ran cross-country and track, mostly longer distances. I loved mathematics and science classes too.”

“I’m a big science nerd,” Alyssa confessed. “But I’m no runner. How much do you run?”

“I usually run about 20-25 miles a week,” Lexi stated, “seven or eight miles every other day. This last week I’ve hardly run. I’ve, uh, been busy with other activities.”

Lexi blushed as she raised her eyes to Kelly and Carmen, who only returned their bashful smiles. She also caught my eye, and her dazzling smile made me smile in return.

“Well, you probably deserved the rest,” Alyssa comforted. “I can’t imagine running a mile, let alone seven!”

“I need to get back at it,” Lexi confessed. “Carmen told me to bring my running gear, so maybe we can go for a run in the morning, Carmen?”

“I’d love to, Lexi,” Carmen said. “I need to burn off some excess energy.”

“Lexi’s going to try to walk onto the college cross-country team in the fall,” Carmen bragged to Alyssa.

“That’s a great goal,” Alyssa said.

I noticed pulses of activity along Lexi’s moral profile as she talked, and I felt Alyssa squeeze my thigh. We’d planned for this on the drive to the hotel. She’d lead the conversation and hit subjects along the curves we’d mapped from our experience. When she signaled, I’d adjust that section until there was a balance, neither a red nor a green glow. Lexi’s running section needed a boost to match what her goals were, and that section was adjacent to the part I’d rashly flattened.

Why running was close to sexual activity wasn’t clear. Maybe it was aligned with the heartbeats and breathing. Our experiments included a few questions about physical fitness, and I remembered roughly how the more athletic subjects’ moral profiles were shaped.

“I hope you make the team,” I said, “I used to love cross-country in high school.”

“Your school has a great cross-country team,” Lexi offered. “I’ve considered before looking to transfer to be a part of a better team.”

I pushed, and my adjustment to her walls responded much more effectively, thanks to our physical touch. She smiled at me while I adjusted her curves, almost faithfully accepting that I was fixing her waning dedication to her sport.

“Really,” I asked, “you’d transfer to my school?”

“Seems I have a good reason to,” Lexi flirted, then smiled at Alyssa. “Now that I have friends there.”

I was uncertain about having Lexi so close, but I also enjoyed toying with the idea. She was a fun person to be around. I’d only known the Lexi I had modified, but Carmen’s emails showed her to be a good, honest, loyal friend.

“Well, as an ambassador for our school.” I began with a grin. “And with some selfish reason, but really for the good of our cross-country team, I encourage you to transfer.”

“I’d like that too,” Alyssa said brightly, which took me a bit by surprise.

Carmen looked at me, “Your school has great connections to the dance studios in Portland, right. I think I read that somewhere.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Alyssa parried. “You are a dance major. What type of dance are you interested in?”

“Modern mostly,” Carmen started. “Though I love all types, from ballet to hip-hop, I really just love to be on stage.”

“Yeah, I can see that!” I laughed.

Kelly slid over next to me and slid her hand into mine. I accepted her hand and looked over at her. She looked at me, her blue eyes saddened and brimming with tears.

“What’s the matter, Kelly?” I asked.

“This makes me feel like you are stealing my best friends,” Kelly stammered. “Right after I began to love them so much.”

She bent her head and started to sob. Carmen looked at me, shocked—the first time we'd seen either girl show anything but happiness. I scanned Kelly's moral curve: deep red pulses throbbed near the relationship zone I'd just repaired for Carmen, chaotic signals betraying her deepened bonds with both of them. Her baseline green harmony flickered faintly elsewhere, drowned by the conflict. No wonder talk of school transfers crushed her.

“Oh, Kel, I wouldn’t move without you!” Lexi soothed, moving behind to hug her roommate.

“What are you studying?” I asked, wanting to help with a practical solution rather than just recklessly mute the conflict in her mind. “I’m sure our school has something for you.”

I realized I hardly knew anything about Kelly. She was stunningly beautiful and, thanks to my adjustments, a fantastic sex partner. But I didn’t know any of her interests. Carmen’s emails focused more on Lexi. Kelly and Carmen’s relationship was strained before last weekend because Carmen’s oversexed coping mechanism conflicted with Kelly’s morals at the time. My adjustment tore that wall down, but what Kelly was really like was a mystery.

“She’s studying business,” Lexi offered with a shrug.

“What type?” I pressed, hoping to draw her out, anchor her.

Kelly sniffled, lifting her head to meet my eyes. “Hospitality—hotels, restaurants. Smaller inns, not this corporate... ew.” She wrinkled her nose, glancing around.

“We’ve got a top-level program,” Alyssa chimed, waving dismissively. “Easy transfer.”

I reeled—this weekend was supposed to be a goodbye to Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. Now my ex-lesbian girlfriend was pitching them to transfer to our school. Brain freeze. Luckily, the waitress interrupted the disruptive talk with food. The tone changed as we ate, and the four girls bonded like old friends.

I forced myself to relax and scanned the four girls. Their curves glowed active in the same moral curve section, trending serene green. Feminine bonding ritual, I guess.

As they chatted, swapping stories, their profiles curved naturally in relationship areas, escaping my flat plateaus. What about mine? Was I normalizing too, latching onto them all? I listened, learning each woman's depths.

Kelly's family ran a cozy coastal bed-and-breakfast—her parents’ hobby, despite their corporate clout. She had the gift for it with her effortless warmth and knack for making folks feel at home. But they pushed for her to seek bigger business, while she craved intimate inns. Lexi thrived outdoors—running, climbing, kayaking—anything to do with nature or the water. Academically, she was studying biology, but thought she wanted to focus on physical therapy. Carmen’s spirit pulsed with a deep fire for dance in every style. Her body was built to be a rhythm machine on the stage or between the sheets. She’d thrive on the stage with star power and sensual energy.

The three of them were so vibrant and alive that I caught myself grinning at each of them with each revelation. I pushed away from my natural cynicism and focused on the happy energy around the table. Maybe, with their buoyant energy, I would start seeing the bright side of things. I realized that this past week, despite the stress from the mistake I’d made last weekend, was a change from my norm.

I’d been fighting depression since my mother died in a car crash during my senior year in high school. I channeled my energy into school work and the ROTC team. Stuffing my schedule so I didn’t have time to wallow in darkness. This week, as I figured out how my power worked and broke out of the friendzone Alyssa and I had been in, my outlook was rarely dark.

Meanwhile, Alyssa mentored effortlessly, her mind linking together each of their unique psych puzzles to practical application—born counselor. As the din of our conversation waned, she squeezed my knee. “Pay attention,” she whispered. “A few more adjustments might be needed with Lexi.”

I nodded, understanding her intention. Alyssa redirected the conversation toward Lexi while I scanned. She used the same question types from our experiments to discover how Lexi processed some of the moral difficulties in Aly’s questionnaire. I scanned Lexi’s profile and made slight adjustments to raise the parts of the graph that I’d flattened.

The process took about 15 minutes, and Kelly and Carmen tried to listen and follow along. But as the conversation shifted from Alyssa asking to Lexi answering, they both disconnected. I noticed Carmen leaning against Kelly’s neck, whispering in her ear. Kelly was blushing, and her hand reached and stroked my thigh. I tried to split my attention between Lexi and the two beautiful, flirty women on my side of the table, but it was a fool’s game. I was getting too aroused to be any more help to Lexi.

“I think we should head back to our room,” I said when a break in the conversation ebbed.

“Me too,” Carmen said with her arm under the table, angled toward Kelly.

“Mmmnhf. Yesss, please,” cooed Kelly, squirming and stifling a moan.

No scan required to know what they were up to.

“I think that’s a great idea,” Aly said, standing up, smiling at me, and squeezing Lexi’s hand.

I had already settled the check, so we rose and linked arms as we walked across the parking lot. My mood had improved dramatically from the worry of the past week. Even before the wild weekend, I’d been down and depressed. I was looking forward to exploring more of our budding relationship in our suites.

Upon entering the lobby, I noticed Becky at the front desk with a guy I hadn’t seen before. I decided to swing by and say hello to see if she was still curious, as she had been earlier in the day. Carmen grasped my arm and joined me as I approached the charming hostess.

“Jeremiah,” she hissed, squeezing my elbow. “What are you doing, you crazy man?”

“I’m just being polite, Carmen, don’t worry,” I said. Then waved to Alyssa as the other three continued past the front desk. “Hold the elevator! I’ll just be a minute.”

She tilted her head, spying Becky, and nodded to me with a knowing smirk. As we approached, Becky stepped away from the guy beside her, who was working at the hotel’s computer system, and waved us toward an empty bay.

“Becky, I want you to meet Carmen,” I said, smiling.

“Hello, Becky,” Carmen said flirtatiously. “I’m sorry I was such a bitch earlier.”

“Oh, please!” Becky said, eyes gleaming with a bright smile. “Traveling can make us all a bit off.”

I scanned Becky, noticing that her sexual graph was sparking green as she spoke with Carmen.

“Maybe there is something Carmen can do to make it up to you,” I offered casually, sensing the attraction between them.

Carmen looked at me oddly, and I winked at her.

“I’m just getting off shift in a few minutes,” Becky said, smiling at me, then back to Carmen, “What did you have in mind?”

“Well, if you can, stop by our suites. I’m sure Carmen will figure something out.”

Becky’s eyes never left Carmen’s, and I could see her pupils dilate in attraction. Carmen squirmed, but her eyes dropped to ogle Becky’s attractive body, then repeated the flirty glance. Carmen reached behind me and pinched my ass.

“I’d love to make it up to you,” Carmen agreed, winking at the fetching blonde. “My mind is filling with various ways.”

Becky was left speechless, and Carmen grabbed me by my elbow and steered me to the waiting elevator.

“I’ll, uh… Okay!” Becky stammered as we left the front desk area.

“Jeremiah,” Carmen whispered. “Did you do anything to that poor girl?”

“No, Carmen, I only realized she was more interested in you than me.”

“Oh, thank God!” Carmen smiled, squeezing my arm. “I think I have a pretty good gaydar, but yours is much more reliable.”

“I thought you’d enjoy a little gift for all your hard work,” I laughed as we joined the other three in the elevator.

“What’s that?” Alyssa asked.

“Remember Becky at the front desk?” I asked. “She’s coming up to visit Carmen when she’s off shift.”

“Really?” Alyssa breathed. “She was lovely.”

Lexi and Kelly were kissing in the corner as Carmen and Alyssa grinned at each other. With Carmen on my arm, I took Alyssa’s hand as the elevator rose, and so did the sexual tension. When the door stopped, Kelly finished pulling Lexi’s sweatshirt off as we all exited, hurrying to our rooms.

I opened the door to Carmen’s room and watched as the stream of horny women entered. Then I followed and flipped the deadbolt to keep the door open for Becky. I’d been tuned into the pulsing green of her curve as I entered the elevator. While Lexi and Kelly finished stripping, focused on their strong sexual bond, Carmen wrapped Alyssa in a close hug.

“I never said I was sorry,” Carmen hummed.

“For what?” Alyssa asked, leaning back and combing a stray lock of Carmen’s hair behind her ear.

“For stealing away your boyfriend for a quick fuck,” Carmen smiled.

“Think nothing of it,” Alyssa answered, leaning forward to kiss Carmen’s lips, “He’s pretty good at it.”

I laughed and enjoyed their budding intimacy. I stayed back while the four of them continued to strip and make out. Watching Alyssa and Carmen was different. I didn’t feel any jealousy that Alyssa was into making out with another woman. It made me happy that she checked in with me, and I nodded. Carmen also tilted her head, as if asking for permission. I waved to go ahead. That they were enjoying their first intimate contact was a novel type of joy.

I heard a soft knock on the door and turned to open it, finding Becky smiling back at me. Her eyes swept over my dressed frame, before trying to look past me into the room. I leaned against the frame and smiled back at her.

“Are you sure you want to come in?” I asked seriously.

“Yes, J,” she affirmed. “Ever since I saw all those beautiful, sexy girls smiling with you, I’ve been curious what your secret is, even more curious about Carmen.”

“You won’t get in trouble with the hotel?” I asked carefully to keep her from any trouble.

“Bart’s cool. I’ve covered for him before,” Becky assured me.

I opened the door, and she walked inside, stopping a few steps inside. After putting out the Do Not Disturb sign, I closed the door and locked it, stepping behind Becky as she watched the pair by the bed. Alyssa pushed Carmen’s shirt up, drawing it up and layering kisses across Carmen’s caramel-colored skin.

“She’s unwrapping her for you,” I whispered to Becky. “Should I unwrap you for her?”

“Oh, yes…” she uttered, captivated by the scene.

After seeing our guest had the attention of my four lovers, I concentrated on undressing her as a show for my bisexual companions. Lexi and Kelly resumed making out on the bed, while the three women standing were a study in contrasts. Becky’s skin was sun-kissed by a smooth light tan, Alyssa’s soft skin was pale like porcelain, while Carmen’s olive hue drew my eyes to her aroused dark nipples. Both Carmen and Aly enjoyed posing for the entranced receptionist.

When I pushed Becky’s panties down her thighs, she stepped out of them and padded barefoot to the pair. Aly and Carmen took turns kissing Becky, whose eyes closed as she enjoyed their tender attention. They drifted back to the edge of the mattress, blocking my view of the pair on the bed.

Alyssa stepped back and gave Becky and Carmen a nod before stepping toward me. I reached out to draw her to me, wrapping her warm, naked body in my fully dressed arms. Becky lowered to a squat in front of Carmen, who sighed and gripped her blonde hair to her core.

Kelly rose from behind Carmen’s shoulder, nearly glowing with sexual excitement as her hand slid around Becky’s side. Becky lifted her head in surprise. When Kelly leaned over her shoulder and kissed Carmen. The two blondes stared at each other. Then Kelly grinned with a wicked smirk, and the pair fell on the mattress with her. Rearranging themselves until Kelly arched back, radiating bliss from the pair’s attentions.

Lexi slid off the bed, and the two beautiful blondes made out with Carmen, increasing their passion. She padded over to Aly and me, giggling. “It’s getting too crowded on that bed. Can I join you two?”

“I’d love that,” Alyssa said, pulling Lexi in for a deep kiss.

I opened the door to the adjoining room, taking a last look at the two blondes astride either end of Carmen’s supine body, as her body rocked with her playmates. I closed the door but didn’t latch it, then turned to find the two of them lying on my bed, making out.

I stripped watching my girlfriend and the petite, lithe redhead kiss. Their hands soothed over each other’s skin, Lexi’s freckles a slight difference between their smooth skin. When I was naked, I climbed onto the bed with them. They turned as they felt the bed move, then reached for me, inviting me to join them.

Being between their two warm bodies, I got lost in the sensation of one, then the other. With my eyes closed as we moved together, trying to sense whose touch belonged to whom. My mind was dizzy with rising passion, focusing on their two curves alight with green lines shifting as I touched their bodies. Kissing one of them, while the other stroked my cock was decadent.

I gave up trying to sense their differences and sank into the feeling of a slowly building threesome. My cock was sucked as I lapped at sweet juices, the crimson patch of hair the only clue it was Lexi. She was angled toward Alyssa, licking between Alyssa’s legs. Alyssa bobbed between my thighs, sucking my rigid cock.

We shifted fluidly as we continued to explore, then I was behind Lexi, driving into her as she licked Alyssa. I stared into her electric blue eyes as I drove into the younger girl, and soon the three of us cried out as we peaked together. As I slid out of Lexi, she crawled up and cuddled with Alyssa. I slid beside them and rested with them in my arms.

I heard the sounds and strident moans from the other room, but I was happy to stay with Aly and Lexi. The three of us cuddled cozily, tired from the day of travel. And after slipping under the covers, faded to sleep in languid comfort while the other three continued in the other room.


CHAPTER 11
RAW REALITIES


I was warm within the cocoon of females, as my senses returned. Aly and Lexi slept on either side of me, resting their hands on my chest as they faced me, dreaming. I cocked an ear, listening for noises from the other room, and only heard breathing sounds. They’d finally wrung themselves out. Kelly’s stamina was amazing, and I knew Carmen could stand toe-to-toe with her. I gave Becky a quick scan and smiled at her contentment as she slumbered.

I nuzzled into Lexi’s curls and faded back to sleep

*beep beep* *beep beep*

I awoke to the sound of Lexi’s alarm. She lifted her arm across my chest, turned off the beeping from her watch, then stretched and kissed me.

“Time for my run,” Lexi sighed. “I wonder if Carmen is awake.”

“What time is it?” I whispered, not wanting to wake Alyssa on my other side.

“It’s six,” Lexi said, shifting to the edge of the bed and standing. “I love to run just as the sun is rising. It’s so beautiful.”

“Come back to bed, Lexi,” I groaned. “It’s way too early!”

“Jeremiah,” she soothed, leaning over and kissing me lightly, “I need to do this. I’m beginning to feel guilty about letting my training go. I know we’ll have time together later.”

“Okay, Lex,” I agreed, happy that my adjustments from last night had taken hold. “Have fun.”

She walked into the other room, and I heard Carmen complain and rustling. My bladder made its presence known, so I quietly withdrew from Alyssa, slid off the bed, and walked toward the bathroom. I peeked into the other suite on my way.

Lexi wore her thermal running tights and pulled on a tight, long-sleeved jersey. Carmen pulled on some baggy sweatpants and looked around for her sweatshirt that Alyssa had stripped from her last night. Kelly was fast asleep, past the two dressing runners on the bed, while Becky was awake, looking at her watch and combing her fingers through the tangled bird nest of curls. The pair of runner sat on the edge of the bed and slipped on their trainers as I leaned against the doorway adjoining our rooms.

“I don’t see why we can’t run later,” Carmen complained. “It’ll be warmer, brighter.”

“Let’s get this done now,” Lexi lectured. “Start the day right, then watch a beautiful sunrise together.”

“Whatever, I said I’d run with you,” Carmen lamented. “Let’s do this.”

As they stood up, they noticed me watching them, naked, from the doorway.

“Ack!” Carmen joked, laughing, shielding her eyes from my penis, “Don’t tempt me with that thing! Let’s go, Lexi, or I’ll never leave!”

Lexi smiled at me and kissed my cheek as she passed their door. Carmen walked up and kissed me on the lips.

“I’ll talk to both of you later,” she said, squeezing my flaccid cock.

“Enjoy your run,” I called.

Becky had found her panties and was retracing her steps, picking up her clothes. She looked up at me as she rose, hands full of her clothes. Her round breasts bounced nicely as she found her bra and dropped the rest of her clothes on the end of the bed, where Kelly was still sound asleep.

“I need to leave before the next shift starts,” she explained.

“Did you have fun?” I began watching her dress with a smile. “Speaking for myself, Carmen and Kelly can be a lot of fun. ”

She smiled back, nodding at my question. “It was intense, for sure.” She pulled on her bra, noticing my eyes drink in her lovely breasts as she poured them into the cups, and a little twitch of my cock.

“Down, boy!” she laughed, “I wish I had more time, but all I have is my uniform. I can’t let the next manager see me walking out in this, smelling like sex.”

“Oh, I understand,” I smiled back as she stepped into her skirt and finished dressing, “Take it as the highest of compliments. I’m glad you enjoyed your treat.”

She laughed and stepped towards me as she buttoned her blouse, “Thank you, J, it was wild.”

She kissed my cheek, grabbed her flats, and left without another word, leaving me alone with two sleeping girls in two separate rooms. Since it was closer, I decided to use the bathroom in Kelly’s suite. I pulled the outer door slightly closed to let Alyssa sleep undisturbed and walked into the bathroom. I realized how sticky and dry my crotch was while peeing and decided to take a quick shower.

The hot spray hit my chest, and I closed my eyes, recalling last night. I let the water run down me as I remembered that I’d had more sex in the previous week than I’d ever had, and I still had one more night with four sexy coeds. As I smiled cockily and reached for the soap, I felt an arm wrap around me.

“I’m beginning to think that you’re withholding something from me, J,” said Kelly with a flirty smile.

“What would I keep from you, Kelly?” I asked, smiling and wrapping her in my arms.

“This,” Kelly said impishly, grabbing my tumescent shaft, “I want more. I loved playing with two sexy girls. But this girl needs cock!”

I laughed, “Well, you came to the right place. You look stunning for fucking half the night.” I’d heard them off and on until about three.

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” she smiled, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pulled me down to kiss her. “When I’m having sex, I feel like I could go all night. I don’t know, something you unlocked inside me.”

I turned her around, so the water poured over her blonde hair, watching it darken slightly as it plastered to her tanned skin. The brownish golden strands draped down her chest as the water cascaded between her round globes. Her hand stayed on my shaft, firmly letting her fingers slide up and down its length. I kissed her slowly, softly, opening her lips with my tongue.

As we kissed, I recalled how I first met her. The torrid sex we shared in the next few hours, where I’d enjoyed the feel of being inside of her three times. Then once we met here, there was so much happening at once, she wasn’t the center of my attention. I was disturbed by my less-than-gentlemanly behavior toward her. Kelly must have sensed my regret because she broke off the kiss and looked up at me, her blue eyes smiling.

“What’s the matter, J?” she asked in her sweet voice.

“Just feeling bad about not being focused on you,” I confessed. “A bit guilty over everything that’s happened in the past week.”

“Oh, Jeremiah, I was just teasing,” Kelly scolded, “You are only one man!”

“Last week, you didn’t even know me,” I replied, my erection softening as I processed my feelings, “You were breaking up with your boyfriend because he wanted to have sex with you. You’ve changed so much. I think it’s all my fault!”

“Jeremiah,” she hugged me close. “Stop that. Stop it, honey. I couldn’t be happier.”

I sighed, not wanting to get into a long conversation. I reached and grabbed a bar of soap. I started to soap up her chest, pushing a smile on my face. I pushed my feelings of remorse aside and put on a brave face. She seemed to buy it, smiling up at me as I lathered up her breasts.

“I think we need to wash the sex off you,” I commented, remembering what was said in the shower before Carmen slammed me against the wall.

“Oh, yes! I do have a lot of sex on me,” Kelly giggled, obviously remembering the same thing.

I handed her the bar of soap, and she started lathering up my chest, and we were playfully cleaning each other. We started on the safe places: shoulders, upper chest, and arms. She turned, and I soaped her back, enjoying a few rubs on her round bottom. She turned, and I offered my back to her, and she took much more time squeezing my firm buttocks.

“I think you have a great ass,” she commented. “But I get more joy from this,” she reached around and grabbed my cock.

I chuckled and rotated so she could clean my private parts. Her actions resulted in a growing erection, and she smiled at me with a glow in her eyes, tan skin radiant as the water sluiced over her breasts. I smiled back and pulled her to me, feeling their soft warmth pressed against my chest. Her fingers and palm kept sliding up and down my expanding cock, pressing into her belly as we enjoyed our hug.

“Now that the sex is all gone,” I began. “Let’s dry off and get it all over us again!”

“Oh, goody!” she squealed as we quickly started rinsing the suds from our bodies.

We found towels and spent a few moments drying off so we wouldn’t leave puddles of water across the carpet. Then I chased her to the bed and spent a few minutes drying each part of her body and tenderly kissing all over her warm, soft skin. Then we had slow, relaxing, indulgent sex. After a hushed climax, since Alyssa was sleeping next door, we cuddled quietly with me still between her spread thighs, her heels around my waist.

After a beat, Kelly’s legs slid down, as I stayed deep inside her pussy, feeling electric pulses as her orgasm subsided. As I slowed my breathing, I lowered myself to kiss Kelly softly. The bed moved, and a hand caressed my ass. I turned and saw Alyssa crawling up beside us, grinning.

“Jeremiah,” she said sensuously, “I love to watch you fuck.”

I smiled back, a bit surprised to see Alyssa beside me while I was still embedded in Kelly. I needed a second to settle my thoughts as she leaned over to kiss me softly, then leaned down to kiss Kelly.

Kelly traced her fingers through Alyssa’s soft brown hair, and I gave up my insecurities and hugged the two beautiful women I was sharing a bed with. Kelly and Alyssa parted, and I slid between them, my cock slipping from Kelly’s pussy, and sliding over her thigh, dripping from our ministrations.

“Great!” Kelly laughed, “I’ve got SEX all over me!”

Alyssa and I laughed, and the girls leaned over to kiss me. They took turns, apparently having a competition to see who could kiss me more passionately. I enjoyed their oral exercises and felt my cock begin to swell with increased arousal. Alyssa rubbed down my chest, and as her hand slid lower, she felt my hard-on.

“Jeremiah,” she exclaimed as she wrapped her fist around my shaft. “Don’t you ever get enough?”

That made us all crack up. Both girls started moving their kisses lower, a slow-paced race down my chest, across my abdomen, until they met in a dead heat, kissing the tip of my cock. I raised my elbows and watched as Alyssa and Kelly shared slow licks and quick sucks of my engorged cock.

Suddenly, the door opened, and we saw Lexi and Carmen rushing in, glistening with sweat from their run, their faces flushed.

Carmen rolled her eyes, “¡Ay yie yi! Don’t you ever stop?” She joked as she stripped off her sweats.

Lexi clapped gleefully, “Oooh, I want to join in!” Pulling off her top, followed by her sports bra.

As they stripped, Alyssa and Kelly, and between turns sucking my cock, giggled as Lexi and Carmen stripped.

“Fuck it,” Carmen said, climbing onto the bed, her caramel skin glowing from perspiration. “Shower can wait, let me have a turn.” She settled between Kelly and Alyssa, and I spread my thighs wider.

“Hey!” Lexi chirped, climbing into the bed slick with sweat, her red curls plastered to her cheeks. “Share, ladies.” She hipped checked Carmen and leaned down to slurp her tongue along my shaft before sucking on the crown.

Kelly laughed, her blue eyes glowing, as her skin shimmered from our shower. Alyssa pulled Carmen into a kiss while Lexi continued to suck my cock. Kelly’s eyes lit up as she climbed next to her roommate.

“I want to fuck him,” Kelly said to the others. “Then we rotate, cool?” She glanced at me. “You can handle it, right?”

“Fuck yeah,” I said, though the sudden heat of four eager naked women was a bit overwhelming, but my cock stood proudly at attention, ready to serve.

Kelly grinned, and it was like feeling a pulse of energy as she straddled my hips and guided my cock inside her tight walls. We moaned in concert as she sank, my hands cupping her warm breasts, squeezing as she started to bounce deliciously.

Lexi had swiveled around and faced me, leaning and kissing me as Kelly rode me with steady, firm rolls of her hips. She parted the kiss and looked back at the blonde goddess. “You look so hot, riding J,” Lexi said, leaning toward her and sucking one of her nipples as I cupped Kelly’s swaying boobs. “Like a sex goddess, all golden hair and blue-eyed.”

Alyssa crawled up beside me, pulling Lexi into a kiss and squeezing her small, firm breasts. “You’re one to talk,” Aly said, as she sucked on Lexi’s tight nipple. “You’re so hot with your flexible runner bod.”

Kelly paused and rolled off, and Carmen took her place, aiming my cock at her mound. “We’re all fucking hot, girls,” Carmen said, then her eyes closed as she sank and started rocking. She leaned down and started kissing me. “And you, stud. You’re the only man who can handle all four of us.”

The intense heat of the four of them was nearly stifling as I blinked at the lusty Latina riding me hard. Alyssa was sucking on her round tits, swirling a tongue around the dark nipple. Lexi rose on her knees, wrapped her arms around Carmen, and pulled her into a lusty kiss. “Fuck him, then let me have my turn. I need his cock so bad.”

I couldn’t see her face, but her voice was enough to sell her need. I wanted nothing more than to fuck her hard, but the swirl of all four of them was chaotic. Kelly was watching all of us with a bright smile, her eyes glowing, and her skin gleaming in the morning light.

It was fucking outrageous, pardon the pun, to be in the center of their heated maelstrom of lust. As Carmen slid off, Lexi took her place, straddling my hips. I started to feel like a life-sized Sybian machine.

“Ready to race?” Lexi asked, sliding her fiery hot pussy over my rigid shaft.

I could only nod as she moved her athletic body up and down. She lifted her knees and started moving up and down my cock. With a perverted deep knee bend, she found a quick pace and rattled off a dozen repetitions, leaving me breathless. Then, moving into a jockey position, Lexi leaned into me and rode me hard. Her small breasts ran up and down my chest as she galloped towards her orgasm. Looking down at me with wild eyes, she tossed her hair and moaned.

“FUCK! YES!” she exalted, slamming down onto me one last stroke.

“STOP!” I cried, overwhelmed, pushing Lexi off me and scrambling off the bed. “I-It’s too much,” I tried to explain to her, as she stared at me with shock in her eyes. The others had flopped on their backs as I walked toward the other empty room.

I scrambled off the bed, so many thoughts and emotions racing through my head. I knew I’d say too much or wrong if I spoke. I looked back as I began to close the door to the room. All four lovely women looked back at me in shock. Their looks hit me hard, and I was sure they despised me. I turned my back on them and closed the door. I held my sobs until I’d passed through the portal, then cried as I headed to the bathroom. The shower’s noise would dampen my bawling.

The shower’s hot water stung my skin as I stood under the spray. I needed the scourging heat to help me begin to assess my thoughts. I allowed myself to cry; I wasn’t sure which emotions prompted the tears. Was it frustration, remorse, sadness, or guilt? Maybe it was just pure exhaustion. Except I’d felt energized. Slightly amazed at my stamina as I swapped between all four girls.

I was sure I had crossed some cosmic line, drifting across it with reckless use of my powers. I tried to determine if my energy was corrupting my soul. I could justify my actions by telling myself that all the girls were happy, but how could they be free when I could use them so easily, corrupting them to sate my lust? I cried my remorse into the steamy spray as I worked through the pain in my thoughts.

I felt a pair of hands wrap around my chest, under my nipples. Soft breasts pressed into my back. I stiffened, not wanting to be tempted again so soon. I stood rigidly, trying to control the sobs that welled up in my throat. I couldn’t let any of the girls see my emotions—I had to be strong for them.

“Baby,” Alyssa asked, the concern in her voice breaking my resolve, and I regressed into body-heaving sobs.

“Baby, baby… shhhhhhh.” Alyssa soothed, just holding me as I cried.

“Aly, I’ve…” I started. “I’ve ruined those girls. They’ll never be the same.”

“Jeremiah,” she consoled. “I love you, baby, but you give yourself too much credit. You haven’t ruined anyone, but you might be destroying yourself with this misplaced guilt.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I gasped. “Misplaced? I forced myself on four women without any regard for their values.”

“Jeremiah, stop it,” Alyssa said, turning me around and finding my eyes. “You have not forced me or any of us. You’ve changed us, enabled us to make choices. Which we made gladly, happily.”

“But,” I started. “But, how can I trust what you say is true? Since I’ve altered you, too.”

“Stop, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said sternly. “Be quiet and wash me. When I’m clean, I’ll get out. Alone. While you finish your shower. Then we need to talk.”

“What about the others?” I asked.

“I’ll tell them we’ll meet them for breakfast,” Alyssa said. “They’re washing the SEX off again.”

Her teasing smile brought a quiver of a smile to my lips, and I nodded. I grabbed the hotel-provided shampoo and started to wash her hair. The routine experience calmed my nerves. After she rinsed her hair, Alyssa exited the shower, wrapping a towel around her breasts. Blowing me a kiss, she shut the shower door.

I concentrated the cleaning ritual on myself. I used a dab of shampoo to wash my cropped hair. I shut off the water while I soaped up. I roughly scrubbed my torso, legs, and groin, not punishing, just grounding me. I was alive, and this was real, not a dream or nightmare. Turning the water back on, I leaned my head back and let the water sluice down my face, rinsing the suds from my scalp and flowing down my face, neck, chest, then finally the rest of my body. I let myself stay still under the hot water until I had cleared my head of my torturous thoughts.

I opened the door and reached for a towel, drying myself roughly with the cotton fabric, leaving a rosy blush. I wrapped the towel around my hips and walked back into our suite. Alyssa was sitting cross-legged on the bed, drying her hair with a towel. She was fully dressed in our weekend uniform of jeans and a T-shirt. She smiled at me as I came into the room.

“I’m sorry, Aly,” I began. “I left so abruptly. I think I was just overloaded. Did I upset any of the others?”

“No, Jeremiah,” Alyssa assured, “I told them you were just over-stimulated. I don’t think any of them, save me, understand how you are torturing yourself.”

I found my bag and opened it up. Rustling through the contents, I found a pair of briefs and slid them on under my towel. It didn’t seem right to parade my naked manhood in front of Alyssa after my freak-out. Deep inside, I understood that a counseling session had started, and I was the subject. I pulled on a pair of jeans and let my towel fall as I buttoned the fly.

“Put on a shirt too, please,” Alyssa said and then smiled. “I don’t want to be distracted by your abs while we talk.

I laughed, understanding the situation. Alyssa and I always seemed to have an intuitive relationship. We knew when the other felt sad, happy, angry, or hopeful. I sensed I was missing something about what was happening, and Alyssa was about to fill in the blanks. I pulled on a comfortable T-shirt and sat on the bed opposite her.

“Okay, I’m ready, doctor,” I said, trying to inject some levity.

Alyssa leaned over and took my hand, “Jeremiah, I love you. Period. No questions. I have for quite a long time. Never question that. Never say that you made me love you. I already did.”

I gulped as I realized how serious her tone was. I loved her, too, though I hadn’t consciously realized it until we’d physically made love. The question was nagging in the back of my head in the past few days as we both engaged in wild sexual activities. Did I cause her new feelings? The way she explained it made sense.

“I love you too…” I started, then ceased as she put a finger to my lips.

“I know, Jeremiah.” She finished with a smile. “I need you to understand that what you adjusted in me allowed me to express my love for you physically. That allowed my love for you to grow and our relationship to change. I love that we can be more than friends and are truly becoming lovers.”

I smiled, waiting—dreading the next word.

“But,” she started, then frowned as I began to frown, tears welling in my eyes, “Oh Jeremiah, hush, baby. Let me finish. I can’t stand to see you hurt. Listen, honey. Nothing is changing.”

I blinked and swallowed, shaking my head before forcing a smile to my lips, my heart beating hard in my chest.

“However,” Alyssa altered. “I am still very much attracted to women, particularly all the women you’ve brought into my life. I can feel myself falling in love with them, a different love than ours, but still real. I look forward to exploring that love emotionally and physically. I want to have that experience with you, Jeremiah.”

I gulped and nodded.

“I sense that you are feeling a lot of guilt about using your powers on us,” Alyssa said. “Can you tell me what you are feeling?”

“I don’t know if I can,” I admitted, “but I’ll try.”

I took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly, collecting my thoughts.

“I sometimes wonder if any of you would choose to be with me if I hadn’t used my ability.” I tried to explain. “I know that Kelly and Lexi were celibate before I adjusted them. I feel guilty because I worry that I’ve made them into sluts, only hungry for sex. Before we met, Kelly broke up with her boyfriend because he wanted sex. Now, because of me, she is having sex with women and me. I feel like I’m responsible for corrupting her.”

“So you think sex is wrong?” Alyssa asked. “That it’s dirty and only to be used for procreation, not enjoyment.”

“No,” I admitted. “I love indulging in sex, the passion of it. It’s great.”

“So, you just don’t want women to indulge?” Alyssa extrapolated.

“C’mon. No, not that at all,” I said. “Watching all of you explore and indulge with each other was the hottest thing I’ve seen. I’m not feeling any jealousy, either. I’m just worried if any of you would want to without my influence.”

“I would have,” Alyssa admitted honestly. “Carmen wanted to, and so did Becky, and you haven’t adjusted both of them. From my perspective, females enjoy exploring each other’s sexual responses. Your adjustments to Kelly and Lexi lowered their taboos about same-sex relationships and sex outside of a formal relationship. That preference is not exactly abnormal these days, Jeremiah.”

I shrugged, still unsure.

“Have they had sex with any other males besides yourself?” Alyssa asked.

“No, not that I know of,” I admitted.

“Would it bother you if they did?” she asked. Her question caused a bit of pain in the back of my head.

“Would I be horrible if I said, yes, it would bother me?” I responded.

“Perhaps you’re the one with issues, Jeremiah,” Alyssa stated flatly. “I am secure that you love me. I harbor no restrictions on who you decide to have sex with, so long as you are honest with yourself and me. I see sexuality as an expression of love and think love is a universal notion.”

She reached for my hand as I listened to her speak. Her eyes sought mine. When she locked her soft blue eyes on mine, she continued.

“I love you, Jeremiah,” she stated emphatically. “I love Carmen, Kelly, and Lexi too, just differently. I think it’s entirely okay if you love all of them as well. It’s not conventional. If we all stay together, it will be difficult. But we can find a way for all of us to be together if that’s what you want. You must understand that YOU can be a part of that, but you must make peace with your feelings.”

I lowered my eyes to where our hands met. I ran my fingers over the back of her hand as I processed my thoughts. I did feel a deep sense of responsibility for all the girls. Even before I helped Carmen, I felt like I owed her something. Was that love? A facet of love, perhaps. What if we all left at the end of this weekend, and I never saw the other three again? I felt a pit of panic in my stomach as I processed that, and I understood. I nodded and opened my eyes to meet Alyssa’s blazing blue irises.

“I do love them all,” I admitted. “The thought of losing any of you, but you especially, feels like lead in the pit of my soul. I didn’t want to admit I loved them because I thought I couldn’t love you too if I loved them.”

Alyssa smiled and nodded at me, “Love isn’t limited to only two people. Love is magnified with each new relationship. Love doesn’t mean sex, Jeremiah. Sex is just one physical way to show love. I think you still need to work on that. However, I think it’s wonderful that you love them, baby. I do. I also know you, and I belong together, regardless.”

“What if they don’t feel the same way? What if they want me to choose?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“Jeremiah, you will never have to choose,” Alyssa said quietly. “Your unique power ensures you’ll never have to make that choice. You might choose never to exercise that power, making things interesting as we all deal with the choices we make. If I were in your shoes, I’d keep it so we all feel the same way.”

“Even if it means modifying them?” I asked, dumbfounded. It seemed unethical, perverse.

“Yes, even then, because your power doesn’t affect who we are,” Alyssa explained, “It only limits how we exercise our choices, whether they feel guilt or remorse. Your power can ensure they are free to act as they choose. As well as reinforce that choice with positive feedback.”

“I need your help, Alyssa,” I admitted. “I’ll always need your help. I need you to keep me honest.”

“I will, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said earnestly, “that’s what I’m doing now. You have something that Kelly and Lexi lack: an intact superego that can influence your choices either positively or negatively. You’ve adjusted Carmen’s and mine to be more open, not more controlled. I’m trying to explain that to you. You need a fix, a modification.”

“I can’t see myself. I can’t modify myself,” I said on the edge of panic.

“Yes, you can.” Alyssa assured me, “We all can adjust without you, but it’s a slow process. A lot of psychiatry has to do with addressing these same feelings you are processing now. It requires us to be honest with ourselves and each other. We need to think things through and communicate our feelings. You’re fixing yourself right now, talking to me.”

I swallowed, trying to process what Alyssa was telling me. I could not see or adjust my moral boundaries. What I understood Alyssa meant was that my power was a more direct influence than a psychiatric session. I didn’t know how I felt about that, but if I could work on my feelings of repression and guilt, talking about them made my emotions less overwhelming.

“I feel a little better,” I admitted. “Thank you for being so patient with me.”

Alyssa leaned forward, and for the first time since she hugged me in the shower, she broke through the physical barrier and slid beside me. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed my cheek. She nibbled on my ear, then pulled my face to hers and kissed me on my mouth, a sweet, loving closed-mouth kiss.

“I love you, Jeremiah,” Alyssa smiled at me, running her fingers around the base of my skull. “Now. The counseling session is over. Can we eat? I’m so hungry; I could eat bacon!”

I laughed and slid my arms around her and lifted her. She wrapped her hands around my neck as I slid my arm under her knees. I carried her to the door to our room, then set her down and kissed her again. I opened the door, but Alyssa held her hand to it, stopping it from opening. I lifted an eyebrow in question.

“We need to adjust Kelly like we did Lexi last night,” Alyssa reminded. “So listen for my cues and be ready. Stay engaged with us, Jeremiah. You need to learn not to drift off when we’re all together talking.”

I nodded, then smiled at her. “I thought counseling was over?” She playfully punched me in my belly, and I confessed. “Yes, doctor, I’ll be good.”

“Good!” she said, opening the door. “Because when we’re done with all this, I want you to be very, very bad again.”

I groaned playfully but felt my loins stir at the thought. “I’m incurable.” I thought to myself. I slid my hand through Alyssa’s, and she folded her fingers between mine as we walked to the elevator. I could tell she was thinking of something because she was nibbling on her lip, a nervous habit that I found endearing.

“What about self-control?” she finally asked, looking up at me.

“What about self-control?” I answered. She hated it when I repeated her question, and her blue eyes fired darts at me.

“You said you could feel self-control, along with their moral boundaries. So far, you’ve just been adjusting the moral profiles up or down. Can you influence someone’s self-control?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly.

“We’d have to experiment again,” she answered absently, retreating into her thoughts.


CHAPTER 12
LINKED LOVES


The thought of being able to influence someone’s self-control was too tempting. I scanned Alyssa's profile and focused on her sexual curve. Instead of pushing/lowering like before, I tilted it off-center—like bending a spring.

My mental model: moral curves have three dimensions.

- Height: resistance (tall = no, short = yes).

- Length: different life areas (sex, relationships, etc.).

- Tilt: self-control (straight = normal, wobbly = impulsive).

Tilting made her impulsive temporarily—the curve would snap back. Later, I’d learn to adjust the springiness, too.

This first time, I wanted to reduce her usual level of self-control, but I wasn’t sure what, if anything, would happen. It was a bit off because I didn’t ask, and I didn’t know until I’d tried it. I had to experiment; my ability didn’t come with a readme file.

I observed her private thoughts, which glowed with that activity, and tilted her curve in that section. I heard her soft, sensual intake of breath as if just reliving an erotic memory. Her lips pressed together, then opened, the tip of her tongue slipping along the slight gap. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch, and I felt myself get aroused as she let go of my hand and slid her fingers up my thigh. I looked up at the elevator lights, noticing we were getting close to the lobby. I felt her hands cup my bulge, fingers exploring the outline of my tumescent cock.

I sighed reluctantly and tried to reverse my push across her moral profile. Feeling the curve wobble after I’d tilted it off-axis. Holding the pressure stabilized the wobble. Alyssa looked up at me, and, leaving the lingering touch of her fingers, she removed her hand from my crotch and returned to interlocking her fingers with mine.

“I guess that answers the question,” She laughed, her blue eyes sparkling.

I smiled at her as we exited the elevator, sharing a quiet silence as we walked through the hotel lobby and left the building. We walked the short distance to the restaurant and found the three girls sharing a table. They’d already helped themselves to the breakfast buffet, so we quickly filled our plates and joined Carmen, Kelly, and Lexi at the table.

They were all smiles, appearing relaxed and beautiful. I sat down next to Kelly, with Alyssa beside me. Kelly leaned over, kissed me, and rubbed her hand along my thigh. I smiled back at her and noticed a section of her curve wobbling, which I associated with low self-control or impulsiveness, and I just stabilized it by focusing on it. Kelly moved her hand back to her lap but smiled at me.”

“Maybe I could make this work!” I thought to myself.

“How was your run?” I asked Lexi as I started eating.

“Sucked.” Lexi admitted with a slight frown, “I felt like I couldn’t keep even the slow pace I usually run with Carmen.”

“Hey!” Carmen teased, “I’m not slow!”

“You know what I mean, Car!” Lexi continued, “I just think missing a week of running affected my training.”

I was busy monitoring Lexi’s moral profile, and as she talked about running, I tried to reinforce self-control in those areas—making it less springy. I hoped that might help get her back on track. I felt guilty that my recklessness might have affected her goals. Perhaps sensing my regret, Alyssa squeezed my thigh. It comforted me to know that she could sense my uneasiness.

As we ate, Alyssa started questioning Kelly, asking the standard questions. I held Kelly’s hand as they talked, scanning and adjusting as I listened to her answers. I knew I just needed one touch to establish a connection, but holding her hand felt nice, and I still felt bad when she cried last night about me stealing her friends.

It wasn’t a perfect plan because, with such a drastically altered moral profile, there were many things that she no longer seemed to feel strongly about. There was a topic I wanted to know more about, so when Alyssa’s questions slowed, I stepped in.

“Kelly, tell me about Carl?” I asked gently, “Were you two serious?”

Kelly dropped her eyes slightly, “I don’t know, Jeremiah. I think I wanted it to be more serious than he did. I’ve been thinking about him this past week. Wondering if we’d been happy if I’d reacted to his advances the way I did with you.”

I gulped quietly; I wasn’t sure if she knew how I’d affected her. It wasn’t that she had accepted my advances. My adjustment made it easier for her to choose to have sex, so it wasn’t the same thing. I watched her closely.

“The more I thought about it, the more I realized that Carl…” Kelly stated, then shook her head. “Carl wasn’t in love with me. He was in love with the idea of having sex with me. All our conversations eventually led to making out. We never talked about other topics, like Alyssa was asking about just now. I think he just wanted to have sex with me.”

I stifled a sad sigh, convicted at the bluntness of her realization. I was just like Carl when we first met. I was just as guilty.

“With you, Jeremiah, I felt different.” Kelly continued to explain. Alyssa held my other hand, comforting me as Kelly explained herself.

“Even though I wanted to have sex with you right after our first kiss,” Kelly laughed, “I felt like you were interested in more than just putting tab A in slot B. You were so good to me, ensuring I experienced all the wonderful things about sex. Then you talked with me, stayed the night with me. You even planned a special weekend for all of us. Carl would never have done anything so special. And probably would’ve bolted after his orgasm. I don’t know, maybe he doesn’t even know where my clit is…”

Kelly leaned over and kissed me on my cheek. “You certainly do. “Her hand slid behind my head, turning my face to her, before kissing me softly.

“Thank you, Jeremiah,” She said, lifting her eyes to mine, “I feel like you’ve given me a gift.”

I smiled back at her, but I couldn’t resist asking another question, “Are you bothered that I’m not only with you? I mean, I’ve had sex with everyone at this table.”

I heard a giggle and turned to see that the waitress had stopped by to clear some dishes and had overheard me. Lexi paused at my statement and giggled. Carmen laughed as she saw the waitress look at me, then all the girls. I turned about every shade of red at once, and the waitress smiled at me, shook her head, and backed away, hands up, grinning.

All four of the girls laughed joyously. I was mortified, but then laughed too. I had either made the waitress curious or scared her away. We were many miles from home, so it didn’t matter what other people thought about me. Also, the look on the poor lady’s face was priceless.

Kelly leaned into me and spoke loud enough for all of us to hear, “I didn’t always feel this way. I know I used to have very different feelings about sex and relationships. In the past week, however, I’ve grown to love Lexi and Carmen as much as anyone I’ve ever known. I hardly know you, Jeremiah, but I feel I can trust you, and Alyssa has been so helpful with sorting out how I feel about everything. It doesn’t seem wrong to me that we’ve all shared you. It just seems natural. Like this is who I am supposed to be. I don’t know why.”

“Thank you for being honest with me, Kelly,” I started, then turned to look at each of my lovely companions.

“Do each of you feel the same way?” I asked. “Is it awkward for any of you?”

Alyssa reached over and took my hand in hers, holding it softly. She watched the other girls as she waited for either Carmen or Lexi to speak. Lexi shifted a bit, then looked at me.

“I love being with you, Jeremiah,” she started, then looked at the other girls in turn, “and you, Kelly, and of course you, Carmen. Alyssa, I loved being with you last night and this morning.” Lexi shared her wonderful smile with us, her eyes bright with happy emotion.

“I can see all of us sharing our love more often,” she continued, then looked directly at Kelly, “When I first moved in with you, Kelly, I had a crush on you. I was too timid to admit it. You seemed to be so perfect, so pure. I quickly put it out of my mind.”

She then turned and looked at Carmen, holding her hand as she spoke with her, “When I met you, Carmen, at the track, I felt an immediate bond of friendship. I also started fantasizing about being with you, especially after hearing you have sex so often.”

Finally, Lexi met me with her eyes, “Since I met you, Jeremiah, I’ve felt freer with my sexuality. I feel like I can finally be me, who I am on the inside and out. So yes, I feel exactly like Kelly.”

We all looked towards Carmen, who smiled brightly and laughed, trying to lighten the mood that had become serious.

“Fuck, I just like fucking y’all,” Carmen said candidly, then lowered her voice, “Seriously, you guys know I have had my share of fucked up relationships.”

She looked directly at me, “But ever since I met you, Jeremiah, I knew you were a different sort of man. You have always shown concern for my friends and compassion for me.”

She looked at Kelly, then Lexi, “I’ve grown to love both of you crazy bitches like sisters; I don’t ever want to be apart from you.”

Then she looked directly at Alyssa, “You were so sweet to me when I felt so horrible yesterday. Thank you. I think you’re sexy, and I’m calling first dibs on you tonight!”

The table laughed at Carmen’s statement, but Alyssa turned to me before speaking, “Jeremiah always has first dibs on me.”

I sighed and kissed her softly, then said, “I love you, but I’ve watched you looking at Carmen all morning. I don’t think I could keep the two of you apart.”

Alyssa smiled, then looked around the table, meeting each girl’s eyes. “I hardly know any of you, but we all share a common love of this man,” she squeezed my hand, “I love him, and though I have just met all of you, I can’t imagine that we won’t all be together soon.”

The thought of all of us together beyond this weekend hadn’t registered with my brain. It was at once arousing and horrifying. I knew in my gut that I uniquely loved each girl. The responsibility of providing for all of them, and their happiness, was a weight I almost felt physically. At the same time, I felt joy. I freely admit that I felt a strong connection to each of the girls, despite the randomness of how we met. It felt like fate had made all of this happen. I smiled and held up my water glass to all of the girls.

“A toast!” I began, “To us! Let’s find out how this will work. I’m all in.”

They all raised their glasses and repeated in chorus, “To us.”

The conversation shifted with the acceptance of our new atypical family. The girls excitedly started discussing what needed to happen. The end of the semester was only a few months away, and Alyssa promised to find out the transfer requirements. Kelly pledged to talk with her parents about her change in major, and she seemed very determined to have the conversation. I buttressed her self-control in that area as she spoke of her plans.

Soon, though, the conversation died down. Carmen started looking at Alyssa in her predatory way, which was very sexy. I began to get aroused, and Alyssa felt me stiffen. She turned to me, then followed my eyes to Carmen’s. When she saw Carmen’s smoldering eyes lock into hers, she flushed and caught her breath. I called for the check, and soon the five of us were hurrying out of the restaurant and back to our suites.

Once again, we barely reached the elevator before Carmen pulled Alyssa into her, kissing her hard and passionately. I remember thinking idly, I could reinforce their self-control — but then where is the fun? I pulled Lexi and Kelly to me and kissed one, then the other, waiting for the elevator to make it to our floor. Had I mentioned that the elevator was somewhat slow? When it reached our floor, Kelly rubbed my erection through my pants, and I had my hand up Lexi’s shirt, caressing her firm breast.

We spilled out of the elevator, and I’m not sure who moved down the hall faster, Carmen or Alyssa. The three of us watched them enter Carmen’s side of our adjoining suite while I walked Kelly and Lexi to my door and opened it, letting the two girls enter first. They pulled off their clothes and headed to my bed as they entered. None of us questioned the rush to the bedroom.

I paused at the adjoining door and took a moment to watch Alyssa and Carmen.

Alyssa was on her back, with one leg between Carmen’s open thighs. Carmen bent over Alyssa, kissing deeply, grinding her mound into Aly’s core. Carmen’s slow, sensual, rotating grinding motion revealed her talent for dancing. Alyssa’s hands clung to Carmen’s hips, pulling her closer. I couldn’t see but could imagine that Alyssa was arching her back, trying to press harder into the juncture of Carmen’s thighs.

I closed the door partway and turned to my bed. Kelly and Lexi were both naked, with their heads leaning back against the headboard on each side of the king-sized bed. They were both on their backs but kissing each other deeply. Each had a handover the other’s pussy, rubbing up and down the other’s slippery pink lips. I stripped slowly, enjoying the show on my bed. I slowly walked towards them, with my hand idly stroking up and down my engorged manhood.

As I crawled from the foot of the bed, both girls’ heads turned toward me in unison. Smiles grew on their faces as they watched me slowly stroke my cock. Each swiped their tongue along their lips, moving with odd synchronicity, swiveled their bodies, and crawled towards me. Lexi’s athletic form was almost feline in its sensuous flow, while Kelly’s fuller curves moved with practiced grace. As they reached where I knelt, they rose to kiss me. I kissed Kelly first, enjoying her open mouth and languid tongue. Then I moved to kiss Lexi, who kissed me fiercely, her tongue darting into mine.

In some unspoken agreement, they pulled and then pushed back towards the head of the bed. I fell and twisted onto my back. As I fell into the mattress, my cock bounced erratically. Lexi reached out a hand and steadied the rod, and Kelly leaned over and sucked the head into her mouth. Lexi bent over from the other side of my body and kissed down the side of it, then kissed my balls, sucking one testicle carefully into her mouth. I moaned appreciatively, my fingers combing through both blond and amber locks as they worked in tandem on my cock.

My hands traced down the back of their heads and along their spines. Tracing along the curve of their buttocks, pressing my hand between their round cheeks. Cupping each of their sexes, I wriggled the tips of each finger between their aroused lips, coating the ends with the wetness of their arousal. My ministrations only encouraged their cock and ball worship. They switched places, Kelly’s sensuous mouth moving to my other testicle while Lexi’s more aggressive mouth worked its way down my shaft.

After tracing my fingers along each of their pussies, outlining each lip, and circling the differently shaped, firm nubs, I slid one finger deep into each slit, sliding in easily, then added a second finger to each of their accepting tunnels. They moaned over my cock and balls as their hips undulated against my hands. As I continued exploring inside their pussies, it was almost like being a puppeteer, my fingers eliciting delicious feedback as the girls kissed, sucked, licked, and nibbled my sensitive organ.

Finally, I pulled my fingers from their pussies, and tapped their bottoms, indicating that we needed to rearrange. The sensations flowing through my core were nearing the brink, and I didn’t want to crest too soon. Sensing my intention, the girls moved away from my twitching shaft, slid alongside my prone form, and kissed me. I could taste myself in each kiss. I kissed one sexy coed deeply before I turned and plunged my tongue into the other’s accepting mouth. Exploring with my lips and tongue until I could tell the difference between each person with my eyes closed.

I felt a hand reach and grip my shaft. I could tell it belonged to the body associated with Kelly’s sweet mouth. That body moved, and I felt her leg swing over my hips. Her hand pulled my cock to align with her slippery sex, and I moaned into her mouth as my cock slid deep inside her. Her mouth disconnected, and her face withdrew as she rose to ride my cock like a cowgirl. A halo of red hair obscured my vision as Lexi leaned into me and kissed me deeply, as I moaned in passion.

Then Lexi’s mouth separated, and I enjoyed Kelly’s hips cycle in waves while grinding against my root for a few moments before a freckled thigh blocked my view. I followed the line of the muscular leg up and was treated to the sight of her smoothly shaved mound with the gaping, aroused lips. I licked my lips and lifted my mouth to her tender crease as Lexi lowered herself onto my tongue. The weight of her body pressed my head back into the mattress as she ground her sex into my willing mouth. My thoughts became sparse as I focused on licking every millimeter of Lexi’s delicious cunt.

I felt Kelly’s body moving up and down on my cock. Then, a slight change in my entry angle and the feeling of Lexi’s pussy shifting against my tongue implied the two girls were joined in a kiss. I imagined watching the pair arch over my body. Using my mouth and cock to prolong their sexual pleasure while kissing and hugging me. In my mind’s eye, their contrasting breasts pressed together as they moaned through their passionate kiss. We fell into a slow sensual rhythm, interrupted by spasms of frenzy, backing off for a beat before plunging over the brink—the triangle of our bodies vibrating in erotic passion.

It seemed as if we froze in that position together, three bodies shivering in orgasmic ecstasy. Then, in concert, our bodies collapsed against the soft mattress. Only the sound of our breathing filled the air as the girls rearranged themselves against my side, and our breathing slowed. Then an odd sound begins, like a tapping. Confused, I lift my head to see Carmen and Alyssa at the door to our adjoining room.

“Amazing!” Alyssa said softly, clapping her hands playfully.

“Oh My God,” Carmen sighed sensuously, “I hope you have some left in you, Jeremiah.”

Kelly’s body radiated heat on one side of me, while Lexi nuzzled into my neck. Amazingly, after that earth-shattering orgasm, my cock stayed at attention, ready to serve.

Carmen crawled onto the bed and held my shaft as Alyssa rose and straddled my aching erection. Alyssa slid down my shaft, and I watched Carmen climb up the bed towards my face. Lexi and Kelly made room while Carmen lifted her firm olive-skinned thigh over my head. I raised my face to inhale her musky scent.

After reconnecting with my other pair of lovers, I lost myself in the sensations of being stirred by two of the women I loved. My hands soon found purchase on the spare bodies, and I caressed Kelly’s and Lexi’s skin. All five of us moved together. I lost myself in the sensation, utterly unaware of the passing of time. I don’t know how long the five of us made love until we fell asleep.

I woke up surrounded by naked bodies and twisted sheets. We started playing around noon, and now the windows dimmed with the fading twilight. I stayed as still as possible, listening to my companions’ quiet breaths, and tried to figure out who was where without waking anyone up.

I moved my eyes and saw a mane of light brown hair on my chest, rising and falling with my breath. I knew it was Alyssa, her ear pressed to my chest, listening to my heartbeat. My arm was around another body, a head pressed against my shoulder, the blond hair tickling my jaw; Kelly. Behind Alyssa, a freckled arm draped over my lover’s shoulder, and I knew Lexi was snuggled in behind Alyssa on my left. So that meant the hand and fingers idly playing with my soft cock and balls belonged to Carmen. A slight lift of my head slightly so I could look down my body, and I saw her black mane of hair on my belly. She faced away from me and must have been just watching as she idly played.

Smiling at the thought, I flexed my inner muscle and made my cock engorge a tiny bit, and I heard Carmen’s sharp intake of breath. She turned her head and looked up at me with a smile. Then shifted her body to kiss my cock. I groaned and shook my head. I felt almost raw. She smiled and gave it a friendly peck on the tip, then slid up my body to look at me.

I mouthed, “Are you hungry?” so as not to wake the other three.

She nodded and smiled. Then she lay her head on my abdomen and combed her fingers through Alyssa’s hair. Alyssa stirred her head, moving back before relaxing back into my chest. She must have smiled at Carmen because Carmen’s smile slightly changed. Carmen moved up and kissed Alyssa, dragging her breasts across my skin. I felt my dick pulse responding to the sensuous movement, prompting Carmen to look at me.

Then Alyssa rose and smiled. Her movement woke Lexi, who slid over Alyssa to kiss Carmen, while all the motion stirred Kelly, who started kissing my chest and rubbing her fingers across my chest.

I could have stayed in that bed forever.

Instead, I shifted my body and sat up as the girls all settled into their seats. We enjoyed a comfortable closeness that, while sexually charged with our nudity, was also just a relaxing respite. Eventually, everyone started sliding off the bed and moving to find clothes. It was almost like we didn’t have to say anything to understand that it was time to eat. In a few minutes, we were all dressed. Then we looked at each other and realized that all the girls’ hair was messy, sex hair, and they all giggled.

While the ladies entered the bathrooms, I sat in a chair and collected my thoughts. Today was drama-free. I didn’t feel bad for enjoying all of my women. Saw no inkling of jealous, only happiness as we watched each other enjoy sensual pleasure as a group.

However, I didn’t know what to call all of us. My girls sounded too possessive. My harem sounded strange and religious. My family was the closest fit. But that didn’t completely define who we were. I felt our connection was more profound than any relationship I’d ever observed, even more than my parents, whom I hardly knew as a couple since my dad bailed when I was four. I only knew my maternal grandparents, so my models of a loving relationship were scant.

Alyssa and Carmen were different in many ways, but shared an undeniable closeness. Lexi and Kelly always checked in to see if I was okay. All four of them were drawn to me, and it felt like all of us shared an intuitive understanding of each other’s minds, almost like a hive mind where the swarm does the queen’s bidding.

Wait, that would make me the queen? I smiled at my joke. No, I was a king, and these four were my princesses. As I wrapped up that thought, they all returned to the main suite’s sitting room as if on cue. They all had their hair back in ponytails and looked radiant. I followed them out of the room and down to the hotel without saying another word.

I wondered what additional control I had over the other girls’ minds. My perception was that I could affect their moral values and their self-control. I thought they still retained the ability to choose, a modified free will. As we exited the lobby, Kelly took the lead, and soon we were all in her Cherokee without another word. I was somewhat amazed at how in sync all four of us were.

While sitting in the back seat between Alyssa and Carmen, with Kelly driving and Lexi beside her in the passenger seat. A sharp image arose in my mind of Carmen reaching and pulling Alyssa over my lap. In the blink of an eye, Carmen’s hand slid over my lap, pulled Alyssa across me, and kissed her with a soft, sensual kiss. My mind quivered in arousal, shock, bewilderment, and questions; oh, so many questions.

“What made you kiss Alyssa?” I asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Suddenly, I wanted to kiss her,” Carmen replied, “I felt like I wanted to reassure her that I was thinking about her.”

“And you?” I asked Alyssa, “What were you thinking just now?”

“Before she’d even grabbed me, I realized I really wanted a kiss from her,” Alyssa admitted, “It felt natural to accept her kiss and return it.”

My face must have gone pale because Alyssa suddenly looked at me with concern.

“What is the matter, J?” she asked, whispering in my ear.

“My mind flashed, and I saw Carmen kiss you,” I admitted sheepishly. “And then she did it, exactly as it was played in my mind. The same thing getting in the car to go to dinner; no one spoke, I just thought it.”

Alyssa looked up at me, and I could tell she was thinking about what I had just said. Her eyes lidded in concentration. I could infer she was weighing her experience against something unspoken. Rationally, I considered it could all be a coincidence: I pushed a thought, and the others acted independently. I knew Alyssa was thinking the same thing.

“But two…” I began.

“Different thoughts,” she continued.

“In a row.” We finished together.

A chill ran up my spine. I suddenly knew that we were linked. I was quietly freaking out, and Alyssa tried to help by holding my hand, grounding me. The interior of the car seemed to teem with nervous energy.

“You’ve got to calm down, love,” Alyssa said quietly. “Deep breaths, find a center; you’ll terrify us all.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I looked at her, focusing on her brilliant blue eyes. Her brow knotted in intensity, and suddenly I felt awash in a deep sense of peace. I squeezed Alyssa’s hand in mine and looked at her.

“Thank you,” I said. “I think it might flow both ways, suggestions—At least between you and me.”

“Why do you think that?” Alyssa asked, her brow knitted as she processed her thoughts.

“Because weren’t you thinking that?” I tried to explain. “I thought you might be sending me thoughts of peace and…. “

“I did, because I worried that you’d freak out, and we’d all feel it,” Alyssa said.

I exhaled and tried to focus on my thoughts without sending worry and stress to the rest of the car. It felt weird trying to guard my thoughts, but it became easier. The rest of the vehicle, which had fallen into a quiet, solemn tomb, soon returned to the happy vibe we’d felt as we left the hotel room.

We drove to the mall, and Kelly picked an Italian restaurant on the edge of the parking lot. At that point, I was trying to keep my thoughts neutral, so I was relieved that Kelly had decided where we would eat on her own. I was disturbed thinking that I had created a female drone army. I guess I let my imagination run away with me. Kelly and Lexi got out of the car, followed by Carmen. Alyssa leaned across the seat and grabbed Carmen’s hand.

“Go get a table. I need to talk to Jeremiah real quick,” Alyssa said.

Carmen smiled knowingly, “Don’t be too long. We still have a long night ahead of us.”

I blushed, but I knew this wouldn’t be a quick fuck as Carmen assumed. When Carmen shut the door, I knew counseling had started. I was glad because I was on the verge of freaking out.

“Jeremiah, tell me what you’re troubled with,” Alyssa started

“I think my powers have changed, or I have discovered something new!” I began cautiously. “Beyond just shifting morals and self-control, I think I can control people.”

“Control people?” Alyssa questioned. “Explain what you mean.”

“Just now, I had that image pop in my mind of Carmen kissing you,” I explained. “Before that, I thought we should all get in Kelly’s car. No one said anything, but all of you went to Kelly’s car, not yours. I don’t want to have that much control over anyone!”

“Okay, Jeremiah, calm down.” Alyssa soothed. “I did feel both suggestions, but I didn’t feel like it was controlling. I like kissing Carmen. We’d all said we were hungry. We’d been to that diner enough times to want to find some other place. But let’s indulge this, try to suggest something to me now.”

I pushed a thought of her taking off her top and presenting her breasts to me.

Alyssa blushed, then spoke, “Oh, Jeremiah, I do like that idea, but we should eat. Don’t you think?”

I sat speechless for a moment, “What did you think I wanted you to do?”

“Pull up my top and show you my tits,” Alyssa said simply with a smile.

I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out.

“I think maybe you’ve established a bit of telepathy with each of us,” Alyssa explained, “I don’t think it’s that surprising. You’ve established a deep physical and sexual connection with each of us. There is something that happens in the brain when two people have sex. It’s something science doesn’t understand very well. Think about it, though, Jeremiah. How well do you remember the people you’ve had sex with?”

I thought for a moment, then answered, “Each person has been special to me, and I can remember them vividly. Even just the people I’ve kissed.”

“That’s right,” Alyssa continued. “That’s what I’m talking about. So with your connections with each of us and your powers, I think you can send us ideas, thoughts, feelings, and emotions. We are still free to accept those or reject those thoughts.”

“Don’t you think that’s just weird?” I asked, “Won’t it freak the other girls out that I have such control?”

Alyssa thought for a moment, then asked, “Can you tell me what I’m thinking, not generally, but an exact thought?”

I scanned and saw her moral profile centered on food and relationships. I tried to zoom in more, but shook my head.

“No, all I can tell is that you are thinking about food and social relationships.”

“Okay, so you can’t read our minds, precisely,” Alyssa said. “You can tell I’m hungry and thinking about how we all relate together. That’s not surprising with what we’ve studied about moral curves. But intuition can pick that up without your powers. So I think if they are worried, we can explain that to all the girls, they’d understand it just as another way that you are an exceptional person.”

I bowed my head in thought, then sought her eyes. She smiled at me, then reached up and grabbed my hand. I knew the counseling session was over and was relieved.

“Jeremiah, we all trust you. You’ve shown all of us that you have our best interests at heart,” Alyssa said softly. “I only wish you would start trusting yourself.”

I smiled, opened the door, and exited, extending my hand to help Alyssa out of the car. We held hands as we entered the restaurant, and soon, we were all seated around a table. The other three girls met us with smiles, and we ate and talked as usual.

After a bit, I needed to start discussing what would happen next. So I put out a thought to all of them, asking what they would like to happen. I didn’t want to influence any of them with my desires. I just wanted to get the conversation going.

“Ugh, I’m dreading the ride home tomorrow,” said Carmen with her usual bluntness.

“Well, thanks, Carmen,” said Lexi, teasing, “I’m looking forward to riding in the car with you. Now that Kelly is back driving, maybe we can share some alone time.”

“I hadn’t thought of that.” Carmen laughed. “Now I’m looking forward to the drive.”

“If you think I’m going to drive with you two having sex in the back seat,” Kelly exclaimed loudly. So I pushed a suggestion to lower voices, and Kelly’s voice dropped in volume, “You’d better think again! I think we can set up a rotation.”

“I think I’m going to sleep the whole way back,” said Alyssa. “I love all of you, but I need to start exercising to increase my stamina to keep up.”

“What will all of you do when you get back to school?” I asked, “You all missed a week of classes. Will any of you struggle with your grades?”

All three thought for a second, then shook their heads. I paid attention to the part of the graph they were focusing on, strengthened their self-control, and suggested they study hard and make good grades. Transfers worked better with good students, and I was beginning to look forward to having my family all together.

“I think I can buckle down and catch up on the missed week,” said Kelly. “Finals aren’t for another month. If I apply myself, I might get on the Dean’s list this semester.”

Lexi nodded and agreed, “Yeah, classes won’t be an issue. I was ahead a bit before last week, so I’m not too far behind. I should make the Dean’s list easy.”

Carmen rolled her eyes, “Dean’s list?! I’ll be lucky to get a few Bs. Instead of these Ds.” She laughed at her joke. “I’m just a dancer. All this core class work is tough for me.”

Kelly and Lexi both turned to Carmen and agreed to help her with her classes. I slightly adjusted Carmen’s mental profile to help her see the value in studying and give her the self-control to stay on task.

Maybe I should’ve asked and negotiated instead of using my powers like a new toy. But at the time, I considered it a beneficial way to practice and master my abilities, rather than be a slave to them.

“Are all of you still going to transfer to State for the fall semester?” I wondered if the conversations from last night and this morning were still serious.

They all nodded and talked about how their school was too cold in the winter and that they would like to live in a more moderate area like State. After talking with Alyssa and me, they said that State sounded perfect for all their plans. Kelly brought up her parents again, and I increased her self-control and moral boundary, which lit up when she talked about the conflict.

“Maybe I should meet your parents,” I offered and, for the first time, considered using my powers to help one of my friends.

“Oh, would you?” asked Kelly excitedly. “I don’t live far from the State campus. I only went to my school to put a bit of distance between my parents and me. I think they’ll be fine with me transferring. It’s the change in major they’ll resist. Still, I’d love to introduce you to them.”

I nodded, and we agreed to talk more after the semester ended. As the conversation wound down, I called for the check. The restaurant that Kelly drove us to was outside the local mall, and I suggested we browse for a bit before going to the hotel. The girls, of course, agreed. I say, of course, because they are girls, and shopping seems to be part of their DNA, but I also wanted to give them all something.

We left the car in the restaurant lot and walked to the mall entrance. Once inside, I found a jewelry store and started looking. The girls all looked at the rings with wide eyes. I knew they weren’t expecting me to buy them rings. Looking at rings is just another thing that girls like to do. I was looking for something more specific.

After looking through the different cases, I found what I was looking for: a small silver pendant with a four-strand Celtic knot.

I asked the shopkeeper, “Do you happen to have four of these, along with silver chain necklaces?”

The shopkeeper eyed my four companions, then nodded knowingly, “Yes, sir, I believe I have four of that item. Let me check.”

He returned to the back room while I kept looking through the cases. I had checked the price of the pendant and was sure I could afford to put it on my AMEX card. In another month, I’d turn 21, and the balance of my trust fund from my grandfather would be available. It wasn’t billions of dollars, but it would make the rest of my college life a bit more enjoyable.

Finally, the jeweler returned with four black boxes and displayed each for me. The delicate knot looked terrific with a fine silver chain. I nodded and slid my card across, and soon the transaction was complete. With a nod, I thanked the jeweler, and we wordlessly left to go back to the car. Another beat of weird synchronicity.

After we drove the short distance to the hotel and returned to our room, I asked all the girls to come into the main sitting room. I passed each of them one of the slim black necklace boxes, then asked them to open it together.

“I want each of you to have a symbol for what each of us means to each other,” I said, looking at each one with a smile. “In the short time I’ve known you three, and the change between us, Aly, I’ve discovered such a strong bond between us. I love each of you and want to be with you all. This is a symbol of my promise.”

They all smiled back at me, taking the necklaces out of the boxes and looking at them in the light. I went first to Alyssa and helped fasten the necklace behind her neck. I kissed her neck, where the chain touched her skin. I continued around the room, repeating the same ritual. As I sat back in my chair, a sense of love and warmth filled the room. I wanted to hear from each of the girls, so I quieted my mind and tried to listen.

Kelly smiled at me and said, “Jeremiah, I will proudly wear this because it will remind me that you are looking out for me. That you care for me, and I care for you too.” Then she looked around the room at the other girls and said, “This also symbolizes that I care for each of you, that we are sisters together in this relationship.”

Lexi spoke, her eyes bright with emotion. “Everything that Kelly said is true for me, too. This past week has been amazing, and this weekend was like icing on the cake. I will cherish you. This symbol will always remind me of you.”

Carmen held her head down, her hands covering her mouth. Her hair covered her face, and I felt strong emotions from her. I resisted the impulse to scan her because I wanted everyone to be honest in what they said. Finally, Carmen lifted her head to speak, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“I don’t know what to say,” she started. “I started this weekend confused over what a true relationship meant. Now, at the end of this weekend, I have a real and honest relationship. The wildest relationship I’ve ever heard of, but the best thing that’s ever happened to me. Thank you, Jeremiah. Thank you, everyone.”

Alyssa slid the box from her purse, eyes meeting mine like she'd known my exact thought before I spoke. I opened the box and saw a similar pendant on a heftier chain—four loops around a central circle. As I saw the chain, it started to blur, and I felt tears running down my cheeks. Alyssa stood up and fastened the chain around my neck.

“We all chipped in to get you this chain, Jeremiah,” she began. “We were talking while we were looking at rings and wanted to give you a gift. To show you how we all felt about you. So with this chain, our circle is complete. I am all in. I love you, Jeremiah, and I love Kelly, Carmen, and Lexi too.”

I was silent. With what I had learned today, the synchronicity of the purchase wasn’t a surprise. But the questions in my mind wouldn’t stop. Did I cause them to want to buy me a symbol by wanting to buy a similar sign for them? The whole idea was like infinity, never-ending. Alyssa's brow furrowed, like she was chasing the same looping thought—but her eyes flickered elsewhere, tracking something I couldn't see. Perhaps my ability to read their curves had unconsciously influenced my decision. I couldn’t deny that we were inexorably linked, and tearing apart that bond would hurt us all. The one thing I never wanted to do was to harm any of these women.

Slowly, wordlessly, we all rose and began to undress until the only thing we wore were the silver knots on silver chains. Then we all walked into the main suite’s bedroom and began showing each other our physical love for each other. There were moans and sighs. Words weren’t spoken as we enjoyed each other’s bodies. The lovemaking was slow and sensual, like a slow boil. When the crest of our emotions finally peaked, we all shivered in orgasm. I sent my feeling of bliss to each of the girls, who all shuddered as they felt my passion pass through them.

We slept in a tangle of bodies, not waking until the sun just peeked through the windows. As we untangled and showered. Each of us said our goodbyes as we packed for our rides home. Words were spoken, and we restated our promise and commitment to each other. The goodbyes were short because we knew we’d be together soon. We left that hotel and headed in opposite directions. I felt empty as we left, but as I fingered my pendant, I felt more at peace than I had in days.

Aly napped most of the way, but as we drew closer to town, we discussed the five of us. The what-if-type questions about the five of us in the same town. Would it be different apartments? Should we consider living together like we did this weekend? Would it be too much?

Regardless, while the distance between my car and Kelly’s grew, part of me seemed emptier, even while Aly held my hand. It wasn’t long until the end of the spring semester, but my intuition told me my life was going to drastically change before we were all together again.


PART THREE
HOW WE THRIVED


INTERLUDE

Jeremiah paused, fingers hovering above the keys. The memory of the hotel suite still clung to him—silver knots on silver chains, whispered promises, five hearts finally beating in something like the same rhythm. Then the sun, the goodbyes, the long drives in opposite directions.

He leaned back in his chair and exhaled, letting his gaze blur past the words on the screen. The office around him stayed quiet and steady. Somewhere beyond the door, life went on: phones, printers, footsteps. Ordinary sounds for an ordinary Monday.

It hadn’t felt ordinary then.

After that weekend, they’d done what people always do when the world tilts under their feet.

They tried to make it normal.

He and Alyssa slipped into a routine as if they’d been waiting for it all along. Classes, code, late-night study sessions. Coffee tasted better when she was curled up on the couch beside him. Laundry baskets bumping hips in the hallway. The small domestic rituals that pass for stability when you’re twenty.

“We fell into a sustainable rhythm,” he murmured, almost to himself, watching the cursor blink. “Or we tried to.”

Because the truth was, it hadn’t just been the two of them anymore. Not really.

Carmen’s emails clicked into his inbox at all hours—thoughtful, funny, lined with a cautious hope he still admired. Lexi’s messages pinged with memes and sarcasm, but the space between her jokes said as much as the punchlines. Kelly’s words came slower, more carefully chosen, like she was trying to reconcile the girl her mother knew with the woman who’d woken up in that hotel bed wearing a silver knot.

He and Alyssa wrote back, called, and checked in. They all had classes, jobs, roommates, lives marching forward. Homework didn’t stop just because five people had tangled themselves into something new.

But the distance hurt.

He’d be alone at his desk, textbook open, and feel a sudden hollow in his chest—like he’d left something behind in that hotel room. Alyssa later admitted she felt it too. An ache that wasn’t quite loneliness, because they had each other, but wasn’t anything less than that, either.

“So we stayed together whenever we could,” he thought, lips quirking faintly at the memory. “We held onto the piece of the circle we had.”

It had looked, from the outside, like a normal college couple finally admitting what everyone had suspected. Their housemates noticed first: the way Alyssa’s feet found his lap during movie nights, the way his arm settled around her without thought. Pizza boxes, cheap beer, girlfriends scattered across sagging couches—then Jeremiah and Alyssa tucked just a little closer than before.

The teasing had been inevitable.

He could still hear it: catcalls when she stole his hoodie, whistles when they came back from the grocery store with two bags instead of one. Their shared house had four other residents, all men on his team, and each of them claimed a front-row seat to the “about damn time” show.

They’d laughed it off, but privately, he and Alyssa both understood it wasn’t just about them. Every time her hand found his, every time his fingers brushed her back as they passed in the hallway, it soothed an absence that belonged to all five of them.

“They thought we were just becoming a couple,” he thought now, a rueful smile tugging at his mouth. “They had no idea we were standing in for three missing pieces.”

The cursor waited patiently at the end of the paragraph. Jeremiah flexed his fingers and let his thoughts drift ahead to what came next.

The question had lived in the quiet spaces between them for weeks before he finally said it out loud.

Should we all try to live together?

Even now, sitting in his corner office with rain streaking down the glass, he could feel the weight of that moment. The hope. The fear. The simple, stubborn belief that if they could just get everyone into the same orbit, the emptiness might finally ease.

She’d known exactly who he meant. She always did.

On the screen, his younger voice picked up the thread:

The way her voice wrapped around that made my chest tighten. For the first time since we’d left the hotel, the emptiness inside me shifted—less like a hole, more like a space waiting to be filled.

“Yeah, but finding a place for five people to live is going to be hard,” I started, then winked. “Oh, wait, would you want to live here?”

“Could we get the others to move out?” Alyssa asked.

“It doesn’t matter. I can evict them,” I answered with a smug smile.

“You what?” Alyssa asked.

“I never told anyone this before,” I confessed, “because I don’t think much about it. When my trust fund came through, I became the owner of this fine off-campus residence.”

Jeremiah read the last line twice, then leaned back and let his hands fall to his lap. For a long moment, he simply listened to the soft hum of the HVAC, to the faint murmur of voices somewhere down the hall, to the imagined echo of his younger self saying those words for the first time.

Owning the house had felt like a trivia fact back then, another oddity of a life he hadn’t earned but was trying to live without breaking. He hadn’t understood, at twenty-one, how much place could matter. How walls and hallways and shared couches could turn strangers into something like family.

And how easily he could have ruined it, if he’d treated that power the way he had his other one.

He reached for his coffee and found it topped off again, still warm.

“Careful with what you own,” he thought, watching the steam curl. “Houses. Stories. Hearts.”

Out beyond the office door, unseen shapes moved with quiet purpose, making sure his day stayed on its rails. Here in the present, the circle he’d once only dreamed of under a leaky college roof had grown up around him, solid and real.

He took a sip, squared his shoulders, and set his fingers back on the keys.

There was still a whole summer to relive—a house to clear out, a home to make, and a young man who hadn’t yet learned that thriving came with its own kind of cost.

He started to type.

Out in the hallway, two quiet figures lingered just beyond the half-closed door, listening to the soft clack of the keys and the low hum of his voice as he read lines under his breath.

“He’s in deep again,” the younger one whispered.

“Good,” the older replied. “Let him finish this part. We’ll get him home after.”


CHAPTER 13
ATTITUDE ADJUSTMENT


And just like that, we stopped thinking about what-ifs and started planning. It was manifest to Aly and me that we had to at least try to live together as a five-person polycule. Aly had to explain what that meant. We just had to find a place large enough for all of us. I told Aly about my ace in the hole, the house we lived in was mine, after I turned 21.

My grandparents owned the house, and it was part of my grandfather’s estate. It had been held in trust until I reached maturity, at which point ownership would pass to me. My grandfather’s estate had rented the house to college students for many years, generating a good amount of income. The proximity to campus was a big reason the house was a good investment. The house was paid for many years ago, so the rent was cheap. That, along with the rest of my inheritance, gave me a nice nest egg for the next few years.

After revealing that to Alyssa, we both began thinking of it as our house. We agreed that it would be rude to just evict everyone, especially since we planned to keep living there. So we broke the news to my buddies who lived with us.

They did not receive it joyously.

Suddenly, they were faced with finding new housing for the next school year. One of my friends took it especially hard. Ron, the alpha male of our house, got pretty angry and came close to threatening me.

“Dammit, Jeremiah. Now I don’t have any place else to live,” Ron said a few days after I broke the news.

Ron was tall and sinewy rather than bulky. I was almost as tall and outweighed him by more than a few pounds. Physically, we were a match, and physical confrontation was always Ron’s first option. I took a breath and scanned his moral profile, looking for leverage. I hadn’t examined many males before, but the shapes were similar enough. Under the bluster, Ron was worried—about money and about his relationship.

He’d been seeing a girl named Robin pretty regularly. Maybe she was my way to nudge him out.

“Why not see if you can move in with Robin?” I asked. “She’d probably appreciate someone to share her rent.”

“I dunno, she’s been pretty weird lately,” Ron said. “She wants me to be more serious. More stable. I don’t know what the fuck she wants. I do know this place has one of the lowest rents in town. Are you sure you don’t want at least one renter? I’d even take one of the basement rooms.”

“Not an option, Ron. Sorry,” I said quickly.

I already had ideas for the basement, and none of them involved athletic, aggressive alpha males.

“Maybe I can talk to Robin with you?” I offered. “Alyssa and I could go on a double date, so it doesn’t feel like an ambush.”

Ron considered it. For Ron, thinking took a while. I scanned him again and sensed a general hesitancy around relationships, like he was always half-ready to bolt. It was disappointing. Robin, a friend of Alyssa’s, struck me as a nice, responsible girl. What she saw in Ron had always been a bit of a mystery to me. Ron usually preferred his girlfriends a little less sharp than he was. Okay, a lot more dumb. He was problematic to begin with.

“What the hell,” Ron said at last. “I’m willing to talk with her about it.”

“Great. I’ll have Alyssa give her a call and set up a date for Friday,” I said, then headed upstairs to my room.

When I reached the top of the stairs, Alyssa was stretched out on my bed, reading. I slid in beside her and snuggled close.

“Want to go on a date?” I asked.

“Mmmm… maybe,” she teased, not looking up. “What kind of date are you thinking about?”

“Going out on Friday with Ron and Robin,” I said, then held my breath. Alyssa did not like Ron.

“Why would I willingly subject myself to dinner with Ron?” she asked, finally lowering her book.

“We need to persuade Robin to have Ron move in with her,” I explained.

“Poor Robin,” Alyssa said with a sigh. “I’m almost sorry I introduced the two of them.”

Alyssa had met Robin in one of her psychology classes. They shared a lot of the same interests, and Alyssa eventually invited her to one of our house parties, introducing her to Ron with more than a few reservations.

Ron was handsome, so it wasn’t surprising Robin noticed him. Unfortunately, Robin also seemed to have a weakness for bad boys she thought she could fix. Ron’s unbalanced personality fit that description a little too well. He was rude, uncouth, and could be a real asshole.

Because I knew him better than most, I also knew he didn’t have great social skills. He got flustered and frustrated easily, and had a stubborn streak a mile wide. All of that together made him hard to live with. Robin had stuck around longer than most of his girlfriends because she could see the diamond under the rough edges.

I wasn’t convinced Ron would ever polish himself.

I must have let too much of that thought leak out of my mind, because Alyssa suddenly rolled toward me, eyes bright, like she was inside my head.

“J,” she said, excitement in her voice, “this might be a way to help Ron and Robin.”

“Huh?” I asked. A little double date to talk about Ron’s living situation hadn’t sounded like help to me—just logistics.

“You could help them,” Alyssa insisted, eyes sparkling mischievously.

“Oh hell no,” I said. “I like Ron, probably more than most people, but there is no way I’m letting him into my head.”

The telepathy I’d developed with Alyssa, Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly still freaked me out. It came in handy with Alyssa from time to time. I’ll admit, sometimes I took advantage and nudged her toward getting physical with me. I probably could have just asked, but it was more exciting to do it wordlessly. Since the weekend with the girls, though, I hadn’t changed anyone else. I was afraid of forming more psychic connections I didn’t understand.

“I don’t think that would happen,” Alyssa said. “I’m pretty sure your telepathy develops from a sexual connection. Unless you start having sex with Ron, I think you’re safe.”

A shiver of disgust ran through me at the thought of having sex with Ron. But I remembered what Alyssa had said about the strength of a sexual bond. Nothing like that was ever going to happen between Ron and me, so she was probably right—it would be safe to try.

And if it helped get Ron out of the house to make room for our family, it was worth considering.

“Okay,” I said carefully. “What do you have in mind?”

“I see both of them needing an adjustment,” Alyssa said, adjusting her glasses. “Robin’s a bit of a busybody. The only reason she’s stayed with Ron this long is that she sees him as a project. Ron’s a mess, but I’m sure you can help him become more of a gentleman. I think you need to get some good scans of them before our date. I can look them over and figure out what we might do.”

“Okay,” I shrugged. “I’m not thrilled about adjusting Ron, but if it gets him out of the house to make room for our family, I’m game for anything.”

Alyssa pulled me into a hug, and I wrapped my arms around her. We seemed to crave more contact with each other whenever we thought about Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. It had only been a little over a month, but the emptiness of not having them close was almost physical. We shared a quiet moment, both of us thinking of them and hoping they were safe and happy.

“They’ll be here soon,” I murmured. “Just a few more weeks. I miss them too.”

“It’s so strange,” Alyssa said. “Before that weekend, I didn’t know any of them. Now I miss them so much. I know it’s because of you, Jeremiah. The connection is so deep. Sometimes it’s like I can feel them.”

“I know what you mean,” I agreed. “That’s why I’m so hesitant to try to change others. I get uncomfortable thinking about what my powers can do.”

“Jeremiah,” Alyssa said, looking up at me with bright, earnest eyes, “I trust you because you are careful about how you use your powers. You need to trust yourself, because I think you can make wonderful things happen. Not just with the girls and us, but with anyone who needs more than just normal help. Like you did with Carmen.”

I swallowed. Carmen had been locked in a self-destructive pattern when I met her, chasing comfort in random hookups with all kinds of men. She’d elevated the idea of a perfect relationship so high that no real relationship could match it, and when reality disappointed her, she’d go looking for solace in sex. Once Alyssa and I figured that out, I’d adjusted Carmen’s sense of what a good relationship looked like.

Since then, according to her emails, she’d kept her sexual appetite focused on Lexi and Kelly. No more one-night stands with strangers. She said she didn’t even look at other men. By every indication, she was much happier after my adjustment than during the quiet torture she’d been inflicting on herself before.

“So you think I can fix Ron?” I asked.

“Yes. But Robin also needs adjustment,” Alyssa replied. “The vibe I get from her is that she thinks she’s perfect and everyone else needs to change. That’s not true. No one’s perfect, and the only people we can really change are ourselves.”

She paused, then laughed and tapped my chest.

“Well, except you. You can fix other people.” She kissed my cheek. “You’re the only exception.”

Over the next few days, I made a point of spending time with Ron and sketched some fairly detailed curves. Alyssa compared them against our baselines from earlier experiments. She also invited Robin over to study several times so I could get some decent moral values by scanning her from across the room. Alyssa spent a lot of time poring over the curves and building a plan.

Neither of us took the time to consider the ethics of designing a relationship like theirs. To us, it was a way to solve a sticky problem without causing a nasty fight. And I feared Ron was on the edge of being mean and nasty over the situation.

Friday came—the night Alyssa and Robin had set up our dinner-and-a-movie double date. Alyssa figured I could adjust when we met, then during dinner, she could do her conversation survey so I could make a finer adjustment.

“Okay, I have a question,” I said Friday afternoon. “Usually, I have to touch someone to adjust their curves. Won’t it be a little weird just to grab Ron? I might be able to get away with touching Robin a couple of times, but Ron… not so much.”

“Yeah, I hadn’t thought of that,” Alyssa admitted, tapping her lip. “How long do you need to touch someone before you can adjust them accurately?”

“I don’t know. Not long.”

“Handshake?” She offered.

“Eh, better than a fist bump.”

“Just don’t arm wrestle him in the restaurant?” Alyssa drawled, then giggled at the thought.

I considered it, then nodded. “I guess a handshake would work.”

We arrived at a local restaurant, the kind of place with semi-private booths and a reputation for steaks and local seafood.

On cue, Ron immediately made an ass of himself. We approached, and I reached out my hand to shake, and Ron held out his fist for a casual bump. Our eyes met in a contest of wills. Stubbornness painted his features, and a glance at his moral curve, flashing red, made me shake my head internally.

I bumped his fist. As I expected, it wasn’t long enough. I didn’t feel that click.

Run brushed past me and turned on the charm with the hostess so hard it bordered on harassment—leaning in too close, grinning too wide, tossing out lines that weren’t half as clever as he thought they were—Classic Ron: trying too hard, smiling too much.

I scanned his profile, checking which parts of his graph lit up. Underneath the swagger, he was buzzing with insecurity and overcompensating as usual. It wasn’t working.

I felt bad for Robin, but when I shifted my focus to her, I saw she wasn’t just embarrassed. She was analyzing. Her thoughts spun around relationships, attachment styles, and little diagnostic categories. She was experiencing Ron through the lens of psychology.

Alyssa had been right. Robin was cataloging how to fix him. And Ron stubbornly refused that there was anything wrong with his flirtation with the hostess.

When we finally slid into our booth, I decided to poke the bear.

“What was that all about, Ron?” I asked. “Isn’t Robin enough for you? You trying to line up a second date for after the movie?”

“Huh?” Ron blinked, genuinely confused. Then his face flushed. “Oh, that? I was just joking.”

An uncomfortable silence dropped over the table. I realized a half-second too late that I’d overstepped. It was awkward. Always a fan of awkwardness, I charged forward.

“You know what, never mind,” I said, pivoting hard. “Wanna arm wrestle?”

Under the table, Alyssa’s fingers clamped around my thigh. I glanced over; she was gritting her teeth at me like she was telegraphing an entire paragraph I didn’t have time to read.

I gave her my best I’ve got this under control wink, planted my elbow on the table, and stared at Ron with what I hoped came across as a casual challenge. Both women did their best to sink into their seats and disappear.

Ron’s eyes lit up—challenge accepted, plus a little malice left over from my jab. He set his elbow down and gripped my hand.

As our hands locked, I felt a familiar drain of energy as I reached into his moral curve and performed the surgical adjustments Aly planned. Ron came out hard, trying to slam my knuckles straight through the tabletop. For a moment, he drove my hand down—then the adjustments took hold.

His focus wavered. I pushed our hands back to vertical. I held his gaze and watched confusion cloud his eyes. The contest itself stopped mattering to him. Showing the changes were having an effect, and his attention slid sideways.

I kept our hands in the middle, not forcing a win. But Ron stopped fighting altogether, glanced over at Robin, and gently pulled his hand out of mine.

“Robin,” he said, voice oddly careful, “I’m sorry about what I said about flirting with the hostess. I was just… really nervous, being out with such a lovely woman as you. Can you forgive me?”

Robin’s eyes went wide, shock clear on her face.

I slid my leg under the table until my bare calf brushed hers, pushing the changes along the path Alyssa and I had mapped. Robin’s eyes closed for a moment; a tear gathered at the outer corner when she opened them again.

“I forgive you, Ron,” she said quietly. “We all make mistakes. I’m just glad to be here with you.”

I let out a slow breath—one adjustment in each of them, and no immediate disasters. I slid my hand into Alyssa’s under the table and squeezed.

She looked up at me, then leaned in close to my ear.

“Jeremiah, sometimes you are as subtle as a bull in a china shop,” she hissed, then giggled softly. “It looks like the direct approach might have worked.”

The rest of dinner actually turned out… fun.

Alyssa, a natural conversationalist, steered us through an easy rotation of topics: classes, stories about how classes were going, Robin’s research interests, and movies we loved to hate. I kept half my attention on the conversation and half on Ron’s and Robin’s curves as we drifted through our planned test subjects.

I’d memorized the sections and questions, along with the modified curves Alyssa had flagged. A few times, I made small, careful tweaks—nothing dramatic, just smoothing edges and reinforcing new pathways. Once the first touch and change were in place, it was easier to nudge things along without contact.

I still tried to keep any further alterations to a minimum. I didn’t want more people living in my head.

By the time dessert arrived, the tension from earlier had mostly dissolved. Robin laughed more easily. Ron’s jokes landed better, and when they didn’t, he seemed to notice and adjust instead of stubbornly plowing ahead.

As we lingered over the last bites, Alyssa guided the conversation exactly where we needed it to go.

“Have you found a new place to live yet, Ron?” she asked casually.

“Not yet,” Ron said, frowning. He shot me a dark look. “I was really hoping Jeremiah would change his mind.”

“Sorry, pal,” I said. “I’ve got changes planned for the whole house.”

“Are you looking for a place, Ron?” Robin asked. “I have room in my apartment, and honestly, I could use help with the rent.”

“You are, I’d like…” Ron started, then trailed off and looked at her properly. “Um, are you sure? I really like being around you, but I don’t want to be just roommates.”

“I don’t want you to be a roommate either, Ron,” Robin said, cheeks flushing. “I want you to live with me.” She turned to Alyssa for backup. “That’s acceptable, right? It’s almost the twenty-first century. A girl can ask a guy to move in with her, can’t she, Aly?”

Alyssa smiled and nodded. “Absolutely.”

Robin faced Ron again, wearing a small, confident smile. “So what do you say? Will you share my apartment with me, Ron?”

“How soon can I move in?” Ron asked, grinning.

He leaned over and kissed her softly, wrapping her in his arms.

After that, we left the restaurant and headed to the movie theater. Ron and Robin were practically glued together, acting like any other couple on a date. Ron’s entire demeanor had shifted; he opened doors for her, guided her with a hand at the small of her back, and walked at her pace instead of charging ahead.

I was impressed. So was Alyssa. She clung to my arm as we walked, her fingers tracing idle patterns along my bicep.

Her touch sent little sparks down my spine. By the time we reached the ticket line, I was more than a little aroused by her satisfaction—and by what we’d just pulled off.

When we got settled in the movie theater and the lights darkened, Alyssa allowed my hand to slide inside her thigh. She leaned over to me and kissed me on the cheek.

“I’m so aroused right now,” Alyssa said, “I knew you could help them, but I’m so impressed with the changes. Ron is being such a gentleman, and Robin has stopped being controlling. I think it’s so hot that you made that happen. Can you feel how aroused I am?”

“Do we have to stay for the movie?” I chuckled.

Alyssa’s eyes flared, then she doubled over and groaned in pain, “I think I ate too much at dinner. I don’t feel well. Is it okay if Jeremiah and I go home?”

“Oh, honey, sure,” Robin said with concern in her voice, “Ron and I will be fine. You feel better.”

Robin turned around, hugged Ron, then whispered something in his ear. Ron put his arm around her and pulled her close, then looked back at me and nodded as if to say, “See ya!”

Alyssa and I quickly left the movie theater and hurried to her car. I slid into the driver’s seat, and Alyssa slumped into the passenger’s seat.

”God, Jeremiah,” Alyssa moaned. “That was so awesome to watch them just… change. Makes me horny, and I know that’s weird.”

“The power rush makes me hard,” I confessed, “I’m right there with you.”

I sped to our house, and Alyssa quickly ran to our room. Well, my room, Alyssa, had practically moved in with me since we returned from our weekend with our girls. She’d only use her room to store her clothes, but she slept, studied, and did everything else with me.

Alyssa raced up the stairs, outpacing me like it was a race. I decided I would let her win and slowed to a walk. A confident walk. I was feeling fairly good about myself. The feeling of power from using my unique abilities to help others was intoxicating. For once, I didn’t feel guilty but in control. I tested this mind link we’d developed and pushed an image to Alyssa as I walked up the stairs.

When I got to the room and opened the door, I saw that Alyssa had received my thoughts and had obeyed. She was naked except for her ever-present glasses. Her face and eyes were obscured by her brown hair hanging in front of her face like a curtain as he bowed her head. She was kneeling on the bed, her bottom resting lightly on her heels, knees slightly apart. Her hands rested on her thighs, palms up. The epitome of submission, which made my dick throb. I stood mesmerized at the door, quietly undressing. Watching her heavy breasts rise and fall with her breaths.

“Am I doing this right?” Alyssa asked, her voice soft and vulnerable.

“Perfect,” I managed, her posture overwhelming my emotions.

“I want so much to please you,” Alyssa said quietly. “Your suggestions and images are so very erotic.”

“Hush now, my love.”

“It is a turn-on to sit like this,” Allyssa sighed, with an edge of impatience, “but I need you to hurry.”

“You mean, ‘Hurry, please, Sir!’” I teased, pushing another suggestion.

“Oh yes, Sir… please hurry, Sir!” she sighed, accepting the role that I’d pushed.

I stood before the bed naked and erect as she held the submissive pose.

“Look at me, Aly,” I commanded.

She raised her eyes to me. Her beautiful blue eyes captured my soul as she waited. Her body buzzed with activity, but still, she waited. Waited for me to say what I wanted.

“Suck me,” I said huskily, my voice thick with emotion.

A smile crossed her lips as she leaned forward and grabbed my cock, then slipped her mouth over the crown. The thrill of emotion and power filled my entire being. While I had pushed the thought of a submissive role to Alyssa, I also knew that she was choosing to please me, and her submissive pose, posture, and attitude fired my desire.

“Oh fuck, that feels amazing,” I confessed to the heavens.

I watched as she raised her eyes to mine, her mouth around my thick rod, her head moving up and down. She paused, sucking just the tip, and mewled softly as she drank the pre-cum oozing from the slit. She lifted her hands to cup my balls and massaged them as she worked my shaft, her tongue swirling over it. I grabbed her head in my hands and started to firmly slide my cock in and out of her mouth. She looked up at me, her eyes clouded with lust, trust, and acceptance as I pounded my meat into her throat. It was almost too much, and I pulled away.

“Oh, Alyssa, I love you so much when you look at me that way.” I panted.

“Jeremiah, I need you so bad right now,” Alyssa whimpered, “Please, Sir….”

“Turn around,” I commanded.

She turned around and lifted her bottom to me, leaning down into the soft cotton comforter of our bed, her breasts mashed into the sheets as she bowed low. She offered her sex to me, pussy lips glistening with her moisture, pouting with desire. I notched my cock inside and pressed firmly, filling her slippery tunnel in a single stroke.

“FUCK,” Alyssa exclaimed and reached her fingers back to rub her hard clit, “Finally….”

I went into zen mode as much as I could, thinking of nothing. I drove my cock in and out of her pussy. Driving her deeper towards orgasm, wanting nothing more than to hear her moans and panting squeals of excitement. Eventually, her body began a delightful shiver as her sexual energy overcame her. Alyssa’s pussy convulsed around my cock and coaxed me over the edge. I slammed deep into her contracting slit, coating her insides with jets of cum.

I held myself deeply into her as I felt her body quiver beneath me. I pulled out, then slid onto the bed beside Alyssa. I pulled her back against me as her body shook with aftershocks. Alyssa gasped, slowing her breathing as she regained control of her body. Delicious shivers ran through her body as I held her tightly, soothing her gently. I pushed emotions of bliss and satisfaction, and it was as if I could physically feel her acceptance of my suggestions as she relaxed her body into mine.

”Jeremiah,” She softly whispered, “If you could bottle whatever the fuck you just did, we’d be millionaires.”

I laughed and pulled the comforter over us. She snuggled her head into my chest as I rolled slightly on my back. I lifted my opposite hand behind my head and smiled as I drifted off to sleep. The warm comfort of my lover’s body pressing against me.


CHAPTER 14
AWAITING ANGEL


I woke the next morning on my right side as the sun rose. Alyssa’s arm was draped along my leg, her breath warm against my back. I was always curious how we moved during the night. Our bodies were touching when I fell asleep and when I awoke. I lay there thinking as Alyssa’s breath stayed deep and steady.

True to my tendency toward self-flagellation, I began to doubt the changes I’d made to Ron and Robin and ran through the usual “what-ifs.” Then a familiar calm washed over me—the same peace I felt when I talked with Alyssa about the important things. It reassured me that if something needed fixing, I could always adjust it. It was as if a piece of Alyssa’s mind flicked on and told me, Stop worrying. My breathing slowed, and I drifted back to sleep.

Sometime later, I woke with a delicious ache between my thighs. The blanket was tossed back, and cool air brushed my skin. Delicate strands of Alyssa’s brown hair traced up and down my lower pelvis. I lifted my head and saw her moving up and down my erection. What a glorious way to wake up. I slid my hand to her head and combed her hair to one side so I could watch her suck my shaft into her mouth. Her eyes lifted and crinkled in a smile as she pulled her lips from my crown.

“Good morning, lover,” she said, crawling forward to kiss me.

“Good morning,” I answered, tasting myself on her lips.

“I’m still horny, from last night.” She said, straddling me.

“Zero complaints.”

She maneuvered my shaft until my glans nestled against her swollen pussy lips. Then, with exquisite slowness, she slid herself down my length until my pubic hair tickled her bare lips. It felt heavenly. I slid my hands to her round ass and pulled her deeper onto me. She kissed me deeply, rotating her hips, screwing herself onto my cock.

*Ring ring.*

I ignored the phone, lifting my hips to meet Alyssa as she rose and fell on my stiff cock. She braced her hands on my chest, holding her torso steady. Her warm pussy pulsed around my engorged manhood, a sensation I never got tired of.

“J!” Ron shouted from downstairs. “It’s for you! She said her name was Kelly!”

Alyssa’s eyes lit up. She slid off my cock and slipped out of bed. She yanked on one of my T-shirts and grabbed the phone in the hallway.

“Hello? Kelly!” she said, excited. “It’s Alyssa! How are you?”

I tugged on a pair of shorts and joined her. I was grumpy at being yanked out of coitus, but also thrilled to hear from Kelly. I smiled, hugged Alyssa close, and leaned in to listen.

Alyssa slipped her hand around my waist. “Yeah, J’s listening now,” she said.

“I’m finished with finals on Friday,” Kelly said. “Started packing my car. But I don’t want to move my stuff back to my parents’ house. They want to discuss this transfer. I’m worried they won’t let me change schools.”

“Do you want to stay here?” I asked. “We have plenty of room. When are your folks expecting you?”

“They aren’t expecting me at their house until later in the week,” she explained. “I haven’t told them I’m done with finals yet. I wanted to talk with you first, J.”

“Come home,” I said, a little amazed that I meant with us, not her parents. “Alyssa and I can’t wait to see you and show off our house.”

“I knew you’d say that, Jeremiah,” Kelly said, and I could see her flirty smile in my mind’s eye. “I just have to finish packing and head out. I should be there later tonight.”

“That soon?” I asked, surprised and excited. Alyssa squeezed me tighter.

“I don’t see any reason to wait,” Kelly said. “I packed my car yesterday, and I’d drive myself crazy hanging around here.”

“How do Lexi and Carmen feel about that?” Alyssa asked.

“They’re both madly jealous, of course,” Kelly teased. “But Lexi has to stay for a lab on Wednesday. Carmen’s struggling in her English Comp, and Lexi’s helping her. They should both be done by Wednesday. Carmen says to tell you she’s renting a truck and she and Lexi should be home by Friday.”

“What if she doesn’t pass English Comp?” I asked.

Kelly repeated my question. Rustling followed, then Carmen’s voice.

“Jeremiah, I’ll be home by Friday. I said I’m in, and I’m all in,” Carmen declared. “You got that, hombre?”

“Carmen, I just want to make sure your school⁠—”

“Look,” she cut in. “Life is sometimes more important than school. I’ll figure it out when I get there. Okay?”

“Okay, Carmen,” I said, smiling. “I can’t wait for our family to be together under one roof.”

“Me either, stud. Kisses.” She dropped the phone. We heard the clatter of the handset, muffled voices, and breathing on the line.

“Um, hello?” Lexi said. “Are you still there?”

“Yeah, Lex, how are you?” Alyssa asked.

“I miss you both…” She paused. “Don’t worry about Carmen, I’ll get her through… I want us all to be together so badly.”

“I know, Lex. I love all of you,” I began.

“I love and miss all of you, too,” Alyssa added, her voice thick with emotion.

“Stop, I’ll start crying,” Lexi said, and then the line went dead.

I set the receiver down and hugged Alyssa to my chest. She lifted her mouth to mine. We kissed until my erection strained against my shorts again. Alyssa ran her fingers along my length and drew back, eyes sparkling.

“Is that for me,” she teased, “or are you thinking about fucking Bible Belt Barbie?”

“Both,” I said, grinning as I scooped her up and carried her back to bed.

She squealed as I laid her down and pushed her T-shirt up. I kissed every inch of newly exposed skin. I took my time revealing her breasts, then hungrily pulled a nipple into my mouth. Alyssa took over, yanking the shirt the rest of the way off. Fingers combing my hair, she let me lose myself in worshiping her chest.

With my torso between her legs, she wrapped her legs around my waist. Her desire spiked as she ground her core against my erection. I took the hint, rose to my knees, and settled between her thighs. She grabbed my shaft and guided it between her slick lips. I moaned as I slid my dick deep into her molten sex.

Saturday mornings were made for screwing, so I didn’t rush. I savored the feeling of sliding in and out of her hot sheath. My attention to her breasts had her fired up, and soon she was lifting her hips to meet my thrusts. I lifted my head to watch as she tossed hers back, arching as her first orgasm ripped through her. I kept my pace slow as she rode out the wave.

Then I rolled onto my back. She followed, straddling my waist. Reaching between her legs, she realigned my shaft and sank. She set the rhythm, slow at first, sliding all the way down before rotating her hips to screw herself deeper onto me. We made love patiently, enjoying the closeness. We shifted and kissed, changing positions just to stretch out our morning.

Finally, we climbed together toward our last peak. With me back on top, our eyes locked as I held her wrists above her head. Her mouth opened in a silent scream; we watched each other in wonder as our orgasms crashed together, and I shot hot jets of cum deep inside her. Gasping, we eased apart and pulled each other close while our breathing slowed and words came back.

“I’m getting hungry,” I said at last.

“Me too,” Alyssa agreed.

We got dressed—more or less. Alyssa pulled on her favorite fuzzy robe and slippers. I threw on a T-shirt, gym shorts, and flip-flops. We headed downstairs

We walked down the stairs to the main floor and into the central kitchen. Robin stood at the stove in one of Ron’s dress shirts, her hair tied up in a loose bun, while Ron stood close behind her. His arms wrapped around her, one hand flipping pancakes. Robin reached back, sliding her hands around his bottom and gently stroking his ass through his shorts.

“Oh, do we need to leave you two alone?” Alyssa asked, a playful lilt in her voice.

Ron’s head snapped around. Then he shifted, sliding to Robin’s side and keeping her body between himself and us, as if he were trying to hide an erection.

“Us?” Ron echoed with a knowing smile. “It sounded like you two were having fun, too.”

I smiled confidently, then scolded, “Tsk, tsk, kitchens and sex games don’t mix—you might burn the sausage.” I smiled again and helped myself to a slice of bacon.

“Between that soundtrack,” Ron laughed, “and Robin so near me, it’s hard to resist.”

“Speaking of hard,” Robin rejoined. “After last night, I’m amazed he still has lead in his pencil,” she joked bawdily, her expression almost chaste.

After a few moments of awkward silence, I said, “I think we’re the only four left in the house this weekend. Can we help with the rest of breakfast?”

Robin took charge. “Table needs to be set, and orange juice poured.”

I started setting out plates while Alyssa retrieved the glasses and the OJ. Ron finally rejoined the team and began carrying over plates of food: bacon, sausage, pancakes, and eggs. Ron and I loved big weekend breakfasts. I noticed a lack of fruit, so I grabbed a knife and started cutting up oranges, strawberries, and bananas so Alyssa would have something to eat beyond all the animal protein.

Alyssa looked at me, then at the big bacon platter in front of her. I sensed that she wanted something from me. I silently projected an image of her eating bacon, and she smiled and nodded. I winked at her and adjusted her moral curve, allowing her to enjoy bacon. Alyssa happily took a slice and savored the salty, fatty taste. Soon, all of us were devouring the breakfast together.

“I guess you’re feeling better—unless the ruckus this morning was another ‘tummy issue,’” Robin said with a knowing smile.

“Yes, much better, thank you. Jeremiah has a wonderful elixir that always helps with my troubles,” Alyssa said, smiling.

Ron coughed and was speechless. The old Ron would have made a crude joke that pushed the flirty banter into something more crass, but this morning, he just smiled along with the jokes.

“Jeremiah,” Ron said finally, “I know there are two weeks left in our rental contract, but I thought I might move out early. Um, could I get a partial refund on this month’s rent?”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” I said with a smile. I was anxious for him to move out, especially knowing Kelly would be home later that night. “I’m not trying to shove you out, though.”

“Oh, I know, bud. I just figured, why not do it now?” He hugged Robin and kissed the top of her head. “Robin’s roommate already left last month, and the extra half-month’s rent could help her out.”

“I’m not sure that’s the only help she appreciates,” I said with a wink. “Do you need any help moving?”

“Nah,” Ron said. “I’ve always packed light—a couple of suitcases. The furniture is all part of the house. Then just my books and gym stuff. I can handle it.”

“Good enough. When are you going to start?” I asked.

“Right after we clean up from breakfast,” Ron answered, popping the last slice of bacon into his mouth.

Alyssa frowned as the last slice of bacon disappeared, then broke into a huge smile as she processed what Ron had said. I sensed how eager she was for Ron to leave and for Kelly to rejoin us. I squeezed her hand tenderly under the table, and she shrank back.

She said, “J and I can clean up this mess. You go ahead, Ron, do what you need to do.”

“Thanks, Alyssa.” Ron leaned over and kissed her cheek. “That’s sweet.”

To Alyssa’s credit, she accepted Ron’s affection with a smile.

A few hours later, we truly had the house to ourselves. It was wonderful, though it never felt emptier. We went down to the basement and explored the rest of the house. My roommates, all future military men, were very neat, and the rooms were already tidy. Furniture was piled up, waiting for the deep cleaning scheduled at the end of the semester. The main floor was also clean and orderly. Everyone had pitched in to clean the common rooms. With Ron’s room now empty, the house seemed almost too quiet.

The final week of school was coming up, but most of my housemates had taken finals early so they could get to their summer jobs at camps or back home. Alyssa and I had only one final each the following week, both in easy classes. With the house so empty, we sat on the sofa and enjoyed being alone for a little while.

We spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning out Ron’s room. We chose it because it was the easiest to clean. He hadn’t been kidding about traveling light, and he was the one who’d spent the most time sleeping elsewhere. We vacuumed the carpet and scrubbed the walls.

I was at a loss for what to do with the house now that it was finally ours. For many years, I’d thought of it as six separate rooms with shared common areas. That would no longer be true, as the idea of the five of us living together changed everything. So our cleaning focused on making a place for Kelly to call home.

Before long, Ron’s—Kelly’s—room was spotless and ready for her to move in. Alyssa and I watched TV through the early evening, looking out the window every time we heard a car drive past. It was silly how impatient we both were. We silently wished Kelly would get home sooner.

We ordered pizza, partly because we were starving and partly in case Kelly arrived hungry. Car travel in the late ’80s wasn’t like today. With no cell phones, there was no way to stay in touch on the road, and the silence stretched.

At last, a car horn sounded. We rushed to the window just as Alyssa bolted out of the house. She practically dragged Kelly from the car and crushed her in a hug. I followed quickly and wrapped both girls in my arms.

“I’m so glad you’re home safe,” I said, finally able to kiss her.

She kissed me back, then searched my eyes. “It felt like I’d never get here. The whole ride, I was thinking of you.”

“Come inside. We can unpack tomorrow.”

“I was sort of hoping you’d pack me tonight,” Kelly murmured, her fingers slipping inside my waistband.

“Mmm… I promise. But let’s get inside first.”

I hugged Alyssa with one arm and brushed my thumb over her tear-streaked cheek. “You okay, babe?”

“I’m just so happy she’s here!” Alyssa said, more openly emotional than usual.

“Oh, Aly, I’m so glad to be here with you,” Kelly said.

The three of us stepped through the front door.

“Wow, all this is ours?” Kelly asked, looking around.

“Yep, it’s all ours. I need your help figuring out how to fix it up for our family. It used to be six separate rooms with shared living spaces, and now it’s… well, I don’t want us living in separate rooms.”

“Yeah,” Kelly said, nodding. “I know what you mean. Give me the tour. Let me see what we’ve got to work with.”

We took her through the basement and the main floor, then upstairs to the rooms Alyssa and I used. Kelly asked questions, tested walls and windows, and peeked into bathrooms and eating areas. When we reached my room, she finally nodded.

“I think I can come up with something that will work,” she said with a smile. “The house has good bones. That’s what matters.”

“Thanks to my inheritance, I can afford a decent renovation,” I said. “But I don’t know where to start. I’d love to hear your ideas.”

“Sure, that’s right up my alley!” Kelly said, looping her arms around me. “But I want you up my alley right now.”

Alyssa laughed at the blatant innuendo and caught Kelly’s hand. “Come on, J. Let’s make Kelly feel at home.”

Soon, I was lost in the willing flesh of two of my favorite girls, in that heady place where body parts seemed to detach from the people they belonged to. I explored curves, mounds, crevices, and buds with my fingers and mouth, soothing and caressing, my body twisting to reach one place, then pressing into another.

Finally, we ended up with Kelly on her back and my cock hammering firmly into her sex. Alyssa had spread her legs over Kelly’s face and was leaning over, kissing me while Kelly licked her pussy.

Our moans of passion grew louder from our motions, and soon we headed to a crescendo. We orgasmed as one, our cries in our empty house echoing as we all vibrated in bliss. We collapsed into a heap, shuddering. I put my arm around each woman’s shoulders, and they nestled their heads into my chest. Alyssa pulled the cover over us, and we all fell peacefully.
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I awoke Sunday morning to the touches of Alyssa stroking my cock, and Kelly kissing my nipples. I pulled Kelly up to kiss her, enjoying a deep, prolonged kiss. I groaned into Kelly’s mouth as I felt Alyssa’s tongue slipping around my engorged cock head. Could life get any better?

We still felt a little empty despite taking our time and enjoying another round of orgasms. We curled together, thinking of Lexi and Carmen, and let ourselves drift in the warm afterglow of our coupling.

Then the day began, and with it, our new life. I unpacked Kelly’s car, moved her things into Ron’s empty room, and carried her clothes into Alyssa’s room. It seemed like the best plan, since I already knew we’d be sharing a bed. After that, it was showers and breakfast.

“We need a bigger bed,” Alyssa said over coffee.

“Oh yes—and more furniture. This place is sparse,” Kelly added.

“Well, where should we shop?” I asked. I had nothing planned for Sunday, and my exam wasn’t until Wednesday morning.

“A furniture store, duh,” Kelly teased. “I don’t know; I’ve never lived in this town.”

“I know a place,” Alyssa offered. “But we shouldn’t buy a lot until we know how we’re going to remodel the house.”

“That’s true,” I agreed. “My room is too small for a larger bed. If we get a bigger one, it’ll have to go in the basement for now.”

“Well, I was thinking about knocking down all the walls upstairs,” Kelly said. She grabbed a napkin and a pencil and started to sketch. “We could turn the whole upstairs into our bedroom and expand the bathroom like this….”

She drew a rough floor plan: a large bathroom with a tub and a generous shower area, a much bigger bedroom, and even a dedicated area for clothing storage and dressing. Considering she was designing for five people on the back of a napkin, I was impressed. Her vision excited me, and I couldn’t wait to start. But beneath that excitement ran a sharp vein of unease. Beyond hiring a good general contractor, I had no idea what to do next.

Instead of admitting that, I said, “Until we can get that done, maybe we’d be better off living in the basement. It’ll be cooler down there in the summer, too. What do you two think?”

“I think that’s a good idea,” Alyssa said.

Kelly shrugged, then nodded, her face lighting up. “Let’s go shopping!”

We ended up buying a sturdy California king four-poster bed. It was a huge luxury, but I figured investing in quality made sense. The mattress was top-of-the-line as well. Kelly also found five compact armoires she wanted, insisting they’d fit her upstairs storage plans and that we’d need them once Lexi and Carmen joined us anyway. I let Alyssa and Kelly handle the bedding and other supplies at the mall while I sat in the food court and nursed a soda.

I tried to relax, but anxiety gnawed at me. What had been a perfect fantasy—living with four beautiful women—was rapidly turning into something heavy and real. Logistics and details piled up in my mind: clothing, storage, renovations, and bills. We hadn’t talked about any of that at the hotel, and now my brain was crowded with everything we’d have to solve. There was so much to do that I didn’t even know where to start, and the chaos of it all was starting to swallow me.

I can barely take care of myself. How am I supposed to take care of all of us? I wondered.

A hand squeezed my shoulder. I looked up to find Alyssa standing there, her smile soft and steady.

“You let us take care of you, too, J,” she said gently.

“Huh, how did you…?”

“When you get anxious, you forget how much you broadcast it,” she said, sliding into the seat beside me. “I start sensing exactly what you’re feeling.”

“Yeah.” I exhaled. “I’m worried, babe.”

“It is a big problem,” Alyssa agreed. Then she folded my hand into hers and met my eyes. “So how do you handle a big computer programming problem?”

“Modularization,” I answered automatically. My software design final was in two days, and I’d been repeating those concepts in my sleep.

“Tell me about modularization,” she said, slipping her arms around me.

“You take a big problem and break it into manageable chunks. Each chunk gets simpler.”

“Who works on each chunk?” she asked. I could feel her guiding me, and understanding started to click into place. I nodded.

“Say it out loud, Jeremiah,” she coaxed. “It helps.”

“In a big project, you delegate each chunk to a team, and that team is responsible for it.”

“And after you modularize and delegate, what’s your job?” she asked. She already knew the answer; she’d been quizzing me on this all week.

“Track and adjust,” I said. I studied her face. “But does that really work here? Life isn’t made of neat boxes.”

“Yes, it is,” Alyssa said. “Start with the basics: food, clothing, shelter—those are your first modules. For most of history, that’s all people could focus on. Now, those things are easier. Your house already covers a lot. You’ve got enough money to get us started, and we’ll all do our part.”

“There’s just so much,” I said, feeling the panic rise again. “Too much.”

“Jeremiah, delegate,” she said softly. “Let Kelly be in charge of the house and everything it needs. I’ll help you plan and manage. We can all share cooking and shopping. When Lexi and Carmen get here, they can each take a piece of the puzzle. It’s going to be okay, sweetheart.”

I nodded, the tightness in my chest beginning to ease. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking it through.”

“You need to trust us,” she said, stroking my arm. “We’ve got your back, because we know you have ours. I trust you because you worry so much—but you have to give that trust back. We won’t fail.”

“Thanks, Alyssa.” I squeezed her hand. “See how much I need you?” I leaned in and kissed her. She smiled into the kiss.

“Let’s find Kelly and go home,” Alyssa said. “The delivery service should have the bed there in a few hours. Then we can take a nice long nap.”

“As if you two would let me sleep,” I teased, giving her bottom a playful pinch.

Kelly found us with her arms full of bags of linens and towels. I grabbed more than my share, and we all headed to her car. On the way home, we stopped at a Chinese place to pick up dinner and arrived a few minutes before the furniture delivery truck.

The movers unloaded everything and carried it down to the empty basement. At Kelly’s direction, they assembled the bed in the large common room and moved the armoires into each of the smaller bedrooms.

When they finished, the four-poster bed looked strange in the middle of what had once been a lounge, but it also made the place feel more like home. Kelly insisted we wash all the new bedding before putting it on. She started a load while Alyssa and I went upstairs, sat on the sofa, and finished dinner. When Kelly joined us, the conversation drifted to plans.

“Kelly,” I began, “I love your ideas for upstairs, and what you’ve done setting up and organizing downstairs is a big help.”

Kelly smiled. “I love doing that stuff—setting up house. It’s like playing dollhouse for real.”

I laughed. “I’d like to put you in charge of the whole renovation. Would you be okay with that?”

“Oh yes! I was going to ask you to let me help,” Kelly confessed. “I was always with my mother when she did big remodels on our bed-and-breakfast on the coast. I could ask her for references for builders and contractors. She taught me how to talk with architects and get permits. I’d be honored if you’d let me take over. But it’s your house, Jeremiah.”

“I have no idea what to do,” I admitted. “So you’d be doing us a great service just making sure it happens. The quicker, the better.”

“I’ll call my mother in the morning,” Kelly said with a smile. Then she frowned as another thought hit her.

“What is it, Kel?” Alyssa asked.

“I still need to talk with them about switching schools,” Kelly said, troubled. “I know I’m an adult and can make my own choices, but getting their approval is very important to me.”

I already knew this. It was one of the variables I’d adjusted on her curve during our weekend at the hotel. She’d said she always sought her parents’ approval, so I’d pushed that portion higher than the mean from our experiments. I glanced at Alyssa, silently asking if I should tweak it again. Sensing my thought, she shook her head, then turned to Kelly.

“Family is important, Kelly. It’s okay,” Alyssa soothed, stroking her back. “Would it be okay if all of us went and talked with your parents?”

“It might be okay,” Kelly said. “I told them I was visiting friends in town. I needed to tell them something, and it was the truth. Well, mostly. I didn’t tell them I was in a relationship with Jeremiah and that he had three other girlfriends. I still need to figure out how to explain how you two became my friends.”

“We have a couple of days to come up with a good story,” I said, uneasy about lying to Kelly’s family. “Regardless, I’d like Alyssa to come along. Do you think that would be a problem with your parents?”

“I don’t think so,” Kelly sighed. “They can be tough to read sometimes. Mom especially. Dad is a bit softer, sometimes, I’m a daddy’s girl. But my mom and I are getting along better. I call her every morning.”

“When do they want to meet?” I asked.

“They’ll be in town looking after a new property they want to buy—expanding to a new B&B in the valley,” Kelly recalled. “Wine country is booming nowadays. They’ll be here on Wednesday afternoon.”

“I have my Software Design final that morning,” I said, thinking of my calendar, “but after that, I’m done with school. What about you, Aly?”

“My last final is Tuesday, so I’m free too.”

“Great. I’ll set up an early dinner for all of us,” Kelly said with a smile.

One thing at a time, I told myself, as my mind jumped to everything else that needed to happen. One thing, one piece, one part. Modular thinking was the key.

We all snuggled on the sofa, watching the Sunday night movie until the sheets were dry. Then Kelly made the bed into something spectacular: all-white linens, a thick cotton-down comforter, and piles of pillows. We all climbed in, with more than enough room to spare. We cuddled, kissed, and made love tenderly before drifting off to sleep, exhausted from the long day.


CHAPTER 15
TRIAD TRIALS


I woke up Monday morning to an empty bed. Alyssa had planned an early start to cram for her Tuesday final, so her absence made sense. Kelly’s didn’t. I rubbed my eyes, stretched, and felt a small, childish disappointment at finding myself alone in such a huge bed.

I got up and tried to find my clothes, but all I could see were Alyssa’s things and Kelly’s. Mine had vanished. With nothing to put on, I headed up the back stairs to the main floor nude. In our haste to christen the bed, we’d forgotten to bring our clothes down to the basement.

As I climbed, I wondered if Alyssa had done the same thing earlier, and the image of her walking up these same steps naked stirred my loins. By the time I reached the main floor, my body was already reacting.

Kelly’s blonde hair hung over the back of the sofa. She was on the phone, her voice low and animated, so I tried to sneak past. A loose floorboard betrayed me with a creak. She turned and saw me.

Covering the phone’s mouthpiece, Kelly gave me a slow once-over. “Mmm, is that for me?” she asked, smiling and winking.

Only then did I notice she was wearing my T-shirt, which solved the mystery of my missing shirt.

“I’m going to take a shower and get dressed,” I whispered, not sure who she was talking to and not wanting to intrude.

“No, nothing, Mom. Someone brought me a nice hot cup of coffee,” Kelly said smoothly into the phone, winking at me again as she answered her mother’s question.

I couldn’t help but grin as I headed upstairs to my usual bathroom. I found my gym shorts stuffed in the hamper—Alyssa must have brought them up with her. At some point today, we really needed to move our clothes downstairs. I didn’t mind being nude around the house, but walking up two flights of stairs with a semi-rigid erection bouncing against my thigh was less than comfortable.

I started the shower and stepped under the spray, tilting my head back as I washed my hair. A few moments later, I felt a hand slide around my back.

“Got room for a partner?” Kelly asked as she hugged me from behind, her breasts pressing into my back.

“Always,” I said, turning to her and lowering my mouth to kiss her softly.

“You called your mother pretty early,” I said, turning her toward the spray and working my fingers through her blonde hair.

“Both she and I are early risers. I usually call her in the morning a few times a week,” Kelly said, closing her eyes and leaning her head back into the mist. “She’s going to email me some contacts for architects and contractors in the area.”

“She has an email?” I asked. In the mid-eighties, email was still mostly for schools and government agencies.

“CompuServe,” Kelly answered. “She got us an account when I started school last fall—one for both of us. I figured you’d have a computer and a modem.”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “I’ll show you where it is once I’ve washed all the sex off you.”

“Aww… I was hoping to get some more sex on me,” she teased and started pulling on my erection.

“I’ve made an oath always to keep my housemates happy,” I said with a smile, lowering my mouth to her breasts and suckling a nipple.

She leaned back more, presenting her fabulous round orbs to my mouth. I showed my appreciation by suckling both of her hard nipples. Then Kelly slipped down out of my arms and knelt beneath me. The hot water hit my chest and streamed down my torso as Kelly grabbed my firm erection with both hands.

She brought her mouth to the glans, drawing it in with glorious suction. She looked up at me, her eyes blinking against the spray of water, but holding my gaze as she slowly slid her mouth up and down my cock.

Her beauty stopped me. She seemed even more radiant than before. When I first met her on the steps, beneath her ethereal beauty, she seemed tired and sad. At the hotel, she was bubbly and energized, even after her long night with Becky and Camen. Now she seemed fresher, more alive, practically glowing with energy in the morning light. Whatever adjustments I’d made at the hotel clearly suited her just fine.

Her technique at oral sex was wonderful, her fingers cupping and playing with my balls as she took my entire length into her mouth. I combed my hands through her hair, then held her face steady as my hips thrust into her face. She steadied her rocking motion and kept her mouth sealed to my shaft. She had great control of her gag reflex, and as my cock slid down into the tightness of her throat, her eyes stayed locked on mine as I fucked her face.

I released her and pulled back with a pop. I leaned down and lifted her, wrapping my arms around her trim waist and pulling her into me. My cock pressed into her abdomen as my hands squeezed her round ass. I kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue.

She squealed when I pinched her bottom and twisted away from the offending fingers. Using that motion, I her around to face the shower wall. Her head was under the spray, allowing her to turn her head and watch me without being drenched.

She adjusted her stance, bending at the waist and offering her delicious, round cheeks to me. I swatted one cheek playfully, grabbed my cock, and guided my erection into her tight, slick pussy.

She looked over her shoulder, biting her lower lip, eyes closing as I slid deep into her. Once I was fully seated inside her, I started to fuck her in earnest. Her oral attention had me nearly feral, and I quickly built to a furious pace. I watched her ass ripple as my thighs slammed into her cheeks. Her breasts swaying in circles as I pounded her with vigorous thrusts.

“Oh, God! Yes!” Kelly shrieked as I fucked her hard and fast, “Fuck me! FUCK ME!”

I did as she asked with vigorous zeal, holding her tightly and pulling her back into my stiff, deep thrusts. She tossed her head and leaned into the shower wall, her cheek pressed against the cool tile.

I felt my balls boil as I thrust into her madly. Then I hammered home my final thrust and roared as I erupted deep inside her. Feeling my cum jetting inside her pussy set off her orgasm, and she moaned out in bliss as her pussy clamped around my shaft. Her clenching tremors milked my cock of its offering.

I pulled her back, then twisted her around. She wrapped her arm around my neck as I lowered my mouth to hers, kissing and panting as I caught my breath.

Fucking Kelly was an intense feast for the eyes. Her golden hair framed her golden-tan skin; she wasn’t Bible Belt anymore, but she still had the whole Barbie thing going on. I held her close as we both caught our breath.

Then I lovingly washed her, taking my time as I rediscovered the smooth curves of her body—the trim line of her waist, the small dip at the base of her spine. She returned the favor, exploring me with the same focused attention. Finally clean, we shared a soft kiss and turned off the water.

We stepped out, dried off, and went our separate ways to get dressed. Kelly headed down to her room to find fresh clothes. I went to mine, pulled on a pair of comfortable jeans and a T-shirt, and settled in to study for my Software Design final.

The course was mostly theory and abstract concepts—almost mind-numbingly dull—, but I needed to keep it fresh in my head. A few minutes in, the phone rang. I stepped into the hall to answer it just as Kelly reached the top of the stairs. She kissed me softly as I picked up the receiver.

“Mmm… hello?”

“‘Mmm’…? J?” a male voice asked.

“Uh, sorry—this is J. Who’s this?”

“Jerry. What was all that ‘mmm’ about?”

Jerry was a friend from several classes. Like me, he was a geek—awkward in most social situations, obsessed with technology and programming. He was a great guy and a solid friend, but he had no idea what to do with women. I wasn’t sure he cared, as long as he had his porn collection.

“A friend just gave me a sip of a delicious coffee,” I lied, winking at Kelly. “What’s up, Jerry?”

“I’m falling asleep trying to study for this stupid Software Design final. Do you want to study together, or at least keep each other from passing out?”

“Just a sec.” I covered the receiver with my hand and turned to Kelly.

“Hey, Kel, mind if a friend comes over to study?”

“No, babe,” Kelly said with a smile. “I need to get my mom’s email and start calling some people, so go ahead.”

“Okay, thanks. I’ll get you set up in just a minute,” I said as she wandered into my room and sat down at my computer.

“Yeah, Jerry, sure, that would be good,” I said into the phone. “When will you be over?”

“Oh, ten or fifteen minutes. Want me to bring sandwiches? I can stop by Subway,” Jerry replied.

“Kelly, you want a Subway?” I asked.

“Oh, yes, please—a Veggie?” she said, turning and giving me her dazzling smile.

“That’d be great, Jerry. Get a Club and a Veggie; I’ll pay you back,” I said.

“A Veggie? Uh, okay. I’ll see you in a few,” Jerry replied and hung up.

I smiled and went back to Kelly, flipping on the computer. I showed her the modem software and looked up the CompuServe access number from an ad in the yellow pages. A few minutes later, she was logged in and printing her mom’s email on my dot-matrix printer.

“We may want to put this computer somewhere more accessible,” Kelly said as she stood up and kissed my cheek.

“Maybe it’s time for me to get a new one,” I said, smiling. “You tell me where you want this one, and I’ll put it there. You’re in charge of the house design.”

“That’s right, mister,” Kelly said with a giggle. “Let me think on that.” She bounced down the stairs.

I signed on to my campus email account and checked for anything interesting. I was hoping for a message from Carmen or Lexi, but it was just the usual chatter from classmates and some notes from the Software Design professor. I printed two copies of the professor’s email—one for me and one for Jerry—then grabbed my books and headed downstairs.

Kelly was curled up on one end of the sofa, talking on the phone. From the words I caught—design, floor plan, drawings—it sounded like she was already talking to an architect. Part of me wanted to listen in and start exercising some control. I knew I was out of my league, and Kelly sounded completely at ease with whoever was on the other end of the line. The word, delegate, echoed Aly’s voice in my mind. I settled for giving her a big smile and sat down next to her, spreading my books on the table and reading through the professor’s email.

Kelly wore fitted capri pants that hugged her curves and a white cotton blouse pulled tight across her full breasts. Her blond hair was caught back in a ponytail that bounced as she spoke. She had her feet tucked under her, sandals kicked off on the floor. She looked entirely at home in our house. A quiet, rising happiness moved through me as I scanned my professor’s notes.

A knock at the door broke my concentration. I got up, let Jerry in, took the bag of Subway sandwiches from him, and led him into the living room. Kelly was just hanging up the phone when we entered. Jerry froze.

“Hi, I’m Kelly,” my new roommate said, walking toward him with her hand out.

Jerry dropped his books to take it. “Uh, hi… uh, Jerry.”

“Thanks for picking up sandwiches, Jerry,” Kelly said with a smile. “I’ll go fix us some drinks.”

As she passed me, she kissed my cheek. Jerry bent to scoop up his books, still staring.

“Who is that?” he whispered.

“Kelly. She’s one of my new roommates,” I said. “Didn’t you hear her say her name?”

“Yeah, I heard her,” Jerry said, still stunned. “She is hot, man. Where did you meet her, and does she have a sister?”

“I met her a few weeks ago and convinced her, with my sterling personality, to change schools and move in with Aly and me,” I told him—truthfully.

“Yeah, right,” Jerry said, grinning, assuming I was joking.

“It’s the truth,” I said, then let the grin break through. “Let’s sit and figure out this test. Did you see the prof’s email?”

“No, dammit, what did it say?”

“I printed you a copy,” I said, handing him the extra as he sat on the opposite sofa.

Kelly came back from the kitchen with three large glasses of water and a bag of potato chips on a tray. She leaned over to set the tray on the table, and Jerry’s eyes nearly popped out of his skull as her blouse gaped and gave him a generous view of her cleavage. Kelly straightened, oblivious, and stepped past me to sit between us in the corner of the couch. She reached across the table—offering Jerry another accidental eyeful—to grab her sandwich and a glass of water.

She unwrapped her sandwich and took a bite, unaware of how intently Jerry was watching her. He slid his books onto his lap, angling them to hide what was undoubtedly an erection.

“So, Jerry, what do you study?” Kelly asked politely.

“Uh… um… computer science. With J,” Jerry said quickly, then grabbed his sandwich and unwrapped it over his stack of books.

“How long have you been going to State?” Kelly continued between bites.

“I’m a junior, like J. We have a lot of classes together,” Jerry said, starting to relax.

“Oh, J,” Kelly said, turning to me, “I made an appointment for an architect to come by today around three, and after I eat, I’m going out to talk with a couple of contractors and see some of their work.”

“That’s fine, Kelly,” I said. “Will you be here for the architect?”

“Absolutely,” Kelly said with a smile and went back to her sandwich.

“What do you need an architect for?” Jerry asked.

“We’re remodeling the house,” Kelly said. “We’re making a big main suite on the top floor and modernizing everything on the other two floors. Two phases: first, this floor and the top floor, then we can move out of the basement.”

“Sounds extensive,” Jerry said.

“It is pretty ambitious,” Kelly allowed, “but it’s not difficult if I can get the plans drawn up quickly. We can probably start by the end of the month. Hopefully, everything will be done by the end of the summer.”

“Then what?” Jerry asked.

“Then we’ll be all set for the fall semester,” Kelly said, smiling.

We chatted as we ate our sandwiches. When she finished, Kelly balled up her wrapper and napkin and carried them, along with her glass, back to the kitchen. Jerry watched her every move, then jerked his gaze away whenever he thought she might be looking his way—at least as much as he dared.

“I’ve got to go. Thanks for the sandwich, Jerry,” Kelly said when she returned. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

I turned and hugged her. “Have a good time.”

“It was nice meeting you, Jerry.” She gave me a glinting look. “I’ll be back at three, honey.”

“Nice meeting you too!” Jerry called as she left through the front door.

He finished eating, then stared at me. “Honey? What the hell? I thought you were going out with Alyssa.”

I grinned and lifted my feet onto the coffee table, crossing my ankles. “Alyssa and I have a very open relationship.”

“Wow. You’re a fortunate man,” Jerry said, finally readjusting his books and turning to the professor’s email.

We dug into the notes and started studying for the test, using the professor’s outline to focus on the crucial parts. We figured the final would be more practical, but we still had some trivial questions. It was a professional-level course, so it needed real application. We put together an easy-to-remember rubric to walk through the development process for both waterfall and object-oriented models.

Just as we were wrapping up, Alyssa walked in the front door. I stood and greeted her with a hug and a kiss while Jerry packed his books and papers.

“Hey, babe, get a good bit of studying done?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’m burnt out and hungry now,” Alyssa said, then spotted Jerry behind me. “Oh, hi, Jerry! How are you? It’s been a few weeks since I’ve seen you around.”

“Hi, Aly,” Jerry said with a smile. “I guess we’ve both been busy.”

“I’ll say,” Alyssa replied, disappearing into the kitchen.

“Okay,” Jerry said as he carried his books to the door, “I don’t know why you get two beautiful chicks while I’m left with nothing. Life just doesn’t seem fair.”

He was smiling, clearly teasing, but the comment still hit a tender spot. I was delighted to have Alyssa and Kelly in my life, all of us under the same roof. I was also uneasy. Jerry’s visit and his joking complaint reminded me that our family didn’t fit neatly into the surrounding world. The old feelings of doubt and not-quite-belonging crept back in.

For a moment, the thought flickered that I could probably nudge Jerry’s confidence with women—one small adjustment to make things easier for him. The possibility was right there, like a switch I knew how to flip. I let it pass. He hadn’t asked for help, and I wasn’t going to start tinkering with anyone just because I thought I knew what they needed.

“Well, maybe I can help you find yourself a friend,” I offered honestly.

“Well, if you get tired of Kelly, let me know,” Jerry said with a wink. He waved and headed out.

I walked into the kitchen and wrapped my arms around Alyssa from behind. She was putting together a large salad and kept working as I nuzzled into her fragrant neck.

“It was good to see Jerry,” she said. “I think you need to keep meeting with your friends.”

“It was a bit awkward,” I admitted. “Kelly was here when he arrived, and he was smitten.”

Alyssa laughed. “I bet. Kelly probably reminds him of several of his centerfolds. Carmen did call her ‘Bible Belt Barbie’—except now she’s dropped the piousness.”

“Well, yeah,” I agreed. “He seemed to accept that I’m living with both of you well enough. I’m just worried how that perception will change when Lexi and Carmen get here.”

“Hmmm. I hadn’t considered that,” Alyssa said. “We might need to limit the public displays of affection when we have normal people around.”

“Yeah,” I said, more sullen than I meant to.

“J, we’ll figure it out,” Alyssa said, setting down her utensils and turning around.

She looped her hands behind my neck and rose on her tiptoes to kiss me. I kissed her back and met her beautiful blue eyes. The uneasiness eased as she stroked the back of my head and leaned into me. We held each other for a few long moments before she turned back to finish her salad.

“Are you ready for your test?” I asked, nudging the conversation to safer ground.

“Yeah, my brain is all full,” she said, picking up her salad bowl and heading to the living room. “I’m going to let it all settle, and it should be good for the final tomorrow morning.”

“Kelly is meeting with an architect in about half an hour,” I said, following her. “She’s going gangbusters on the remodeling. I’m pretty impressed.”

“I thought she had a good head on her shoulders,” Alyssa said. “From Carmen’s emails about how she was before you met, she sounded well-organized and serious. I think she’ll do great with our remodel.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I just hadn’t seen this side of Kelly before. Seeing her fully engaged with… uh… normal things was nice.”

Alyssa laughed and stretched out on the sofa, leaning against the arm while she ate her salad. She put her feet in my lap, and I slipped off her sandals and started massaging her feet.

“You know, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said with a flirty smile, “we’re going to be doing more and more normal things.”

“Oh, I know, Aly,” I said, feeling my cheeks warm. “I’m excited to learn more about what each of them is like outside the bedroom.”

We talked about everyday things and sketched out how the house should run—shopping, menus, schedules. Mundane details, but they felt strangely good as if we were building something real.

Right on schedule, Kelly came back in the front door. She slid a couple of bags from a decorating store against the wall by the door and waved at us.

“Hey, guys,” she said with her dazzling smile. “I found the mall!”

“Why do I feel my wallet shrinking?” I joked as I stood up to greet her.

“Well, J, I appreciate that you want to dote on me,” she said, leaning into me as I hugged her, her hands flat against my chest, “but I can provide for myself fairly well.”

She kissed me tenderly, then pushed herself away. Smiling at Alyssa, she sat down on the opposite couch and looked back at me, her expression turning more serious.

“Jeremiah,” she began, “I wanted to talk about something before we meet with the architect.”

“Of course. Go ahead,” I said, feeling my earlier uneasiness creep back in.

“Alyssa, I need to hear your input too,” she added. “We need to figure out how we’re going to relate to people outside our family. I thought it was a bit awkward with Jerry.”

I nodded. “Actually, I was talking about the same thing with Alyssa. She came back while Jerry was still here, and it was a bit awkward having him see me be intimate with two different girls.”

“It doesn’t change how I feel about you,” Kelly said. “But if we want to be together, we need to be careful. The outside world will not accept us as we are.”

“Okay,” I agreed. “I accept that. What should we do about it?”

“We’ll have to agree on a cover story,” Alyssa said. “But we need to have this conversation with all of us, including Lexi and Carmen.”

“Yes, of course,” Kelly said. “I was thinking about how the house should be designed, though. If we make it obvious that all five of us live together upstairs, it’ll be hard to disguise anything different.”

“Good point,” I said.

“So I think we need to make the basement look like a separate apartment. Sort of like it is now—two separate bedrooms with a common living space. Then, when it’s all done, three of us, Carmen, Lexi, and I, could pretend to live there if anyone asks questions.”

I nodded. “That makes sense. We’ll have to talk with everyone when they get here. You can go ahead and explain that plan to the architect.”

“That’s a very practical idea,” Alyssa agreed. “We do need to be careful how we interact in the real world.”

“Okay,” Kelly said, smiling as she exhaled. “I thought this conversation would be harder than it was.”

“Kel,” I said with a smile, “I appreciate you bringing it up. I need to hear these things. It’ll be best for us to be open and honest about everything. Especially with all the dramatic changes going on.”

We all stood and shared a hug, just enjoying being together, until a knock on the door broke us apart. Kelly went to answer it while Alyssa and I sat back on the couch.

Kelly introduced us to the architect, and we all sat down. She took the lead, telling him I owned the house and had a fair inheritance. She explained that Alyssa and I wanted a main luxury suite on the top floor and a generous living space on the ground floor suitable for entertaining. She continued that she would be renting one of the basement apartments, and I wanted a second apartment, large enough for two, down there as well. The architect took professional notes and studied the rough sketches she’d made that morning.

“May I ask a question?” the architect said carefully. “I understand that you’ll be living downstairs, but why are you telling me all this? Shouldn’t I be talking to you, Jeremiah?”

“I’ve asked her to help me,” I explained. “Kelly’s family has a lot of experience with bed-and-breakfasts and making a profit through hospitality. I only know about programming and computers. When Kelly applied to rent an apartment, I offered her a discount if she’d help me with the planning.”

“Ah. Okay.” The architect nodded. “A little quid pro quo. Can I ask what plans you have for this property beyond the next five years?”

“Well,” I said, taking Alyssa’s hand, “I’m hoping we’ll still live upstairs. Beyond that, I want to keep earning some money from rent on the basement units. We’re so close to campus; a higher-end apartment could be a solid investment.”

I was mostly bullshitting, following Kelly’s lead. I had no idea that renting to college students for years had basically built the inheritance I was now pouring back into the property. The architect nodded along.

“Let me look around and take some measurements,” he said. “I’ll check out with you before I leave,” he added to Kelly.

“Excellent,” Kelly said.

“If you’ll excuse us,” I said. “Alyssa and I need to go grocery shopping.”

I figured it would be better to be out of the house while he inspected everything, and I trusted Kelly to handle any questions. Alyssa and I left and headed to her car.

“This is going to be more challenging than I thought,” I said, still a bit jittery.

“You did great, Jeremiah,” Alyssa said with a smile. “It’s going to be all right. Just wait and see.”

I didn’t know where she got her optimism, but her smile always calmed me. We went to the grocery store and bought enough food to restock the kitchen cupboards. I started worrying that we hadn’t gotten anything Kelly needed. Alyssa assured me we could come back.

“I’m sorry, I’m overthinking things again,” I said sheepishly.

“You are so sweet to worry,” Alyssa said, “but you have to take a breath, babe.”

“I’d like it if things were a bit more certain. A bit more structured,” I admitted.

“Oh, Jeremiah, you’re about to live with four women,” Alyssa laughed. “Your life will never be the same.”

“Don’t I know it,” I said with a rueful grin.

We both laughed and finished the shopping. When we got back, Kelly greeted us with a smile and helped unload the groceries. My worries faded as the three of us made quick work of putting everything away. Then Alyssa shooed us out of the kitchen.

“Go! I want to make us a nice dinner,” Alyssa said.

Kelly grabbed my hand and led me out to the backyard. She started showing me the grounds in a way I’d never really seen them before.

“The architect said you could develop this property to have a nice formal garden,” Kelly said, sweeping her hand toward the yard. “There’s plenty of room out here. With good planning and some structural elements, this place could become a really nice bed-and-breakfast. A garden would be perfect for small parties, weddings, and receptions.”

“Wow,” I said. “I’d never thought of that. This backyard was just something I had to mow and keep trimmed. We threw a keg party now and then, but I never imagined turning it into a formal garden.”

We reached the back fence, and Kelly wrapped her arms around me. I leaned against the fence and pulled her closer, kissing her softly. She kissed me back, enjoying the small pocket of privacy.

She turned so her back rested against my chest, my arms crossed over her belly.

“I can see it in my imagination, J,” Kelly said. “This really could be a great property. A bed-and-breakfast would be a good cover for our family.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, kissing the back of her head.

“A B&B needs staff, J,” she said. “Just like a hotel—someone to cook, clean, keep things running. Having three other women here would look natural for the property.”

“But where do we put the guests if you’re living downstairs?” I asked.

“There are still two rooms on the main floor,” Kelly mused. “Or we could call the upstairs ‘staff quarters.’ No one would question that. It’s easier to keep a cover if guests aren’t long-term tenants living here for half the year.”

“Let’s talk it over with Alyssa,” I said. “It sounds like a great idea to me. I’d love to see this backyard improved. Could we add a hot tub?”

I let my hands slide higher, and she sighed and leaned back into me. She turned her face toward mine, and I lowered my mouth to hers, kissing her tenderly.

“A hot tub will be the first thing I put in,” she murmured before we kissed more deeply.

She twisted in my arms, stood on her tiptoes, and pulled me into a deeper kiss, her hands sliding down my back. I drew her closer, and we lost ourselves in it until a shout startled us.

“Okay, you two! Dinner is READY!” Alyssa called, punctuating the words with a clang of a spoon against a big cast-iron pan.

Kelly and I smiled, laced our fingers together, and headed back inside.

Over a delicious spaghetti dinner, Kelly laid out the bed-and-breakfast idea. Alyssa listened carefully and asked a few pointed questions. I kept getting distracted by thoughts of the hot tub. The image of the five of us soaking together was… vivid. Alyssa kept the conversation on track until we’d finished eating.

“It might be the best idea yet,” Alyssa said. “It could make things easier when we talk to your parents, Kelly.”

“Huh? I don’t understand,” Kelly said.

“If we present Jeremiah and me as the main couple who want to create a good B&B property, hiring you as a manager makes sense,” Alyssa explained. “It gives you a solid reason to change schools and move here for the job. Same for Carmen and Lexi if we can define good ‘jobs’ for them.” She added air quotes around the word.

“Hmmm.” Kelly thought for a moment, then smiled. “That would work. I could definitely sell it to my mother. It might bring my father along, too. He’s an alum at my old school, but a good job would probably soften his stance. Let’s plan more tomorrow. I’m tired now.”

“I’ll get the dishes,” I offered. “I’ll meet you two downstairs.”

I made quick work of the dishes, turned off the upstairs lights, and locked the doors. Then I headed down the back stairs.

A soft glow spilled from the lounge. As I reached the entrance, I saw candles flickering around the edges of the room, casting warm light over the big bed and the two figures waiting on either side of it.

I caught my breath.

They were both naked, kneeling on opposite sides of the bed, heads bowed, breathing slow and steady. They were mirror images of the posture I’d suggested to Alyssa the night before Kelly came—a kneeling pose of submission that made me instantly hard. I undressed in silence, folded my clothes, and set them neatly by the door. It felt like I was stepping into a sacred place.

“What’s this?” I asked as I approached the bed.

“Permission to speak, sir?” Alyssa asked. I could see the hint of a smile beneath the curtain of her brown bangs.

“Of course,” I answered, my voice hoarse with desire.

Alyssa lifted her eyes to me. “I told Kelly about what you suggested the other night, and we both agreed to try it together.”

I swallowed and couldn’t find words, so I pushed a feeling of pure happiness toward both of them. They sighed in unison.

“Jeremiah, we feel so secure with you,” Alyssa continued. “We both want what’s best for you and for all of us. We are yours, and this is our submission. It’s our gift.”

I looked to Kelly. “Is that true for you, too, Kelly?”

Hearing me say her name, Kelly lifted her gaze to mine. “Yes, sir. You’ve only shown me love, and this is how I can return it.”

For a moment, I was completely speechless. Finally, I managed, “This is… very arousing. And I honestly don’t know what to say.”

I instead pushed an image, and the two girls shivered, then crawled across the bed and kissed each other. Tender at first, then rapidly turning lustful as their full breasts touched and pulled against each other. I crawled onto the bed and sent another image. They parted and reached for me, laying me down between their kneeling bodies. I slid my hands along their warm flanks.

We enjoyed ourselves as we moved between positions, before building like a crescendo to the apex and cresting over it. Kelly tossed her head back and arched her body, her orgasm flooding Alyssa’s mouth. My thrusts became hard and fast, and with a final thrust, I erupted deep into Alyssa’s pussy, igniting her orgasm as she arched backward. Her pussy clamped against me, and I felt a surge of passionate emotion that caused all of us to quiver with the effects of the amplified lust. Our cries echoed in the large room with loud groans, and then we collapsed into a pile of warm, sweating bodies.

Slowly, we rearranged Alyssa on my right side and Kelly on my left. My arms wrapped them tight as we caught our breath. My girls lifted the comforter over us. I fell asleep to their tender caresses, their warm breath against my chest. We slept.


CHAPTER 16
DEVOTED DYNAMICS


I woke up Tuesday morning with a warm body pressed against my chest. As my eyes focused on the blonde hair just under my chin, I knew it was Kelly. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled myself closer, my morning wood mashing into her round bottom. She shifted and turned her head toward me.

“All for me?” she asked sleepily.

“I’m pretty sure Alyssa left for her exam,” I answered.

I let Kelly roll onto her back and crawled over her on my knees. I kissed her deeply, my tongue driving into her mouth as her eyes fluttered sleepily. We made love that started slowly and built into a fiery intensity. Her moans and gasps drove me on as we neared a mutual climax. Finally, feeling my own peak rushing up, I reared back and fucked her hard and fast. My eyes locked on hers as she lifted her hands to my chest. Her blue eyes flashed as she arched her back, her tightness clasping my member like a vise. She came hard. It felt like the room was pulsing with golden light as I hit my peak and emptied inside her.

I gasped and rolled off her, then pulled her close. We recovered our breath in a tender embrace, enjoying the feeling of just holding each other. Eventually, Kelly wriggled from my grasp and got out of bed, walking toward the basement shower.

“Come on, Jeremiah,” she said over her shoulder. “Lots to do today. Let’s wash the sex off us.”

I couldn’t resist a shower with Kelly and quickly followed her. We washed each other, and eventually I got hard again. Kelly laughed.

“I can’t wait until Lexi and Carmen get here so I can have some help!”

“Oh, poor you!” I said, turning her to face the wall.

After a few more minutes under the warm water, I was sated again. Kelly turned around, glowing and happily satisfied, and kissed me deeply.

“Now, seriously, Jeremiah,” she said with a smile. “We need to get some work done today—namely, move all our stuff down here. I’m tired of walking upstairs naked to change clothes.”

“I’ll never tire of you walking up and down the stairs naked,” I said honestly.

Kelly laughed and turned off the water. We dried each other off, and she strolled out of the room and up the stairs naked to find a new outfit. I walked to where I’d folded my clothes from the previous day and decided it was probably better to get new ones. So I bounded up the stairs in my birthday suit. At the top, I almost ran over Alyssa, who grabbed onto me so she wouldn’t be knocked down.

“Be careful, Jeremiah!” she said, laughing. “And what is this? Have you turned into a nudist?”

“Hey, baby,” I said, kissing her softly. “All my clothes are still upstairs. Wanna help me dress?”

“Sure,” Alyssa said with a smile. “But I warn you, I did awesome on my test, and that always makes me horny.”

I started back up the stairs, and Alyssa whistled bawdily at my naked backside. I smiled and hurried to the second floor, Alyssa right behind me.

“I think you need to wait a few minutes before you get dressed,” Alyssa said, slipping out of her jeans.

I smiled as I lay back on my bed, my cock smooth but not rigid. I patted the bed next to me as Alyssa undressed. I loved watching her reveal her lightly freckled body. Her breasts swayed as she removed her clothes, her nipples firm and mouth-watering. She slid in beside me and kissed me hungrily, her hand going to my cock.

“What’s the matter?” she asked at my flaccid state.

“Kelly was a bit greedy this morning,” I teased.

“I think you were the greedy one,” Alyssa laughed back.

“I’ll make do with this,” I said, kissing her hard and deep, then kissing down her body.

I loved tasting her bald pussy. She loved the feel of my stubble against her tender skin as I licked and sucked her tasty lips. Her hands held me close as she encouraged me vocally.

“Mmmm, yes, Jeremiah, lick me… that feels so GOOD.”

Her passionate cries soon had my cock awakening as I mouth-fucked her roughly. I continued to nibble and suck her hungrily. My lips surrounded her clit, sucking while my tongue lapped at the sensitive bud. When I felt her body respond, I backed off and knelt between her thighs.

“Don’t stop, J… keep going,” she huffed, then saw my stiff erection. “Mmm, never mind. Fuck me with your big dick.”

I quickly entered her pussy and rode her through her orgasm. My cock was still hard as a rock, having desensitized, so I continued to ride her hard. She looked at me with awe and amazement as I thrust in and out of her. She wrapped her ankles around my back and lifted her ass off the bed, meeting my strokes. We lost the ability to talk as we moaned and grunted. I felt my third orgasm approaching and ramped up my furious fucking. The swift thrusts fired off Alyssa’s second climax, and she tossed her head back and screamed. I roared and reared back, spearing her on my cock as it jetted deep inside her.

We froze like that, two bodies arched together, joined in ecstasy as our overloaded senses lit ecstasy through our nerves. Then I slid down beside Alyssa and pulled her close. She curled into me, her fingers clenching my chest hair as she tried to catch her breath.

*clap clap clap*

We lifted our heads and looked toward the door. There stood Kelly, her bright smile in place, fully dressed and clapping her hands.

“I’m impressed, J,” she teased. “That was hot as hell. Alyssa, that was simply amazing.”

We both blushed at the praise but didn’t try to cover up. We were completely comfortable, even if we’d been caught in coitus. Kelly smiled, came to sit on the bed, and caressed us.

“C’mon, you two,” she said. “It’s time to get some stuff done; I need your help.”

“I’m sorry, Kelly,” I said. “I remember the work we need to do, but Alyssa caught me running up the stairs naked and, well…”

“Oh, I understand!” Kelly said. “I’d do the same thing, believe me!”

We all laughed, and I got up and pulled on some work clothes. Alyssa made a quick trip to the bathroom, then joined us. We spent the rest of the morning moving clothes, armful by armful, to the armoires Kelly had purchased. After we’d moved the clothes from the second floor, we carried Kelly’s clothes and luggage down to the basement.

After moving all our clothes downstairs and starting a load of laundry, we relaxed on the sofa for a moment to regroup.

“We need to get all the furniture from the second floor moved down to the first,” Kelly said.

“Why the rush?” I asked, a little weary from my exertions. “We don’t even have plans yet!”

“Because it needs to be done,” Kelly said. “If the upstairs is completely clean, we can start demolition before we get plans. Besides, I think we should have a yard sale and get rid of all the old furniture.”

“That’s a good idea,” Alyssa agreed. “If we’re going to make this a B&B, it needs a new look. The tired college-dorm appearance won’t be attractive.”

“We could market our house as an authentic back-to-school experience for homecoming and reunions,” I joked.

Alyssa and Kelly did not crack a smile. I learned then not to joke about home décor.

“Okay, you’re right,” I confessed. “I’m just a bit tired. I’m not looking forward to moving furniture either. I still need to move the computer. Where do you want that, Kelly?”

“I think in the room where you had all my stuff,” Kelly said. “I can use that as an office. You said you needed a new computer, so maybe I can use your old one?”

“If that room is big enough for two computers,” I answered. “With five of us downstairs, I don’t think I’ll have room down there. Or we can just share mine until the end of summer. Without classes, I don’t think I’ll be using it a bunch.”

“That will work, I think,” Kelly said. “Oh, I need to call my mom!”

“Are we still on for dinner tomorrow with your parents?” I asked.

“I haven’t set that up yet, because we hadn’t finalized what our background story was,” Kelly explained. “I’ve been avoiding my mother’s questions about who I’m staying with. I’m sure she’ll ask again when I call. So what’s our story?”

“It’s probably best to use the truth as much as possible,” Alyssa advised. “Say you met Jeremiah when he visited your school for a competition. He found out that your family had a B&B, and you started discussing what to do with this house he’d just inherited.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “The more truth, the easier it is to remember. After I left, we exchanged emails, and I asked you to visit my girlfriend and me after school was out. I wanted your opinion on my property.”

“Then Jeremiah offered you a job to help manage the property,” Alyssa added. “He threw in free rent during the school year as an incentive.”

“Okay, that should work,” Kelly said with a smile. “I kinda wanted to introduce Jeremiah as my boyfriend, but that would set off a lot of alarm bells in my dad’s head. Especially since I’ve already spent two nights with you.”

“Okay,” I smiled. “Give your mom a call and set up dinner. Alyssa, I could use your help moving the computer.”

“Just keep your hands off each other,” Kelly laughed as she picked up the phone. “I don’t want to have to explain weird sex noises. It was hard enough living next to Carmen!”

Alyssa and I laughed as we went upstairs. Honestly, I was focused on the task at hand. After my adventurous morning activities, I wasn’t incredibly horny. That wasn’t true for Alyssa, because after we’d disconnected all the wires and stacked the components near the door, she grabbed me and kissed me deeply.

“I am excited about how all of this is working,” Alyssa said.

“It’s crazy how everything seems to be aligning neatly,” I smiled, combing my fingers through her hair. “Are you okay with being my girlfriend? We’ve been in this relationship for a few months now. This makes it more real.”

“Jeremiah, I want to be with you for the rest of my life,” Alyssa said, searching my eyes. “I love you more than anything else. We have this weird family, and our life won’t be easy. I know all of that. But that doesn’t change how I feel about you.”

“I love you too, Aly,” I said softly and kissed her tenderly. “I would love to spend the rest of my life with you.”

We hugged tightly, both of us overcome with emotion. I felt the familiar pangs of worry and doubt invade my mind. Did I just propose marriage? What would the other girls think if I made my relationship with Alyssa formal? Would that change things? I could feel Alyssa stiffen as my doubt grew.

“Sweetheart, you worry too much,” Alyssa said, sensing my thoughts.

“Was I leaking again?” I asked with a smile.

“Yes! It’s a weird feeling hearing you in my head, but also comforting. I’m not sure Kelly has the same link I have with you,” Alyssa explained, then continued with a glowing smile. “To answer your first question, the answer is yes, and I accept. As to the other questions, we’ll all figure it out. I love Carmen, Lexi, and Kelly as much as you do.”

I smiled and kissed her firmly, then said, “I guess I’d better get a ring. It might make tonight’s dinner a bit more realistic.”

“We’d better talk to Kelly first,” Alyssa advised. “I don’t know how she’ll react to the news.”

We hugged, then started moving the computer’s parts downstairs. While I set up Ron’s old desk, Alyssa talked with Kelly. I set up all the components and reconnected the wires. Soon, the computer was booting up. I logged in and checked my campus email. One from Carmen caught my attention.

From: Carmen

To: Jeremiah

Subj: We are ready to come home.

I’m tired of studying for the final, so I’m writing this email. Lexi thinks I should practice writing as much as possible before the final exam. She is such a taskmaster. Between grammar and running, she’s wearing me out. I take it out on her with the strap-on, though, so we’re even.

We both miss you, Jeremiah. You and Alyssa. We even miss Kelly (that was a joke.)

It feels emptier now that she’s gone. We’ve decided to change plans and drive straight through on Thursday. Staying one more night away from our family will be intolerable. I will destroy my English Comp final on Wednesday, first thing in the morning, and then pack the truck in the afternoon.

With both of us driving, we should be home by bedtime. So save us a place!

yours,

Carmen

I smiled. It was strange. Even with Kelly here, the house still felt empty. I missed Lexi’s infectious smile and Carmen’s fiery personality. I also felt a little wary about making plans for our family without both of them here. Things seemed to be moving so fast, and I hoped that life might slow down a bit when they got home the day after tomorrow.

From: Jeremiah

To: Carmen

Subj: Re: We are ready to come home

Carmen and Lexi,

We’re ready for you to BE home. Kelly helped us set up a room for all of us to sleep together. It’s charming, but it feels empty without you. Study hard, and drive safely.

Soon, we’ll all be together.

J.

I walked back into the living room, where Alyssa and Kelly sat on the same sofa chatting. I sat on the opposite couch, waiting for a break in their conversation.

“I got an email from Carmen,” I announced. “They’ll be here Thursday night.”

Both girls smiled at the news.

“That’s awesome!” Kelly said excitedly. “I just left them a few days ago, but I miss them both.”

“I miss them too,” Alyssa smiled, wiping a tear from her cheek. “I’m so glad that you’re here, though, Kelly.” She leaned over and hugged her tightly.

I was a bit confused by Alyssa’s overly emotional display. She was usually cooler about showing emotions. I looked at her with concern as she pulled away from Kelly’s embrace. I scanned them both, trying to piece the puzzle together. Kelly was buzzing with relationships and happiness. Alyssa was alive with the same. It didn’t make sense to me.

“Um, why the tears, Aly?” I asked.

Alyssa came over, slid into my lap, and kissed me gently. “Tears of joy, my love.”

I looked at her and shook my head. “Sorry, babe, I’m still confused.”

“Alyssa told me about the happy news!” Kelly said with a broad smile. “I am so happy for both of you!!”

“Wait,” I said, then looked at Kelly. “Alyssa told you about our engagement? And you’re happy?”

I was sure this would be harder for Kelly. I wasn’t sure why. It seemed natural she’d feel some jealousy or resentment. But looking at her, she couldn’t be happier.

“Are you kidding? Ecstatic!” Kelly said. “Can I plan the wedding? We can have it here after the garden is done.”

“Oh, that would be awesome!” Alyssa said excitedly. “Of course you can plan the wedding…”

I checked out of their conversation. Things were moving too fast again. The momentum just kept building. I suddenly found myself engaged to be married without bending a knee or even saying the words. One of my lovers was planning my wedding. My other two lovers would be here in two days, and I didn’t know I had a fiancée. My emotions surged—guilt, happiness, remorse, and joy. I consciously tried to control my thoughts from leaking, since both Alyssa and Kelly were overjoyed.

As the girls happily chatted, Alyssa slipped from my lap and rejoined Kelly on her sofa. I stood up and walked outside. I just started wandering, heading toward campus along the nearby residence halls. I didn’t have a destination in mind; I just wanted to be alone with my thoughts.

Campus was a bustle of activity, even during finals week. The weather was pleasant. People were studying on the mall’s lawn. Couples were sharing lunch. Amid all the extraordinary things happening in my life, it felt good to be surrounded by a sea of ordinary people doing everyday things.

I realized I was hungry, so I walked to my favorite eatery. I ordered a grilled burger with bleu cheese, fries, and a beer. I sat at a table by myself and waited for my food to arrive. I sipped the beer and tried to make sense of my feelings.

Did I love Alyssa? Of course I did.

I’d known it subconsciously for a long time. My latent feelings for her rose to the surface after I’d modified her sexual moral curve, which allowed us to begin a physical relationship. Since that night, I’d never doubted my love for her. She completed me in so many ways. I knew I could never be without her.

So why was I confused? This should be the happiest day of my life.

I thought of Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen. I also had powerful feelings for them—each slightly different but no less sincere. From the past few weeks without them, I also knew they’d always be a part of my life. We were connected—intertwined, really—so profoundly it almost scared me.

I sighed and took another long drink of my beer. Soon, the waitress brought my food, and I started eating. Two figures slid into the booth seat across from me as I took a bite. I didn’t even need to look up; I’d already felt their presence, and it reassured me. I looked up sheepishly. They both had concerned looks on their faces.

“I guess the ‘I was hungry’ excuse probably wouldn’t work,” I said with a weak smile.

“No, J,” said Alyssa.

There was a quiet silence as I tried to figure out what to say. Finally, Alyssa continued.

“You can’t just walk out, Jeremiah,” she said gently. “I know you’re overwhelmed. I can feel it. I am too. But you need to talk about it.”

“I know, Aly,” I said. “I’m sorry. Both of you deserved better. I just needed to be alone and sort things out in my head. I didn’t want to leak my concerns to you two. I should have at least explained that before I walked out.”

“Jeremiah,” Kelly said, “I don’t understand. I thought you’d be happy to be engaged to Alyssa. I know how much you love her. I can feel it when we’re together.”

“I do, Kel, and I am happy,” I said, smiling at both of them. “I’m confused because of the rest of our family. I love each of you differently. I know that Alyssa is my soulmate. I feel guilty that I can’t be a soulmate for all of you.”

“Why can’t you be?” Kelly asked. “I don’t think you knew I was raised in this weird quasi-Mormon faith. My family left the church when I started high school, but some things always stick with you, you know? While the LDS church doesn’t accept polygamy as doctrine, many smaller groups allow for plural marriage. Even worldwide, many sects and cultures believe in polygamy.”

“Polygamy is illegal, Kelly,” I said simply.

“Yes, by the state,” she agreed. “But the smaller groups and the closeted polygamists usually have an official wife with a state-sanctioned marriage certificate. It adds legitimacy to the main relationship. Surely you can see that you and Alyssa are the main relationship that holds all of us together.”

“I can accept that,” I said after some thought. “But what about Lexi and Carmen? Will they be so happy?”

Kelly looked at me carefully, then lowered her eyes almost guiltily. Then she lifted them again, ready to continue.

“I’m sorry, Jeremiah. I feel like I’ve hidden this from you,” Kelly said. “I’ve had this discussion with all the girls, but not with you. On the trip back from the hotel, I talked with Lexi and Carmen about polygamy and what I knew about how it worked. I had the same conversation with Alyssa while you were reconnecting the computer. I can tell you this: we all feel like we’re meant to be together. I’m sure Lexi and Carmen will be as happy as I am with this engagement.”

I sat back and chewed my burger. I had another sip of beer and looked at Alyssa. She smiled at me. I smiled back at her, then at Kelly. My uneasiness quieted as I saw the love and acceptance in their eyes. Finally, I turned back to Alyssa.

“Aly, are you okay with me having three other wives?” I asked seriously.

“Of course, Jeremiah,” she said, just as serious. “I know it sounds strange, but historically, polygamy has always been around. I know that our connection is powerful—not just you and me, but all of us. It might be a result of your powers, or it might be fate. I don’t know. I do know that I can’t possibly fight it.”

I smiled. “I guess we’d better go find a ring then.”

Both girls squealed in excitement, and Alyssa looked at Kelly. “Kelly, I’d love to have your help selecting a ring that represents all of us.”

Kelly lifted her fingers to her pendant, the one we all wore—a simple silver Celtic knot on a silver chain. Alyssa and I mirrored her motion, each fingering the shape. It represented how our lives had become knotted together, and we never took the pendants off.

“I’d love to, Alyssa,” Kelly said. “It would be an honor.”

We spent the afternoon walking downtown, enjoying the pleasant weather. We stopped at each of the jewelers, with Kelly’s sharp eye eliminating all the options at the first store.

“We need to find a ring with four stones,” Kelly told the jeweler.

She found the perfect ring at the second store: a platinum band with a lovely round diamond surrounded by three smaller diamonds. Alyssa tried it on, and her eyes brimmed with tears. She looked at me with such deep emotion I wondered how I’d gotten so lucky. I paid for the ring with my credit card, knowing I’d have to move some of my funds around. I’d talk to my lawyer tomorrow and figure out how to liquidate some of my inheritance.

We walked home as the sun was going down. As we passed the central campus mall, I guided Alyssa to sit on the edge of a fountain. I took one knee and slipped the ring case out of my pocket.

“I think I’d better make this formal,” I said, then opened the box and offered her the ring. “Alyssa, I love you. I never want to be apart from you. Would you do me the honor of marrying me?”

“Yes!” she said and let me slip the ring on her finger. “I’m glad to finally hear the words out loud, Jeremiah.”

We both laughed and hugged. Kelly came over and hugged us both, tears running down her face.

“That was so beautiful!” she said. “Congratulations, both of you!”

Suddenly, I felt at peace. I didn’t have any misgivings. The woman I loved was wearing my ring. The other woman I loved was happy for us. It would feel more complete when my other two loves finally made it home. At least, I hoped it would.

We returned to our house, piled into Kelly’s car, and went out for dinner. I was getting tired and had to be up early for my final, so we ate quickly, and Alyssa quizzed me on some of the questions she remembered. We headed home, and the girls went downstairs to our room. I stayed up and studied for another hour, filling my head with mundane details.

They were asleep in each other’s arms when I finally made it downstairs. I slipped under the covers without disturbing them and was soon asleep. My dreams were mostly happy, except for a strange one about Carmen and Lexi running after me.


CHAPTER 17
TRANSPARENCY TEST


My watch alarm buzzed at 6:45 a.m., and I quickly shut it off, not wanting to wake my sleeping companions. I needn’t have worried—the bed was already empty. As I yawned and wondered where my partners had gone, the covers were tugged away. I looked down to see Alyssa yanking on the comforter.

“Time for a shower, J!” she said with a smile.

“Are you taking one with me?” I asked, my morning erection throbbing.

“Of course,” she replied, circling to my side of the bed and hauling me up by the arm. “But we can’t dilly-dally; Kelly is making you breakfast.”

I grumbled, still shaking off sleep, as she pulled me into the bathroom. She started the shower and let the water heat while I grabbed a couple of towels and hung them by the door.

“C’mon,” Alyssa said when the water was warm. “When is your final?”

“8:30,” I said flatly, sighing as the hot spray hit my skin.

“Then we have enough time for this,” she murmured, kneeling and taking my flagging cock in her hand.

She lifted her eyes to mine as her mouth closed around me. I held her gaze and felt her willingness and love. Steam rolled over my chest as Alyssa’s lips and tongue coaxed my erection back to life. I combed my fingers through her brown hair, now soaked and plastered to her skin, drawing my attention to her full, bouncing breasts. My breathing turned ragged. When our eyes met again, hers were smiling as she cupped my balls, squeezing just firmly enough to make me groan.

“Ohhh, Alyssa, that feels wonderful,” I sighed.

She eased back, holding just the head in her mouth while her hand stroked my shaft. Desire boiled over; I thrust hard and moaned as my climax hit. My cock jerked and spurted into her mouth. She swallowed and took me deep, milking me with steady suction until I shivered with pleasure.

Alyssa stood and wrapped her arms around my neck, grinning in satisfaction. She kissed me deeply, my own tartness on her tongue, then wordlessly reached for the soap and began washing me. She worked over my chest and arms first, then turned me and methodically soaped down the rest of my body. When I tried to take over, she shook her head.

“That was all for you, my love,” Alyssa said softly. “To help you relax before you kick ass on the exam. Now go dry off. Kelly has breakfast waiting.”

I stepped out of the shower feeling clean and refreshed, then dried off. In my armoire, I found clothes already laid out on the chair. I dressed, wondering when they’d done all this without waking me.

Upstairs, the central kitchen was filled with the smell of fresh biscuits and sausage. Kelly, wearing one of my oversized T-shirts like a short dress, was frying eggs the way I liked them. She turned and greeted me with a kiss.

“Go get started on your coffee,” she said with a smile. “I’ll have your breakfast in a moment, Sir.”

“Sir?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Mmm,” Kelly murmured, still smiling. “I liked that submission thing we did the other night. I feel like I’m taking care of you properly when I call you Sir.”

I chuckled. “You both are taking great care of me. But I’m not sure I’m comfortable being called Sir by my girls.”

“Maybe you’ll grow to like it, Jeremiah, Sir,” Kelly teased. “Now go sit down.”

At the table, a steaming cup of coffee waited beside my neatly stacked notes from the night before. I sipped and reviewed, refilling my brain with what I’d studied. After a couple of minutes, Kelly slid a plate of eggs, sausage, biscuits, and gravy in front of me, kissed my cheek, and massaged my neck.

“Have a good exam, Jeremiah, Sir,” she giggled, then disappeared down the stairs.

Alone, I finished studying while I ate, quietly appreciating how well my girls were taking care of me and wondering how I could repay them. When I checked my watch, I realized I had about thirty minutes to walk across campus. I poured another coffee into a stainless steel travel mug, grabbed my books and notes, and headed out.

On the way, I ran into Jerry, who looked worn out as he trudged across campus.

“How come you look like a million bucks?” he asked with a slight grin.

“My girls took care of me this morning,” I said, unable to resist bragging.

“Girls?” Jerry echoed, then whistled. “Man, you have all the luck.”

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend, Jer?” I asked, sipping my coffee.

“I never know how to talk to a girl,” he admitted.

I studied him and silently promised to help him later. He was a good guy who just needed more confidence. I was sure he’d make some girl a great boyfriend—considerate, if not outright worshipful, of any female attention.

We reached the classroom and plunged into the exam. It wasn’t especially hard, just time-consuming. With notes allowed, we had to design an entire software system by hand from a rough specification, choosing either an object-oriented or a traditional modular approach. I went with modular, since that’s what I’d focused on all semester. There wasn’t really a wrong answer; both could work. It was just a matter of filling in the structure.

Two hours later, I finished, turned in my exam, and started the walk home.

“J! Wait up,” I heard behind me.

I turned to see Jerry jogging over. I waited just outside the student union. I wanted to get home and show my girls how much I appreciated them, but Jerry was a friend.

“Hey, man,” he panted. “I’m done with finals. Want to hang out later?”

I figured he meant the usual video games.

“I’ve got a lot of work to do at the house,” I said. “We were supposed to move all the furniture out of the upper floor yesterday and got sidetracked.” Then I remembered I was engaged.

“Oh, maybe I can come help?” Jerry said, as his eyes lit up.

I realized why he wanted to come over: he wanted to see more of Kelly. I thought about it and remembered my bragging earlier. I cursed myself for letting my guard down and revealing more than I’d intended. I did need help moving furniture, but I knew better than to bring Jerry over unannounced.

“Well, maybe,” I said. “I need to check with Alyssa and see if it’s okay with her. Go home and eat breakfast; I’ll call you in a bit.”

“Cool,” Jerry said, smiling. “I’d love to have something to do; the rest of the summer looks mind-numbingly boring.”

He headed for his dorm, and I finished the short walk home.

Inside, I dropped my backpack by the door. Kelly was on the phone on one sofa, while Alyssa was curled up on the other, sipping tea. Kelly wiped at her eyes as she spoke.

“Oh, Mom, I’m so sorry,” she said, her voice tight. “I’m sure you and Dad can work it out.”

I glanced at Alyssa and raised an eyebrow. She met my eyes, and I felt her sadness and concern. I still didn’t know what was wrong, but I pushed a sense of comfort toward both of them.

“We can all talk about it tonight,” Kelly said into the phone. “Seven p.m. at the restaurant. … Right. I can’t wait to see you and Dad. … I love you, Mom.”

I sat beside her. “What’s wrong, Kel?” I asked, pulling her close.

“My parents had a big fight,” she said, resting her hand on my chest and then touching my pendant. “It’s been happening more often since I left for school. I’m an only child, and I’m afraid that with me gone, they don’t have much in common anymore.”

Alyssa slid in on Kelly’s other side and hugged her. “I’m sorry, Kelly, but you know this isn’t your fault. Sometimes people just grow apart.”

“I know,” Kelly said. “It just sucks.”

We hugged her in silence.

“Could you help them, Jeremiah?” Kelly asked after a moment. “You’ve made me so happy.”

I stiffened. I was still uneasy about how I’d taken advantage of her. We had never really unpacked that night—just the physical attraction and wild sex. I didn’t know how fully she understood the changes I’d made. My reckless use of my power had turned her into a sex-starved slut. It was only after we met again at the hotel a week later—when Alyssa helped me—that I was able to change her back. We’d done our best.

“Kelly, do you know what I’ve done to you?” I asked, finally ready to face it.

“You’ve fixed me, J,” she said simply. “You made me whole.”

“I broke you first,” I said. “Remember the week between when I left and the hotel? What do you remember?”

“I was out of control. Horny all the time,” she said, blushing. “I mean, I still get horny now, especially around you, but then I couldn’t get enough sex. I remember Lexi, and I had a lot of sex with Carmen, too. And there was a strange incident with my friend Jenn. I think Lex and I almost killed her.”

Her voice softened. She looked at me, shocked and saddened.

“Are you saying you made me like that?” she whispered.

“Yes, Kel,” I said, my voice heavy. “I didn’t know what I was doing, and I made a mistake—first with you, then with Lexi.”

She shrank back against Alyssa, hurt and confused, searching my face. Alyssa held her a little tighter.

“Jeremiah confessed everything when he got home,” Alyssa said gently. “You need to know how devastated he was. He didn’t have time to repair what he’d done before he had to leave, so he asked Carmen to watch over you until he could figure things out. He also asked for my help.”

“Did you change Carmen, too?” Kelly asked. “Or Alyssa?” She turned to look at Alyssa, eyes full of questions.

“I didn’t change Carmen until the hotel,” I said. “That was the first time I used my power to help someone. Remember the first night when Carmen was crying?”

Kelly nodded.

“And I made a small change to Alyssa while I was still figuring things out.”

Alyssa smiled. “Yeah, Kelly, I used to be a lesbian.”

“Really?” Kelly asked, wavering between shock and sadness. “And you’re okay with the change?”

Alyssa nodded. “I believe Jeremiah fixed me, too. I loved him so much. But I had such a strong same-sex attraction that I never felt like I could truly be with him. I was a wreck trying to reconcile those parts of myself. Jeremiah’s tweak freed me to love him completely.”

Kelly smiled faintly and took Alyssa’s hand. Alyssa squeezed back.

“I can adjust people’s moral profile as well as their self-control,” I said. “My first… I hate to call it a mistake, because it brought all of us together… but I overreached. I stripped away your morals and left you with almost no self-control. You just chased whatever felt good.”

I forced myself to be as plain as possible. Kelly deserved to know what I could do—and what I had done.

Kelly nodded slowly. “Okay. I get that. I kept chasing what made me feel good—sex, desserts, sleeping.”

“Those are normal desires, Kel,” Alyssa said, pushing her glasses up. “But without moral constraints—or a superego—I’d probably do the same thing nonstop. Most people would, if all they focused on was pleasure.”

“So on that weekend trip, you fixed me?” Kelly asked. “Lexi and me?”

I nodded. “I had to. I couldn’t leave you that way. Alyssa helped me come up with questions to figure out what you remembered about your morals, and I slowly readjusted your moral curve over our meals to something close to normal.”

“Everyone’s morals can shift over time, with a healthy superego,” Alyssa added. “People reflect on their experiences and adjust. Jeremiah just accelerates that process—or reinforces someone’s self-control.”

“So it’s like hypnosis or mind control?” Kelly asked, uneasy.

“Not exactly. You’re still free to choose,” Alyssa said. “Jeremiah just changes the inner conflicts, making some choices easier. Used selfishly, his powers could really mess people up. We’re lucky he already had strong morals before he discovered his ability.”

“I didn’t know I could do any of this until that night in your dorm,” I said. “I reacted impulsively. Since then, I’ve been very careful. I’m not always comfortable having these powers, to be honest.”

“Then why do I feel so attached to you?” Kelly asked, leaning back against me again. “I think I understand more now, and I accept that you made a mistake.” She looked up at me. “I forgive you, and I’m happy to be with you—but I don’t know why I feel this way. Did you force me to?”

“No,” I said. “At least not consciously. Alyssa and I think it’s a combination of the changes and the sexual connection. Together, they’ve bound us.”

“I think the mix of sexual energy and deep emotional insight creates a strong pair bond,” Alyssa said. “I don’t think Jeremiah realizes how strongly he’s bonded himself to each of us. He’s happy with the outcome, but I don’t think he understood the process. He’s changed his own bonding as much as he’s changed us.”

“So we’re all stuck with one another,” Kelly said, deadpan. Then she smiled to show she got it. “I’m not totally comfortable with what happened. But I’m reassured that you, Jeremiah, are trying so hard to do right by us. And I know I’ll happily stick with both of you as we figure this out.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Kelly,” I said. “I only want what’s best for all of us.”

“So, could you help my parents?” Kelly asked. “Or would that bond you to them too…?” She grimaced at the thought.

“I don’t think I’d bond to them the same way,” I said. “I changed another couple, and I don’t feel any particular pull toward them like I do with you.”

Right then, the phone rang.

“Hello?” Alyssa answered. “Oh, hi, Ron. Yeah, Jeremiah’s right here.”

She handed me the phone, giving me an odd look. A flicker of unease ran through me as I took it.

“Hi, Ron. How are things?” I asked, not entirely sure I wanted to know.

“Things are great, bro! I was just feeling bad about leaving so suddenly.”

“Don’t be. I’m glad you and Robin are doing well,” I said.

“That’s part of why I called,” Ron said. “I finished my exams yesterday, and Robin and I are looking for something to do. She asked if you guys needed help with the house. We left so abruptly she felt bad about dumping all the cleaning on you.”

“Uh, actually,” I said, thinking of my conversation with Jerry, “we do need to move some furniture from upstairs. I could use your help.”

“I’d love to. Tell me when, and we’ll be there,” Ron said.

“How about after lunch? Just come by; we’ll figure it out as we go.”

“Sure thing, pal,” he replied, and hung up.

“Well, that was weird,” I said, looking at Alyssa.

“Who’s Ron?” Kelly asked.

“Ron used to live in the room that’s now your office,” Alyssa explained. “Jeremiah adjusted him and his girlfriend so they’d be into each other, so Ron would move out and move in with Robin.” She turned to me. “What did he want?”

“He said he felt bad about leaving so suddenly and wanted to know if we needed help with the house.”

Alyssa thought for a moment. “That doesn’t have to mean anything,” she said finally. “We’ll see what happens when he gets here.”

“I’m also going to invite Jerry over to help move things,” I told them. “More hands will make it easier. Are you both okay with Jerry helping?”

They nodded. Then Kelly looked at me. “Could you help my parents, J? I hate that they’re fighting all the time.”

“I’ll try if I can,” I promised. “I’ll need Alyssa’s help, though. She understands more about how my powers affect people’s minds than I do.”

“We’ll see what we can do,” Alyssa said.

I called Jerry and arranged for him to come over after lunch. The girls headed into the kitchen to make sandwiches. We chatted as they worked, shifting naturally into practical talk about the house—what furniture needed to move where, how we’d use the spare bedroom as temporary storage for pieces from the basement and upstairs, and what else we had to finish before Lexi and Carmen arrived the next evening.

Partway through lunch, Alyssa set down her sandwich.

“Damn, that might be it!” she said, standing abruptly. “Jeremiah, where did we put my books?”

“I think they’re in Kelly’s office,” I said, confused. “Why?”

“Limerence,” she said cryptically, and walked off.

“I don’t know why a limerick is important right now,” Kelly said, smirking.

“There was a young man from Nantucket…” I began, and we both dissolved into laughter.

We were still smiling when Alyssa returned, reading a book and mumbling to herself. She sat down and kept reading as she ate. I was used to her getting absorbed in her studies, but Kelly looked torn between amusement and intense curiosity.

“What’s got you riled up, Doctor?” I asked.

“The pair-bonding talk got me thinking,” Alyssa said, closing the book around a finger. “We’re all intertwined—emotionally and physically. One researcher calls the feeling ‘limerence.’ It’s that intense pull toward something incredibly alluring. It can be one-sided or mutual. In our case, I think your adjustments triggered limerence in us. Then sex cemented it and made you feel it for us too.”

“You’ll have to dumb that down,” I said. “Every time you say that word, I hear, ‘There once was a man from Nantucket.’”

“Not a limerick!” she laughed, then sobered.

“When you change someone, I think you draw them to you,” she said. “It creates a strong desire to be near you. That’s probably why Ron called out of the blue. It doesn’t have to be sexual—it’s more like infatuation.”

She glanced at Kelly, then back at me. “With Kelly and Lexi, that infatuation got amplified by sex. Same with me. My theory is that it welded us together. I don’t think you meant to, but the connection you’ve started is powerful. It explains why we can’t stop thinking about each other. We’re entangled.”

“Okay, so that’s something you’ve talked about before,” I said. “Why does it matter now?”

“With Ron, you’ll have to be careful,” Alyssa said. “Reassure him you’re still friends. Robin will probably be curious about your relationship, too. She might even be flirty, more physical with you.”

“God, I hope Ron doesn’t get more physical with me,” I said, shuddering.

“I don’t think he will—he’s clearly heterosexual,” Alyssa said, pinching the bridge of her nose in counselor mode. “Limerence isn’t about sexuality. But the closeness Robin might feel, she could confuse with sexual desire.”

“That might be uncomfortable,” I said, already considering how to handle it.

“So wait, he did make us love him?” Kelly asked, brow furrowed. “I understand it wasn’t intentional, but….”

“No, Kelly,” Alyssa said. “Limerence isn’t love. It’s infatuation, attraction. People sometimes call that feeling ‘falling in love,’ or ‘new relationship energy,’ but love is more than attraction. Love is deeper and more about our actions toward each other. I like to say love is a verb, not a feeling. Limerence might grow into love, but it’s not the same. I love Jeremiah because I want to be by his side and help him. It’s hard to explain.”

“Yeah, not getting it,” Kelly said with a frown.

“Okay, I think what Aly is saying,” I tried, “is that my adjustments made you feel attracted to me. Same with everyone I’ve used my power on. Since then, our choices—how we’ve treated each other—have solidified that attraction. So our connection is as much about our decisions as it is about my initial changes. Did I get that right?”

“Exactly,” Alyssa said. “Jeremiah created the environment, but your own choices and feelings, and his, have solidified the connection.”

“Okay,” Kelly said slowly. “I think I’m getting it. Let me try… Jeremiah didn’t force us to love him. He just made it easier for that to happen.”

“Yes,” Alyssa said. “That’s why he needs to be careful with Ron and Robin—to keep from becoming entangled with them too.”

“And with my parents,” Kelly added, still visibly concerned.

“Yes,” I said. “What happens if I just drop the relationship? If I tell Ron and Robin to go away?”

“Well, they would feel horribly rejected, and it could cause some real hurt,” Alyssa answered. “This is uncharted territory. The literature sometimes uses limerence to explain dysfunctional relationships, especially when they’re one-sided and not reciprocated. This is just my theory, but I think you need to reassure both Ron and Robin that they’re still your friends. After that, we’ll see. It might require you to adjust them slightly over time.”

“Wait, wouldn’t that cause more problems?” I asked.

“Possibly. But again, without physical, sexual consummation, I think you’ll be able to stay free from entanglement,” Alyssa said.

I sighed and pushed my half-eaten sandwich away—suddenly not hungry. Ron would be easy; I liked him as a friend. Maybe changed, he’d even be a better one. Robin was attractive, and if she suddenly went on the prowl… I had never been more sexually satisfied, but I knew I’d need to be cautious.

“I need you two to stay close to me when Robin’s around,” I confessed. “Probably best if it’s you, Aly, since we’re engaged.” I lifted her hand and kissed my ring.

“Well, that won’t be a problem,” Alyssa said, leaning over to kiss my cheek. “Our engagement might help. If you adjusted Robin’s curve the way I suggested, she’ll respect a monogamous relationship.”

“Even though I’m not monogamous,” I added, sliding my hand to Kelly.

“Absolutely not monogamous,” Kelly said, squeezing my hand.

“What Robin doesn’t know won’t hurt her,” Alyssa said. “We’d better get this cleaned up. They’ll be here soon.”

We cleared away our lunch and changed into work clothes. There wasn’t time for any grab-ass, and after that serious talk, none of us really felt like it. Jerry arrived first. Kelly took him under her wing, had him haul the extra furniture out of her office, and then recruited him to move a bed into her room. Jerry was thrilled to help and even managed an actual conversation with her. Kelly was a natural conversationalist, and once Jerry relaxed, they hit it off. Moving a bed into her room also reinforced the illusion of separate relationships we needed to maintain.

Ron and Robin arrived next, and as soon as Robin saw Alyssa’s ring, she hugged her tight. They disappeared to talk about girl stuff, and I didn’t see much of them until later. Ron was all business. The two of us quickly moved the furniture into the spare room and brought some stray pieces up from the basement. When Ron saw the big four-poster bed in the middle of the room, he gave me a wink.

“I guess you and Alyssa wanted a bit more privacy,” he said with a knowing smile.

“Yeah,” I said. “This is just until the upstairs is finished.”

“Who is Kelly, anyway?” Ron asked. “Where did she come from?”

I spun the story about Aly wanting to turn the place into a bed-and-breakfast. I told him I’d met Kelly on an internet listserv and that she was moving here to switch schools. She had experience from working in her parents’ inn, so I offered her a job in exchange for free rent during school.

Ron bought it, hook, line, and sinker.

“This would be a great inn if you fixed it up,” Ron said.

“Yeah, we also want to redo the backyard into a formal garden. Maybe Alyssa and I will get married here,” I said.

The words felt strange, but also surprisingly comfortable. The idea of marrying Alyssa was starting to feel natural. Kelly’s rough ideas for a formal garden made me picture how romantic the backyard could become.

“Really? That’s cool,” Ron said. “If you need help with the physical labor, buddy, let me know. I’d love to help out.”

“That’s great, Ron,” I said. “I’ll probably take you up on that.”

We rejoined the others for refreshments in the dining room. Jerry came over to talk with Ron and me while the girls chattered about wedding plans. Of all the ways this afternoon could have gone, it turned out to be a success. Around four o’clock, we started saying our goodbyes, claiming we had a business dinner with Kelly’s folks. There were hugs and handshakes all around.

Robin kissed my cheek and met my eyes with open admiration. “I’m so happy for you, and Alyssa, J. Seeing you two together gives me more hope for Ron and me.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Robin,” I said truthfully.

I liked working with Ron and was relieved to see him more relaxed. Everything seemed to be working out.

Kelly kissed Jerry on the cheek as he left, thanking him for his help. Jerry blushed a deep red and shyly waved goodbye, still glancing back at Kelly as he headed toward his dorm.

“He might have a crush on you, Kelly,” I said, teasing.

“Oh, he does,” Kelly said with a smile. “He’s cute, but I’m unavailable.”

“He doesn’t know that, though,” I said.

“Oh. Right,” Kelly replied, a bit chastened.

“We might need to help Jerry out, too,” Alyssa said, “just to keep him happy.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant, and I was even less sure about using my powers—at least until we understood the bonding thing better. Still, we didn’t have much time to get ready to meet Kelly’s parents, so we all retreated to the basement to dress for dinner.

After we said goodbye to Ron, Robin, and Jerry, we all needed a shower before dinner with Kelly’s parents. Kelly grabbed the clothes she needed and said she’d get ready upstairs, in her room.

Alyssa and I shared the downstairs shower. I was ready to repay Alyssa’s favor from earlier in the morning, but we didn’t have time.

“I think Ron and Robin acted quite normally,” I began, after we showered and started dressing. “I didn’t sense any differences.”

“Yeah, me either,” Alyssa agreed. “I think the engagement ring helped squelch any undue desire Robin might have felt. Though she asked me a lot of questions about you.”

“Ron offered to help work in the yard to start fixing up the formal garden,” I answered. “It’s not out of character, too much. However, volunteering to work was a bit of a surprise. I welcome the help.”

“That is interesting,” Alyssa said, pausing for a moment before continuing, “Jeremiah, we don’t know if my theories are even correct. Don’t overthink this. Your powers didn’t come with a tech manual. So we’ll have to improvise and adapt as we learn. Let’s just continue to be friends with both of them. I’m starting to like Ron now that every word out of his mouth isn’t a womanizing slur; it might be nice having him help out.”

“What do you think about helping Kelly’s parents?” I asked.

“Well, if my limerence theory is correct,” Alyssa began, “helping them might help us. If they feel good about you, they’ll be more willing to have Kelly work for us. At the very least, they’ll be more inclined to see the story as true and not be overly suspicious.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” I admitted.

Alyssa’s plans always comforted me. She seemed to have every angle covered. This plan, however, tread along a gray line of becoming overtly manipulative. It didn’t bother me too much. A lot was riding on this meeting with Kelly’s parents, and I knew Alyssa just wanted what was best for all of us. We still had to be careful; if the ordinary world found out about a five-person polygamous relationship, we’d all suffer.

“So what should I do?” I asked.

“I want to test something, but I need to wait until we’re with Kelly,” Alyssa said. “Can you zip up the back of my dress?”

We finished dressing. I zipped up her dress, and she helped me with my tie. We didn’t dress up very often, preferring comfort over style. She wore a snug black dress that fell to mid-thigh, and her hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail. Alyssa looked beautiful.

“Baby, you are stunningly gorgeous,” I said, pulling her to me and kissing her.

“And you are roguishly handsome,” she replied, adjusting my tie.

We walked upstairs hand in hand to see how Kelly was getting along. Kelly was striking. A pale yellow sundress offset her darker blonde hair, and the light blue belt around her waist emphasized her sparkling blue eyes. Her tan skin was luminous as she finished rubbing lotion onto her arms.

“Kelly, you look amazing,” I said.

“Beautiful,” Alyssa agreed.

Alyssa adjusted her glasses, and I knew we were about to start her experiment.

“Jeremiah, I want you to scan us, but I want you to look carefully at our relationship sections,” Alyssa said. “Kelly, I want you and me to think only of Jeremiah. That should be easy, since he’s right here. When Jeremiah says so, I want you to think about Alexis and Carmen.”

“What am I looking for?” I asked.

“I think you should see something in the relationship section that corresponds to each person as we think about them,” Alyssa explained. “They’re probably tied to pair bonding, and that glow of peak will be higher for more significant relationships. If you can identify those areas, I want to see if you can find spots for Ron, Robin, or Jerry.”

“Umm… okay, I think I follow,” I replied. “Just say when.”

“Wait,” Kelly said, “why are we doing this? Are you going to adjust me, Jeremiah?”

“No, Kel,” I said. “I’m only going to scan.”

Alyssa added, “I think if Jeremiah can identify individual pair bonds in us, he can apply that to your parents. He might be able to strengthen those bonds for both of them and help with their current struggles.”

“Oh, okay,” Kelly said with a bright smile. “Alyssa, thank you for thinking about my issues. I’m ready when you are.”

I focused on Alyssa’s moral curve and saw a dot bloom bright white in her relationship graph. I intensified my focus and felt like I could zoom in on that portion. When I shifted my attention to Kelly, I saw a similar brightness in her graph. It wasn’t quite as prominent, but it was still much brighter than the surrounding area.

“Focus on each other,” I said, intrigued by what I sensed. “Kelly, think about Alyssa, and Alyssa, think about Kelly.”

They turned to look at each other, and Kelly’s graph modulated. A new dot flared with intensity, not as bright as her bond with me, but still strong. I focused on Alyssa again and saw a similar shift in brightness. I was fascinated. When they focused on Carmen, I saw it, and then again with Lexi. When they concentrated on Jerry, the points were much dimmer. Alyssa had a noticeable blip for her friend Robin, and a much less glowing one for Ron. Kelly had only a minimal reaction to Robin and Ron, which made sense, since they’d only just met.

“Tell me what you saw,” Alyssa said as I sat down and rubbed my temples.

“Okay, you were right. When you focus on a specific person, your moral curve brightens at a specific point as long as you’re thinking of them,” I said. “The stronger the relationship, the brighter it is. You read higher for Robin than for Ron. Your highest was for me, then Kelly, with strong signals for Lexi and Carmen. Kelly, I think you have the strongest feelings for Lexi.”

“That’s true,” Kelly said. “She was my roommate for a long time before we became lovers.”

We left the house and walked to Kelly’s car while Alyssa laid out her plan.

“Kelly, we need to arrive before your parents, so Jeremiah and I can sit in the bar and watch you,” Alyssa said. “When your parents arrive, have a quick conversation. Try to get them thinking about each other so Jeremiah can scan them and identify their pair bonds.”

Kelly nodded as she started the car and headed to the restaurant.

“Jeremiah, you need to be ready,” Alyssa said. “When we meet Kelly’s parents, you’ll need to push those related sections higher when you shake their hands. It’ll have to be quick.”

“Wait,” I closed my eyes. “I’ve never adjusted those points. I don’t know how.”

“Hmm…” Okay, I’m going to think about Ron, and I want you to help me like him more.”

“Uh, okay.” I wasn’t really happy about making her like another man more. But I tuned in to the dim spot she had for Ron. Even if her opinion of him was low, focus still made the point brighten above the baseline. I focused on that dot and did a tapping movement.”

“God, but Ron’s such an asshole,” Alyssa said. “A complete— maybe I’m just biased.”

The first tap went the wrong way, so I tapped in the opposite direction while she kept concentrating on him.

“…Okay, I guess I see what Robin sees in him. He is quite handsome.”

I tapped it back down a bit. “Okay, got it. I know how to adjust it. You can stop thinking about him.”

“Thank god,” Alyssa sighed, “I’m trying for Robin’s sake, but he irritates me.”

Perfect.

“So identify the points and help them like each other more. I think I can do that quickly enough,” I said, once again impressed with Alyssa’s ability to plan and use my ability with the least interference.

I was starting to get nervous. A lot was riding on the next few hours. We’d taken for granted that Kelly would be able to transfer schools, and she’d already invested so much time and effort into the project. I wanted this to work out for all of us. The uncertainty of meeting her parents churned in my stomach.

Alyssa leaned into me and whispered, “You’re leaking again, lover. Think happy thoughts, like of me naked.”

I blushed, pulled her close, and forced my attention away from things I couldn’t control. Instead, I started thinking about controlling her breasts. My thoughts drifted into stranger fantasies—her on the bed, each limb secured to a bedpost.

Alyssa elbowed me in the ribs. “You have some very naughty thoughts,” she said with a smile.

“How much of my thoughts can you sense?” I asked. Lately, she seemed more and more aware of what was in my head.

“I have to focus a bit,” she said, slipping her hand into mine. “You also have to be distracted or open your mind. Then it’s like I know exactly what you’re thinking. It’s more like pictures and images, though. It doesn’t last very long.”

“I can never tell exactly what you’re thinking,” I admitted, “just what you’re focusing on—or sometimes your emotions.” I was grateful for the distraction as we pulled into the parking lot.

Kelly had picked a restaurant with a wide view of the river. It served local seafood and steaks and had a highly rated wine cellar. Alyssa and I headed for the bar that overlooked a large water wheel turning steadily in the slow current. Kelly sat on a bench near the entrance, waiting for her parents. Alyssa ordered beers for us and reminded me to observe.

Kelly stood and glanced back toward us, then raised her hand to wave toward the parking lot. A handsome couple approached with warm smiles. Kelly’s father was tall and carried a few extra pounds. He wore a suit and tie, was clean-shaven, and had a genuine smile. I’d expected someone more intimidating, but he seemed like a nice guy.

Kelly’s mother was lovely, and middle age was treating her well. She had long blonde hair like her daughter and wore it in a similar style. Fashionably dressed, she carried herself with easy confidence, like a woman who knew she drew an extra look from men and had long since grown used to it.

As Kelly started talking to them, I had to concentrate to read them from a distance. My temples throbbed with the effort, but I could pinpoint two points each for both of them. One point was for Kelly and the other for the spouse. I tried to push harder, to see if I could distinguish anything between the two spots. Finally, I sighed and let it go. I told Alyssa what I’d seen, and she thought for a moment.

“If you can lift the dimmer point for each of them, I think that would work,” Alyssa said.

“Why?” I asked. “Wouldn’t that just make them more detached from each other?”

“In this case, I think they’ve transferred their mutual attachment to Kelly,” Alyssa said confidently. “From their body language, they’re both genuinely happy to see her. But they’re also a bit distant, like they’re mad at each other. I can feel some hostility in how they’re holding themselves.”

I trusted Alyssa’s read. She was an exemplary student of human nature, even without my powers. We stood and walked to the entrance, hand in hand.

“Mom, Dad, I want you to meet Jeremiah and Alyssa,” Kelly said, smiling.

“I’m Bob,” said Kelly’s dad, extending his hand. I shook it firmly and brightened the dimmer point.

“Jeremiah,” I said. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. Kelly has been a great help to me.”

While I talked with him, Alyssa greeted Kelly’s mom. Her mom caught Alyssa’s hand and noticed her ring. She smiled and said something congratulatory, but I stayed focused on adjusting Bob. Then Kelly’s mom turned her attention to me.

“I’m Betsy, Jeremiah,” she said, offering her hand palm down.

I took Betsy’s hand and bowed my head, brightening her dim spot, too. I lifted her hand and brushed her knuckles with a light kiss.

“Pleasure to meet you. I can certainly see where Kelly gets her charm,” I said.

“Well, it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” Betsy replied, her eyes widening slightly as I adjusted her. “Thank you for taking such good care of our girl the last couple of days. Kelly tells us you’re looking to start a bed-and-breakfast.”

We kept talking as we waited for our table. I noticed Bob step closer to his wife and slip an arm around her waist. She leaned into him, accepting the contact. Kelly looked up at me and smiled. It seemed the first hurdle was cleared. Now the question was: would they buy our story?

Once we were seated, Kelly guided the conversation. She reported how well she’d finished the term and told them how she’d met me when I came to her school for a competition. She spun a story about us bumping into each other at a coffee shop, hitting it off, then trading emails and getting to know each other that way.

Betsy wanted to know what Alyssa thought of me emailing another girl. Alyssa smiled shyly.

“I wasn’t that thrilled at first, to tell you the truth,” Alyssa admitted, giving Betsy exactly what she wanted to hear. “Jeremiah kept all the emails professional; he never hid anything from me. He was worried about his house. He’d just inherited the property and wanted to improve it.”

“Oh yeah, Mom,” Kelly said, pulling the focus back to herself, “Jeremiah inherited this huge house from his grandparents. It’s been used as off-campus housing for the last twenty years, but borders the historic downtown. It could turn into a really nice inn.”

That drew Bob in, and soon both he and Betsy were all business, asking about the house and how much money I could invest. They told me how they’d started their first inn and exchanged a look full of fond memories. As they reminisced, they unconsciously leaned closer to each other, which made Kelly very happy.

From that point on, the night flowed naturally. After hearing my plans, Bob agreed that Kelly would make a great manager. Both parents gave their blessing for her to change schools and accept the job. Betsy asked if it would be all right to stop by and see the house. As we finished dinner, there was still about an hour until dusk, so I agreed. Bob picked up the check, and the girls all left together in Kelly’s car.

“Why don’t you ride with me, Jeremiah?” Bob said. “It’s been a while since I’ve driven near campus.”

“Certainly, Bob,” I replied, slipping in through the side door.

I felt a little nervous, since I was used to having Alyssa nearby to steady me. Still, the evening’s conversation had left me with nothing but good feelings toward Bob, and I was confident I could handle a few minutes away from the girls.

“This might work out to both of our benefits,” Bob said as he followed Kelly out of the parking lot.

“How so?” I asked.

“Well, Betsy has an itch to own a bed-and-breakfast in the valley,” he said. “We’ve spent the day looking at prospects up and down, and frankly, none of them caught my eye.”

“There are a lot of different places around here. My house is close to campus, the historic district, and all these new wineries that are becoming popular. I don’t know much about inns, but tonight’s conversation has me excited about the possibilities,” I said. I pressed on, curious about his feelings toward Betsy. “At least you got to spend some time with Betsy. You both seem like a very happy couple.”

“Well, we’ve been married a long time,” Bob said, his face breaking into a proud smile. “You’re right; I did get to spend time with Betsy. Seeing Kelly tonight looking so happy made the whole day worthwhile.”

We drove in comfortable silence for a few moments as Bob steered through the light evening traffic. He kept close behind Kelly, so I didn’t need to give him directions. Then he picked up the thread again.

“With Kelly engaged in your project,” he said. “Betsy and I might want to invest some of our money into making this venture successful. We’re both interested in seeing Kelly thrive.”

“That’s very generous, Bob,” I replied. “I think I have enough to cover the remodel, but I’ll certainly talk to Alyssa about creating a partnership. It would help reduce the risk we’re taking.”

I knew enough about business to realize I was taking a considerable risk with my inheritance. That worry sat in the back of my mind. I was also shocked to hear such an offer from Kelly’s dad, barely an hour after meeting him. It didn’t make business sense to offer money so quickly.

“We’ll just have to see what your house has to offer,” Bob said as he pulled up to the curb and parked behind Kelly.

I got out, relieved to be reunited with Kelly and Alyssa. Kelly took charge of the tour, clearly enjoying the chance to show off for her parents. She started with the grounds, leading them along the driveway to the large backyard. Her mother agreed there was ample room for a formal garden and suggested adding a large deck with a hot tub area to attract romantic couples.

Inside, Kelly showed them her room-slash-office and explained that we were clearing out the upper floors so they could be renovated first.

“Jeremiah and Alyssa want their love nest to be the priority,” she said with a teasing smile.

Alyssa blushed, and I gave a crooked, knowing grin.

“Hey, it’s my house still!” I said.

“You should build a large deck off the second floor, too,” Betsy advised. “Once you start having guests, you’ll want a little extra privacy.”

“That’s a good idea,” Kelly agreed. “I’ll be sure to tell the architect.”

“Oh, did you call Steve?” Betsy asked. Kelly nodded. “Good. He’s excellent with decks; you should have him consult with Eduardo for the backyard.”

Betsy sounded thoroughly sold on the idea. We continued the tour upstairs while she listened to Kelly’s vision for the main living quarters. She admitted it seemed a bit roomy, then confessed she wished they’d planned more space for themselves in their first property. When we reached the basement, and they saw the extra-large bed, Betsy and Bob understood why the upstairs needed to be expanded.

Back upstairs, Alyssa put water on for tea. We all sat down, shared a hot cup of tea, and talked through plans. Bob and Betsy sat very close, smiling often. At one point, Betsy excused herself and asked to speak to Bob privately, so Kelly, Alyssa, and I stayed in the dining room while they went to the living room. Kelly’s eyes were bright.

“I haven’t seen them that close in ages,” she said. “Whatever you did, Jeremiah, it seems to be working. Thank you!” She leaned over and kissed my cheek, then whispered, “Once they’re out of the house, I’ll thank you more properly.”

After a while, Bob and Betsy called us back to the living room, and once again Betsy took the lead.

“Bob and I would like to be silent investors in your project,” she announced. “In Kelly’s name, we’d like to cover a share of the improvement costs.”

“Gosh, Betsy, that sounds like it would help us a lot, but I’m not sure what that means,” I said honestly. “Would it be okay if I had my lawyer call you to talk about the details?”

“I think that’s very appropriate,” Betsy said. “I hope you have everything you need to incorporate this venture. I’ll call Kelly in the morning and email you some details about what you’ll need to do as the owner of a hospitality property. Frankly, this house has great potential, but you need to tread carefully. There are a lot of hoops to jump through to make this work.”

My palms began to sweat, and Alyssa rubbed her hand up and down my spine.

“Yeah, we’ve really just been talking about it and dreaming a bit,” I admitted. “I don’t know much about the details. That’s why I sought out Kelly’s help.”

“Well, Jeremiah,” Bob said with a smile, “hiring Kelly might have been your best move. With Betsy’s help, we’ll get all this squared away. I hate to say ‘have your lawyer call my lawyer,’ but that’s probably the best step. He’ll have your best interests in mind.”

We all shook hands, and Kelly walked her parents out to the car. Alyssa let out a deep sigh, relieved that the evening with Kelly’s parents was over. It was another hurdle we’d managed, and we were one step closer to having our family together.

*Ring, Ring.*

I picked up the phone. “This is J,” I said evenly, not sure who would be calling so late.

“I kicked that test’s ASS!” Carmen roared.

“That’s awesome, Carmen!” I answered. Alyssa stood up and leaned in, trying to listen.

“Thanks to Lexi’s help, I had everything nailed!” Carmen said confidently. “I won’t know my final grade for a couple of weeks, but I know I passed the class.”

“I’m so glad,” I said.

Alyssa spoke into the receiver. “When are you leaving?!”

“Hi, Aly, babe!” Carmen said brightly. “Lexi and I are going to bed now; we should be asleep in an hour or so, if you know what I mean.”

Alyssa and I laughed. We wanted to go to bed, not just to sleep.

“Then we’re out of here at six. The van’s all packed and ready to go,” Carmen went on. “Lexi will wake up and run at five, kick my ass outta bed, and we’ll be off.”

“How long will it take to get here?” I asked.

“Depends on how fast this van will go,” Carmen laughed. “We figure eight, maybe ten hours, but we’ll give you a call around lunchtime.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said. “Drive carefully, Carmen. We all want you home safely.”

“Love you both!” Alyssa said with a smile.

“Oh, we love all of you,” Carmen said. “We’ll see you tomorrow!”

She hung up, and Alyssa hugged me, buzzing with excitement. Everything was finally fitting together. Kelly came back inside, and I told her what Carmen had said. She was thrilled about Carmen’s success on the test and relieved they’d be home tomorrow. We all hugged tightly, a bit of weight slipping from our shoulders. The hug melted into kissing, and soon we were filing down the hallway to our bed in the basement.

Once we got to the basement, Kelly told Alyssa and me to stay dressed. She moved us to the foot of the bed and told us to wait there.

She walked behind us and said, “You both were such a great help to my parents and me, and I want to thank you both for helping. I want this one night, just the three of us, to be something we’ll always remember.”

As she finished talking, she crawled to the side of the bed and knelt on the end. She was completely naked except for the silver pendant we all wore. She kneeled on the bed, her bottom resting against her heels, her head bowed, and her hands resting on her thighs. She was showing her submission to us, and her action touched us.

She lifted her hands to hold her pendant and then lifted her eyes to meet mine.

“Jeremiah, I don’t know why we have become so attached. I learned today for the first time that you made an error. But I can no longer believe it was a mistake. Since I’ve known you, I’ve never been happier. You introduced me to the joys of sex. You accepted my friends as your friends and freely shared your friends with me. You’ve shown me love and accepted my love in return. This pendant might not be a wedding ring, but it’s sealed us as a family since I’ve worn it.”

A tear fell and traced down her cheek, “I love you, Jeremiah.”

“I love you too,” I started, but she held a finger to my lips and shifted her eyes to Alyssa.

“Alyssa, you have become as important to my life as anyone. You’ve become my older sister. When we first met, I knew that we shared a connection. Since our first touches at the hotel, I’ve felt entirely at home in your arms. You have become more than family to me. You are a part of the pendant. Likewise, I am sealed to you as much as to Jeremiah. I love you, Alyssa.”

“I love you too, Kelly,” Alyssa said. Again, Kelly held her finger to her lips.

“Allow this humble servant to show both of you how much she loves you.”

I started to complain, but she lifted her eye to me and expressed such deep feelings in her eyes that I stayed silent. I allowed her this moment to be what she wanted it to be. I looked at Alyssa and felt her calm me; a feeling of acceptance filled me as I began to understand what Kelly was trying to express to us.

Kelly wordlessly crawled off the bed and began to undress Alyssa. I stood quietly watching. The slow sensuality of the ritual was arousing, and I felt my erection press into my trousers. As Kelly helped Alyssa step out of her dress, then removed her bra and panties, I gasped in deep arousal. Alyssa was also visibly aroused; her nipples were rock hard as she allowed Kelly to guide her onto the bed to lie on her back against the headboard.

Kelly returned to me, slipping off the bed to remove my clothes. She carefully folded each item as if it were sacred clothing. Finally, she pulled my underwear down and released my rigid manhood. She allowed herself a small smile and a lick of her lips as she eyed my throbbing cock. Then they took my hand and led me to the bed.

Kelly focused on us one by one, and we, in turn, focused on her. Three bodies shifting and moving to a symphony of sensations. I lost track of who was who as their touched blended together under my closed eyes and echoed moans.

Kelly seemed to glow when I opened my eyes, and Alyssa fed me her thoughts. It was like each of us could sense the others’ needs and, moved by instinct, feed their desires. Oddly coordinated, we didn’t bump into each other, but slid and moved like a choreographed, sinful dance.

Kelly’s devotion to us seemed to push us past our peak into a golden glow of passionate heights. Beyond anything I’d felt in the past few weeks, I shattered into bliss, shouting out each of their names. Our voices echoed in our basement home, as we shivered in prolonged orgasmic bliss, then collapsed in a heap of heaving flesh. In peaceful quiet, we curled into each other, and as our breathing slowed, we fell into a deep sleep.


CHAPTER 18
HOME HEALING


The following day, we woke up together in a tangle of limbs and bodies. It was warm between Kelly and Alyssa, but none of us felt like playing—we wanted to save ourselves for Carmen and Lexi that night. We shifted into a looser pile and just dozed, enjoying the weight and warmth of each other. With school done for the summer, it felt more like a lazy weekend than a Thursday.

Sleeping in worked for a while, but eventually my brain started buzzing. I eased myself out from between the girls and padded to the shower to clear my head.

Hot water beat down on my shoulders while I replayed the night before and, inevitably, thought about everything still hanging over us. I needed to call my lawyer. It had been almost a month since we finalized my inheritance, and I got full access to the trust. Thomas had always been more than just a lawyer; he was the one steady adult left in my life, and I trusted him to help me make the right decisions.

Thinking about Kelly’s parents brought my own family rushing in—the missing pieces more than the ones I’d had. My dad disappeared when I was four. After that, it was just Mom and me, and before long, my grandparents’ old house and their careful savings became the backbone of our lives.

Losing her in a car accident my senior year had hollowed me out. Eighteen, technically an adult, coasting through easy classes on autopilot while the rest of my grade picked up their caps and gowns with their parents. My grandparents were already gone by then; first my grandfather’s heart, then my grandmother’s a few months later. Mom used to say Gramma died of a broken heart. I understood that better now than I wanted to.

Thomas had stepped in, handled the estate, sold my mother’s house, and made sure the trust my grandparents set up would cover my rent and school. Between that stipend and scholarships, I’d never gone hungry. But no matter how much my grandparents had doted on me or how fiercely Mom had loved me, my family life had never looked like anyone else’s. I was just used to being the boy without a father.

Alyssa and I had talked about it a lot—her memories of foster homes, my empty chair at the dinner table. We’d both learned to be more self-sufficient than most college kids. Access to the trust had changed my bank balance, not the way I was wired.

I scrubbed a little too hard at my skin, then forced myself to stop. The past was set. The future, at least, was something I could still build—my own version of a family.

As I was rinsing off, the bathroom door opened, and Kelly and Alyssa slipped in. They still looked half-asleep, hair mussed, eyes soft.

“Are you going to use all the hot water?” Alyssa asked.

“Well, since we’ve got half the people we usually have,” I said with a wink, “I think you’ll be okay.”

I stepped out of the shower and shook my head, spraying them with droplets. They shrieked, laughing, and darted past me into the stall. The curtain snapped shut.

“No boys allowed!” Kelly giggled, a gentle reminder of our decision to hold off until Carmen and Lexi arrived.

Smiling, I dried off and went into the side room where Alyssa and I kept our clothes. I pulled on comfortable shorts and a T-shirt, then headed upstairs to Kelly’s office. I flipped on the computer and went for coffee while it booted. My campus email was empty, which was about what I expected.

I settled onto the sofa and dialed my lawyer. The receptionist recognized my name and put me straight through.

“Jeremiah,” Thomas said, his voice warm in my ear. To me, he was more uncle than attorney. “I was just about to call you. I received something interesting in the mail yesterday. Do you have time to drop by?”

“Sure, Uncle Thomas,” I said. “I was going to see if you had time for me anyway. I need your counsel on some things. Can I come now?”

“Of course. I’ve got nothing pressing today, just boring depositions. I always hate those. I’d love to catch up. Judging from the bank statements, you’ve been enjoying yourself with access to your trust.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I’d say. That’s part of what I need to talk about. I’ll see you in a few.”

I went back downstairs, slipped on my shoes, and called out to the girls that I was heading to see my lawyer. Their muffled replies through the bathroom door sounded like understanding. I took the back stairs up and walked the few blocks downtown. Thomas had converted an old Victorian into his office; it bordered my neighborhood, so it was an easy walk.

His secretary spotted me, smiled, and ushered me straight into his office with a cup of coffee in hand.

“Jeremiah,” Thomas said, standing to hug me. “It’s good to see you, son. You need to stop by more often. Beyond being your lawyer, you know I consider you family. Connie asks about you all the time.”

Connie, his wife, had all but adopted me after Mom died. We weren’t related, but I’d grown up calling them Uncle Thomas and Aunt Connie, and I felt a little guilty I hadn’t visited more.

“I’ve had a wild couple of months, Uncle Thomas,” I said, shrugging as I sat. “I need your advice on some things, but I don’t even know where to start.”

“Well, let’s start with this,” he said, picking up an envelope from his desk and handing it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“It came in the mail,” Thomas said. “Part of a larger package from another law firm handling your father’s estate.”

“What?” The word came out sharper than I intended.

“First I’d heard of it too,” he said gently, resting a hand on my shoulder. “I know you haven’t had any contact with your father in years, so it was a shock to get this yesterday. I wasn’t sure how to bring it up. When you called this morning, it felt like the right time.”

I stared at the envelope, numb. I’d just dragged up memories of my mother in the shower; my nerves were already raw. Tears pricked my eyes, which confused me—I didn’t *have* feelings about my father. Not really. Not anything I could name.

The handwriting on the front was unfamiliar and yet disturbingly close to my own. It simply said, For Jeremiah.

“Do you want me to step out while you read it?” Thomas asked.

I shook my head and looked up at him. He understood, moved from behind his desk, and took the chair beside mine instead.

I slid a finger under the flap and opened the envelope neatly. It felt like cracking a crypt. The paper inside was yellowed and stiff, as if it had been sitting in a drawer for years. I unfolded the single sheet and began to read.

Jeremiah,

If you’re reading this, then I’m dead. I’ve never been good at softening words, so I’ll be plain.

I left when you were four. In the years since, I’ve thought of you more than I care to admit. I owe you at least an attempt at an explanation.

I loved you and your mother very much. I know that may not match what you’ve lived through. Staying away from you hasn’t brought me any peace. I’ve watched from a distance when I could and tried, clumsily, to provide for you both. But I could not stay with you for reasons that may already be clear to you—or will be, soon enough.

This is the part that’s hardest to put on paper, so I’ll just say it.

I’m a psychic, or something close enough that the word will do. I don’t know the proper name for it. It runs in our bloodline—my father had it, his father before him. I can see what people feel and lean on their choices, tip them one way or another. If you’re old enough, you may have felt a version of this in yourself. If not, I hope, for your sake, it never fully wakes.

It can be a blessing or a curse. My grandfather and father chose the curse. They used this ability like a lever, always looking for more power. They ruined people. They ruined us.

At first, I followed their example without thinking and hurt the people I loved most—your mother and you. That shame is mine to carry.

Be careful, Jeremiah. If this power is in you, use it sparingly and only to help. Do not use it to feed your ego, your fear, or your hunger. It will eat you from the inside out. I know that sounds rich coming from the man who disappeared. Maybe I did leave selfishly. I’ve asked myself that same question a thousand times.

But I need you to know this: I left because I was afraid of what I might do to you and your mother if I stayed. I didn’t trust myself. I still don’t know if that was courage or cowardice. I only hope that, one day, you can understand why I made that choice—even if you can’t forgive it.

I love you, Son.

Isaiah Jackson

I folded the letter back up and closed my eyes. I put the paper back in the envelope, folded it, and slipped it into my front pocket. I looked at Thomas with guarded eyes.

“Did you read it?” I asked.

“No, Jeremiah. It’s just for you,” he said softly.

“What else was there?”

“Bank records, mostly. His estate is fairly substantial, and he left it all to you. I need to know what you want to do with it.” He hesitated. “There was also a safety deposit key for a bank in Montana.”

I sighed. A box in a vault a thousand miles away could wait; I already had enough spinning in my head. I sipped my coffee and let the words of the letter settle. I’d have to let Alyssa read it—there wasn’t much I kept from her.

Finally, I looked up at Thomas.

“I’m getting married,” I said.

His eyebrows shot up. “Really? To whom?”

“Alyssa Phillips. I think you met her once, at the beginning of the school year.”

“Oh, yes—brown hair, glasses, big eyes. Very sharp. Congratulations.” He grinned. “She seemed like a good one.”

“Before I say anything more… what we discuss here is protected, right? Confidential?”

“Of course,” Thomas said. “Are you in trouble?”

“No. Not exactly.” I pulled the letter back out and handed it to him. “You’d better read that first.”

He read it through once, then again more slowly. When he finally took off his glasses and looked at me, his expression had shifted.

“And can you…?” he started.

I nodded.

He leaned back and listened while I talked. I didn’t leave anything important out—how things had started with Alyssa, how Kelly and her parents came into our lives, how Lexi and Carmen had become part of it too. How my “gift” worked, as far as I understood it. Every so often, he’d stop me with a question, lawyer-brain picking at the edges until he understood what I meant.

When I finished, he was quiet for a long moment.

“So let me be sure I have this straight,” he said at last. “You’re living with four women, emotionally and… otherwise involved with all of them, and at least some of what brought you together might be tied to this… ability your father wrote about.”

“That’s the short version,” I said.

He exhaled slowly. “You know my first instinct is to look for a way to disentangle you.”

“Uncle Thomas,” I said, more firmly than I felt, “I don’t *want* to be free. I love them. All of them.”

He met my eyes for a beat, then nodded once.

“You have to be careful, Jeremiah,” he said, slipping into his lawyer voice. “Society is not kind to arrangements like this, especially if anyone decides to call it polygamy. The state takes that seriously.”

“I know. I have a plan. Please—just keep listening.”

I told him about Kelly’s parents and the bed-and-breakfast idea, how the inn could function as both a business and a cover for our household. I used the word *family* a lot, deliberately. Thomas cared about that word. I wanted him to think of Alyssa, Kelly, Lexi, and Carmen the way he thought of me.

He listened, frowning in concentration, then slowly began to nod.

“I don’t know much about real estate law,” he admitted, “but I can research and find someone to review any contracts. I think your cover story could work if we structure it carefully.” He paused. “Do Kelly’s parents know about your… situation?”

“No, they don’t,” I said. “I don’t think they’d take it well. Not yet.”

“No, I imagine not,” he agreed.

“I also want each of the girls protected if anything ever happens to me,” I added. “Marriage will cover Alyssa on paper, but I want to make sure the others are provided for, too.”

He nodded. “Of course. We can handle that with beneficiary designations, trusts, and insurance. There are ways to do it without raising flags.”

I slid a slip of paper across his desk. “This is Becky’s information—Kelly’s mom. I don’t know where to start with the property side. I just want everything handled securely. I’ll probably need to liquidate some assets to cover initial costs.”

“I can take care of the logistics,” Thomas said. “Your father’s estate will be the easiest place to start; it’s already mostly liquid. I’ll get the accounts moved into your name. That should give you plenty of runway. We’ll sort out the rest as things move forward.”

I smiled. “If I know Kelly, she’s probably already pushing on the ball.”

We both stood. He pulled me into a quick, firm hug, then leaned back to look at me.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” he said quietly. “But either way, understand this, son—I’ll have your back as much as I can. I promise.”

“Thank you, Uncle Thomas,” I said. “I know I can trust you.”

“Good. Then do me one favor,” he added, his tone lightening. “Bring all your ladies over to meet Connie sometime. She’ll want to put faces to names.”

“I will,” I promised. “Tell her I said hi and that I’m not avoiding her, even if it looks that way.”

We shook hands. Thomas gestured toward a banker’s box near his desk.

“Most of your father’s paperwork is in there,” he said. “Old statements, correspondence. Nothing urgent. I’ll catalog it and put it in storage. You should hold on to this, though.”

He picked up a small keyring from his desk and dropped it into my palm. A metal tag on the ring listed a bank in Montana.

“The information you’ll need is on the fob,” he said. “It’s yours now.”

The key felt heavier than it should have.

“Thanks, Tommy,” I said, slipping it into my pocket before I could think too hard about it.

Then I walked out of his office and headed home.

It was lunchtime by the time I walked home. I was starving after skipping breakfast, so the sight of sandwiches waiting on the table felt like a small miracle.

I sat down, unwrapped one, and slid the envelope with my father’s letter over to Alyssa.

“What’s this?” she asked, intrigued.

“My dad’s final instructions to me,” I said with a shrug that felt more casual than I was.

“Your *dad*?” She shot me a look, already opening the envelope and scanning the page.

“Can I see?” Kelly asked. “I don’t know much about your family.”

“You can read it,” I said, nodding toward Alyssa’s hands. While they read, I gave Kelly the short version of my family history—my dad leaving when I was four, Mom raising me alone, the accident.

“Jeremiah, this is huge,” Alyssa said at last.

“I’m sorry your parents are gone,” Kelly added quietly as she took the letter from Alyssa.

I shrugged, not trusting myself to dig into that. “It is what it is, Kel, but… thank you.” I looked back at Alyssa. “Why is this huge?”

“Because it means you’re not unique,” she said. “Your dad, your grandfather… There might be more people like you. We might actually be able to understand what you can do.”

I slid the safety deposit key across the table. Alyssa picked it up, the little tag glinting in the light, then looked back at me.

“My father’s box in Montana,” I said flatly.

The grumpiness I’d been holding down all morning started to rise. The letter was more than eight years old. Growing up, my father’s name had barely been spoken; I’d actually forgotten his first name until I saw it there in his handwriting.

“He knew, Aly. He *fucking knew*,” I said, heat edging my voice. “And he never told me. He writes this letter to make himself feel better, and I grow up stumbling around in the dark. If I’d known, I might⁠—”

The words jammed in my throat. My eyes squeezed shut. A cool wave washed over me as Alyssa took my hand.

I wanted to say I wouldn’t be in this mess. That if I’d known what I was, I would’ve done everything differently. But that was a lie. I *liked* this mess. I’d chosen these women just as much as they’d chosen me. Whatever my father had been, whatever he’d done, the life I was building now was mine.

My anger dropped from a boil to a simmer.

“I don’t know what I would’ve done,” I said finally, finishing the thought out loud. “But I’m glad I didn’t know, because I’m so damn happy with you two.” I looked at both of them, really looked—Alyssa’s steady eyes, Kelly’s open smile.

Alyssa’s expression softened; I knew she could feel my anger and tangled regrets. Kelly just smiled and leaned into my side, her head on my shoulder.

“I never want to be apart from any of you,” Kelly said. “I can’t wait until Carmen and Lexi get here tonight.”

“I can’t wait either,” I said, and meant it.

Alyssa kept watching me, concern crinkling the corners of her eyes. She’d ridden out my emotional storms before; she knew when my nerves were frayed.

“J, listen, sweetheart,” she said gently. “You’ve gone through a lot in the last twenty-four hours. Anyone else would be a basket case. You just found out about a family secret from a father you haven’t heard from in years. You’re starting this new life with us. You proposed to me. You’re launching a business. On the ‘major life changes’ scale, you’re off the chart. You need to step back and cut yourself a little slack.”

“This new thing…” I started. “My father, his note, that key…” I could feel my emotions gearing up again.

“Don’t worry about that right now,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Not today. Keep a lid on it for the moment. Later, we’ll figure out how to deal with all of it—like we always do. This is new, but you’ll figure it out. Just like you figured out how to fix people.”

“As usual, you’re right,” I said, trying for a smile and landing somewhere short.

“I think you need a nap,” Alyssa said. “Alone. Kelly and I will be fine. None of us is going anywhere. I promise.”

“Okay,” I said.

I kissed her, then stood and headed down the back stairs. By the time I reached our bed, the weight of the morning had settled on me like wet cement. I fell face-first onto the mattress, dragged a pillow over my head, and finally let go.

The sobs came hard and ugly, tearing their way out of my chest. I didn’t try to stop them. I just let everything pour out—the grief I’d boxed up for years, the anger at a ghost of a man, the fear that I might be more like him than I wanted to admit.

For once, I didn’t worry about anyone feeling it through our bond. I just needed somewhere to break where no one could see.

Eventually, the storm ran out. My breathing slowed. At some point, still curled around the pillow, I slipped under and slept.

I woke to a hand combing through my hair, and I turned and saw Alyssa sitting beside me.

“Wake up, sleepy head,” she said, smiling.

“Mmmm,” I said, blinking my eyes, pulling her closer, “Come sleep a bit with me. The nap was just what I needed.”

“Yeah, I’m glad to hear that, love,” Alyssa said with a smile, “I think you won’t want to nap much more when I tell you the next piece of news.”

“What?” I asked, feeling a bit resigned; what else would I find out today? “Tell me what it is.”

“Carmen and Lexi are here!” she said with a smile.

That news made me grin, and I quickly slid from the covers; Alyssa helped me out of bed. We hurried up the stairs to the kitchen, where Kelly happily hugged Lexi and Carmen. Lexi saw me first and hurled herself at me—jumping into my arms and wrapping her legs around me. She hugged me furiously, her tight, athletic body feeling so good. I swung her around and then lowered her to the floor. Carmen tackled me next, wrapping her arms around me and kissing me, then kissing me deeper before pulling herself away.

“Man, I missed doing that,” Carmen said with a glitter in her eyes.

I still felt emotional from the afternoon, so I went and hugged Kelly, too. It felt good to physically reconnect with each of them through our embraces and kisses.

Alyssa and Kelly had ordered pizza, so we all sat around in the living room to catch up and allow the travelers some time to relax. It was much different than the last time we’d all met; the sexual energy was still present but much more subdued. Sitting and listening to Lexi and Carmen talk about their ride felt natural. Lexi was also very excited to share that her training had been improving since they had returned from our hotel rendezvous.

“I’ve had some great improvements in my time,” Lexi said happily, “I just feel so much more confident, and it’s easier to push through the little walls. I think I’ll have a good chance of walking on to the cross-country team in the fall.”

Finally, the conversation turned around to Alyssa and me. Her ring had not gone unnoticed, with Carmen and Lexi grabbing her hand to examine the ring, then hugging her in congratulatory squeezes. Alyssa blushed each time; she looked like she wasn’t entirely comfortable with all the attention.

“When did you pop the question?” Carmen asked after polishing off a third large slice of pepperoni pizza.

“Two days ago,” I answered with a blush, “it was a surprise to both of us.”

“How could it be a surprise to you?” Carmen laughed, “I would have thought you would have asked her weeks ago.”

“Really?” I answered, a bit shocked at her reply, “I wonder why you thought that?”

“Jeremiah, I might not have the best track record with relationships,” Carmen said with a glint in her eye, “but I can identify true love when I see it.”

Lexi also nodded while she curled into Kelly’s side, “You two complete one another. It makes us all happy to see you two together. I think your relationship is the one that holds us all together.”

“You might be right,” I allowed, “I thought that some of you might feel jealousy or something with the arrangement.”

“Why would we feel jealous?” Carmen asked, “You’ve been pretty clear about our relationship since you gave us this pendant.”

All the girls lifted their hands to their chains and fingered their Celtic knots. I raised my hand to my slightly different knot. The connection we felt at that moment was full of love and comfort. My worries and guilt faded as I tuned into our mutual love. I remembered that Kelly had a conversation with Lexi and Carmen about polygamy, and it comforted me knowing everyone accepted the truth of our unique union.

Alyssa looked at Carmen and Lexi, then at Kelly.

“The ring might be on my finger,” she said softly, “but all of you are a part of it. It felt so … empty not having everyone together. This house finally feels like home now!”

We all raised our beer cans in a mutual toast and finished the rest of the pizza.

“So give us the tour,” Carmen said happily, “I want to hear more about Kelly’s plans for this place.”

Kelly took over and led all of us through the house, starting on the upper floor. She had drawn a rendering of how she wanted the main suite to look and tacked it to the wall. Then she started talking about the bed-and-breakfast plans as we toured the main floor. She mentioned the kitchen would need to be remodeled.

“I’d like to help with that,” said Carmen, “I love to cook. Would I be able to help Kel?”

“Certainly, Carmen!” Kelly said with her bright smile, “The more we all help, the better this whole plan will work.”

Finally, Kelly led us downstairs to the basement. Talk of plans came to a halt as Carmen and Lexi saw the massive bed in the center of the basement. Carmen walked over to the foot and sat down, then bounced on it softly.

“Nice mattress,” she said with a gleaming smile, then pulled her t-shirt over her head.

Carmen’s shirt hit the floor, and that was all it took.

Lexi laughed and shimmied out of her own in a blur of freckles and bare skin. Kelly’s hands were already at my waistband, fingers hooking into the fabric, her eyes bright with a mix of hunger and something softer. Alyssa stepped in behind her, sliding her arms around Kelly’s waist and resting her chin on her shoulder, watching me with that calm, steady gaze that always managed to ground me even when everything else felt like free fall.

For a heartbeat, we all just stood there in the basement, half-dressed, breathing the same charged air. The house above us was still mostly unfinished—walls that needed paint, a kitchen that needed gutting, paperwork and permits that hadn’t even been filed yet.

Down here, though, it already felt complete.

Carmen crawled backward on the mattress and crooked a finger at us, grinning. “C’mon,” she said. “Let’s see how this thing holds up.”

The rest blurred into motion and warmth and the familiar chorus of their voices—Lexi’s breathy gasps, Carmen’s low curses, Kelly’s musical moans, Alyssa’s soft laughter right in my ear. We found our places, our rhythms, the ways our bodies fit together like we’d been made for it.

By the time we collapsed in a loose, sweaty heap across the mattress, the last of my anger at my father had burned off into something else. Maybe he’d broken a lot of things. Maybe I’d broken a few of my own. But this—this pile of tangled limbs and pendants and slow, contented breathing—this part was whole. Mine. Ours.

For a long, perfect stretch of time, there was nothing in the world but the five of us and the sound of their hearts steadying against mine. And for the first time, in the house that would become our home, I let myself believe we might actually deserve it.


EPILOGUE


Jeremiah clicked the save icon and watched the little network indicator spin, confirming his latest confessions had made it safely to the cloud. He closed the laptop, leaned back in his chair, and stroked his full beard, letting the echoes of the past settle.

A small, involuntary smile tugged at his mouth. That first night in the big basement bed still lived in his muscles if he let it.

He slipped the laptop into his satchel and stood, rolling his shoulders.

“Any more clients today?” he called through the open door of his office.

“Nope, all done,” came the cheery response.

Lexi appeared in the doorway, head tilted, eyes bright. “Can I get a ride home, sir?”

“Of course,” Jeremiah laughed. “Since I’m going to the same house you are, it makes perfect sense.”

“And we’ll save the planet by burning less gas,” Lexi added, winking at him.

“Let’s go,” Jeremiah agreed, slinging the satchel over his shoulder. “Anything special tonight?”

He heard his own voice and winced inwardly. A whole afternoon lost in their shared history had left him half a step out of the present. The memoir project always did that to him—pulled him so deep into who they’d been that he had trouble keeping track of who they were now.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Lexi said, blushing as she grinned at just how absent-minded he could be.

“Uh-huh. Are you hiding something from me?” Jeremiah asked, crossing the room toward her.

She leaned back against the doorframe, her short pencil skirt showing off slim, muscular legs. The modest blouse she wore was just fitted enough to remind him what was under it. After eighteen years together, she could still spark heat in him with one look.

He slid an arm around her waist and kissed her cheek.

“Maybe we can swing by the park on the way home,” Lexi murmured in a teasing tone, effectively changing the subject. She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“I do enjoy the park,” Jeremiah said. “Let’s remind Alyssa it’s quitting time and head out. You know how Carmen gets if we’re late for her cooking.”

He laced his fingers through Lexi’s as they crossed the lobby of Jeremiah Jackson & Associates, Professional Counseling, LLC. At Alyssa’s door, he paused and let Lexi go in first.

“Any new prospects today?” he asked.

Alyssa looked up from her screen, librarian glasses halfway down her nose, dark chestnut hair spilling over a soft red sweater. She smiled in that focused way she had when she was halfway inside a case file and halfway inside his head.

“The Kwons fit the profile for your intervention protocol,” she said, glancing at her notes. “They start the profiling step next week. I’m still working up the reports on the Carlisles and the Shepards. And we’ve got a potential premarital counseling package with a couple from the university. I know you love the younger ones.”

Jeremiah flushed. “Aly, I don’t get that involved anymore. Your protocol keeps me from getting too intimate with clients, remember?”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” Lexi cooed, wrapping her arms around him from behind for a quick squeeze.

Alyssa’s eyes warmed as she watched them. She pushed her glasses up with one finger and looked back at Jeremiah. “Don’t you ever wish you could bend the rules a little?”

“You never get tired of tempting me, do you?” Jeremiah sighed, running a hand over his face.

“The best part of teasing you,” Alyssa said, standing up and shutting down her computer, “is how easily you give in.”

“I think you’ll have to take a number,” Jeremiah said, giving Lexi’s backside a playful squeeze. “Kelly and Lexi never mind sharing, and Carmen’s been so wound up lately I’m not sure *any* of you will be sleeping tonight.”

“Then let’s get home quickly,” Alyssa replied, unbuttoning the top of her sweater. “There’s nothing special tonight, right?”

Jeremiah frowned, trying to remember what day it was. The memoir pages he’d spent the afternoon on—those early days of inheritance and Montana keys and wide-eyed fear—felt closer than his own calendar.

“I don’t think so?” he said. “Just a normal night at home.”

Alyssa glanced at Lexi; something unspoken passed between them.

“Nope,” Alyssa said, turning back to him with a bright, innocent smile. “Just a normal evening.”

She threaded her fingers through his, and the three of them walked out together into the late-afternoon light.

In the parking lot, they split off toward two cars. Alyssa headed for her SUV. Lexi slid into the passenger seat of Jeremiah’s sedan, buckling in and stretching her legs out with a contented sigh.

Jeremiah started the engine and glanced over at her, the last lines he’d written still echoing in the back of his mind.

They were going home—not to the remodeled bed-and-breakfast where they’d spent that first night in the basement. They’d grown out of that cozy, half-finished inn, the first place that had ever really felt like home. The place where “whole” had started to feel real—the place they’d shared with Carmen and Kelly for so many years.

They were heading to their *current* home, Jeremiah reminded himself, pulling his thoughts a little way out of the past that still spun in his mind. A house designed from the ground up for their strange, beautiful family, built to grow with them as life rolled on. A place where they didn’t have to hide anymore, where they could finally be, in every sense, whole.

He put the car in gear, still half-lost in the past, and pulled out of the lot, not quite remembering why the date on the dashboard should matter.

He was going home for a birthday party. His fortieth. His loves had planned it all while he’d been buried in old memories, processing the magic and mistakes of that first summer together. A house full of friends, family, and all the people you invite when you’re sure your life is finally on the right track.

He just hadn’t remembered that yet.
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SNEAK PEEK - AWAKENING ANGELS

Chapter 1 - MEMOIR HAZE

PRESENT - JEREMIAH

I opened the passenger door and let Lexi slide into the front seat. As she settled into the leather, my brain finally caught up with the present.

Spending the afternoon writing about the past had left me pleasantly adrift—carried along on old memories, not really paying attention to the world outside my laptop screen. Now, with Lexi tucking her trim body into the seat beside me, all the pieces of the current day began to snap back into place.

“Wait,” I said, watching her smooth her skirt over her thighs. “You’ve all been planning something, haven’t you?”

Lexi giggled, that familiar mischievous grin lighting her face as she shook her head.

“You get lost in your thoughts too easily, Master,” she said softly. “I’ve learned to play along. You don’t remember today is a special day?”

I closed her door and walked around to the driver’s side, stealing another look at the stunning redhead who’d been at my side for nearly two decades.

“Are there a lot of things still to do before the party?” I asked as I slid in behind the wheel, hoping to pry loose a few more clues from my devoted lover.

I knew it was my birthday. It had only slipped to the back of my mind while I was buried in the past. I knew my girls would plan something, and I knew they’d enjoy watching me try—and fail—to guess what it was.

Ironic, really, for a man with the kind of powers I had over other people’s thoughts.

Lexi smiled and leaned over to kiss me as I started the car. Her lips were still as soft and certain as they’d been that first summer, the way she always seemed to need to seal herself to me for a moment before we moved.

She pulled back slowly, eyes bright.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Master,” she murmured. “I just know that Kelly and Carmen have something nice for you.”

I put the car in reverse and backed out of the office lot, the routine of it automatic. Even as we turned toward home, my thoughts drifted, tugged backward again to everything that had led to this day, this life, this impossible, ordinary drive with Lexi at my side.

PAST - JEREMIAH

I woke up in the same place I fell asleep, alongside my family of four women. Finally, Alyssa, Kelly, Alexis, Carmen, and I reunited in my house near campus. I wasn’t sure if I had moved at all during the night because Carmen was curled into my chest on one side, and Alyssa mirrored her on the other. I looked past Alyssa and saw that Kelly and Lexi had pretty much stayed clutched together through the night as well. I didn’t want to disturb anyone, so I lay back, enjoying the heat of my lovers’ bodies, and mulled through my thoughts.

I was surprised that thoughts of my father bubbled up first, and I realized that I harbored a lot of latent anger toward him. I didn’t know how to place my anger since I hadn’t thought of him for much of my life. He was like a void that had suddenly been filled with a thick, opaque gas; the more I thought about him, the more bitter I became.

The thoughts seemed misplaced after all the activities of the previous day. I looked forward to a few days of rest and reconnection with my four lovely girls. The thoughts of my long-dead father just didn’t seem to fit. I would have to think more about that, I concluded regrettably. I thought about the safety deposit box key I had left on the table. I wondered whether Alyssa had stored it somewhere safe and whether it contained anything of interest.

I felt some stirring against my chest and looked down to see Alyssa looking at me with a sleepy grin. She combed her fingers through my chest hair, then bent and kissed my nipple. I combed my fingers through her hair and held her cheek in the palm of my hand. She pressed into it, then slid up my body to kiss me.

“I love you, J,” she said, curling into my neck and squeezing me gently.

“I love you too, Aly,” I replied, kissing her head.

“I felt you thinking just now,” she said. “I’m glad you’re processing your emotions without freaking out.”

“It’s hard sometimes, babe,” I replied. “But you were right about all the stress I’ve gone through lately. I’m going to try to give myself a break.”

“Would you two gringos keep it down?” Carmen joked. “This chica is still recovering from the serious fucking she got last night.”

“Oh, poor you,” I said, winking at her.

Carmen crawled up my reclined body, leaned over, and kissed me, and Alyssa too. Then she rolled off the bed and started getting dressed. She waved at us to join her. Aly and I slid off the bed, dressed silently, trying not to disturb Kelly and Lexi, and followed Carmen up the stairs.

“I wanted to talk about yesterday,” Carmen said when we reached the kitchen.

“What about it?” I asked, already dreading the question.

Alyssa started a pot of coffee while I sat down at the table. Carmen slipped into my lap and hugged me, then combed her fingers through my hair. Her tenderness surprised me. She was usually not so demonstrative of her affection.

“Jeremiah, I know something happened with you, something emotional and disturbing.” Carmen said softly, “I don’t know how I know. I felt that you were hurting… or sad, maybe panicked. Please tell me what that means. How can I possibly feel that hundreds of miles away?”

I looked at her, seeing the concern in her eyes. I was surprised at how concerned she was acting. She was usually so aloof.

“It’s a long story, Carmen. Are you sure you want to hear all of it?” I asked.
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Our Ethereal Legacy - A super spicy urban fantasy harem origin: ordinary friends awaken wild powers through trial, error, and tangled desire—binding as lovers against demons, succubi, and ethereal forces in an epic adventure of devotion.

Basics: Neural Control Node—Work-from-home retail therapy buys Josh a dead-on-arrival gadget—until his gamer-girl neighbor activates its seductive AI. She morphs into his perfect assistant for cooking, cleaning, and more, sparking a slice-of-life men's fantasy harem romance.

Explore Mack Landry’s Amazon Author page or find all his stories at his website:

https://books.macklandry.com/mack-landry-collection
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Mack Landry ignites passionate tales of lust, love, slice-of-life adventures, male-led harems, and irresistible romance.

Mack Landry’s Author Page
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Hank Dolworth pens scorching hotwife and freeuse tales brimming with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and feel-good romance.

Hank Dolworth’s Author Page
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Drake Storm crafts spicy romances packed with slow-burn tension, on-page heat, delicious angst, swoony grand gestures, and guaranteed HEAs

.Drake Storm’s Author Page

[image: Facebook icon]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3MV.jpg
DRAKE
STORM





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MM.jpg
Hank
Dolworth

HOTWIFE FREEUSE EROTICA

spicy romance

ssssssssssssssssss





cover.jpeg
A SPICY PARANORMAL URBAN FANTASY HAREM ADVENTURE

MACK LANDRY

OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY—BOOK ONE





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MU.jpg
Hank
Dolworth





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3MJ.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc3ME.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc3MF.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc3MP.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc3MG.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc3MN.jpg





