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Chapter One
It’s a strange world when over a dozen women suddenly have the Power at their disposal. Rooms change size, bathrooms become very involved, and the number or walk-in closets, suddenly filled with designer shoes and clothes, nearly upset the structural integrity of our little underground mansion.
Several of the women proved to be adept at design and surprisingly Meegan was an architecture major with a hidden genius for engineering. She went through the whole cavern buttressing and supporting the walls and began to make plans and drawings for future designs, fixing our living quarters and changing the somewhat blocky structure I had made into a truly wondrous mansion with a dozen of comfortable spaces to live and relax in.
Deep in the heart of the complex Meegan built a grotto and filled it with waterfalls, deep hot spring pools and a large area of divans and lounges. That grotto would become home to many of Dr. Lorelai Khan’s experiments over the coming weeks.
The underground lake that was our fresh water supply was a dark and somewhat grim place. Several of the girls went around the perimeter and changed the hard-black rock into delicate white sand, filling the whole pool with the sand, even up onto my little island in the middle. When the ladies were finished, I drew deep on the power and placed a simulacrum of a star floating high in the air above the lake that would give a solid fourteen hours of sun light a day. The glowing golden ball radiated warmth and all the wavelengths of the sun. Just that one small change lifted everyone spirits tremendously.
These changes and more were put into place over those first couple of weeks after they were all imbued with the Power. That was a wonderful time for all of us. A time of discovery and wild erotic pleasures. The training regimen that Ashlyn had set up was still in effect and every morning when I awoke there would be a wild orgy and I would grow in the Power by tremendous levels. Then I would spend the afternoon training and learning to control that great Power.
I had lost a considerable amount of strength by imbuing so many women in such a short amount of time. With the regimen that Ashlyn had put into place, as well as all the extracurricular encounters I had with various women throughout the days. I was able to recover what I had lost in within two weeks spent in our sanctuary.
I almost never used the Power to probe minds since each woman had the Power and it felt impolite to do so. The sentiment was shared by the rest of the harem and other unspoken rules formed in how we interacted with one another with the Power. I was constantly surprised at how smooth and easy the transition was between everyone, given the different talents, skills and strength levels amongst the women.
Dr Khan proved to be a godsend when we began her experimentations with the echoes of orgasmic Power that happened when we were all together. She was able to discover very quickly that there was a resonance between us and when we had certain numbers within the circle of resonating Power that we could exponentially increase our gains.
Prime numbers held the key she discovered and she had a theory about nineteen being the ultimate prime for our situation. A goddess number she called it, whatever that means. Ashlyn promised to search for the remaining members of the harem that would fill this number out. She was clearly the most powerful of the women, both in the Power and in her own self. The younger and older women all deferred to my gorgeous sister.
There were new and strange room in our mansion that popped up as well. Rooms filled with computers and TV’s playing security feeds from various buildings and street corners around the world. This was part of Tajwa’s hunt for the Enemy’s minions and their bases and Asuka had done the purchasing of all that could not be stolen or ‘borrowed’ by the golems. The wealth Asuka had accumulated for us came in very helpful.
The information Tajwa was able to gather from the ancient library was extremely valuable. Pouring through ancient texts the genius little woman was able to make connections to great upheavals throughout history, linking any unexplained phenomena to the Enemy and then tracing it back to the center of his influence. Eastern Europe. Somewhere in those dark war-torn lands the Enemy was hidden. Tajwa was narrowing in on him daily as she and several others of the harem were working with her, tracked their movements. A large map was projected onto the wall with a half dozen red dots denoting the locations of the evil minions strongholds.
As time went on, and the women increased in their efficacy with the Power, their monitoring systems and processes became far more advanced. Tajwa proving her genius was able to create machine learning systems, powered and driven by the Power, that hunted the enemies Minions over thousands of networks. The software was so powerful that it stepped behind firewalls and slipped through the most advanced government security systems with ease.
Asuka had her base of operations in the same place, and her information proved to be just as useful as what Tajwa was able to obtain. It looked to her as though the Enemy has his fingers deep within the capital markets, manipulating the whole world on suspect math in securities exchanges, ready to topple the whole system at an inopportune moment. Tracking their transactions and LLC’s she was able to fill out over half of the minions locations on the wall and was on the trail of a half dozen more.
Ashlyn also continued to disappear from our stronghold. Heading out into the world through her discovery or traveling through the earth itself. If anything needed to get done in the outer world, then she was the brave soul who would venture forth to take care of it. Whether it was inserting some firmware onto a banking system for Asuka or retrieving some old books or manuscripts for Tajwa. I feared for her every time she left the safety of our home, but there was no one else besides myself who I would trust out there, and I feared my movements would be too easily tracked by the Enemy.
All of these activities and discoveries were exciting and wondrous, but the thing I was most grateful for was the domestic tranquility that reigned throughout our lives. The women got along so well and any jealousy or hurt feelings would instantly be redirected and channeled into communication and understanding. There was such a ‘kumbaya’ type of atmosphere that I grew suspicious and it was only after meditating on the issue and picking through the dozens of flowing strands of Power now wafting around the place constantly that I began to see the pattern.
There was a subtle and incredibly complex matrix of Power streams, flowing constantly through all of our bonds. They were hidden beneath flesh and within our own minds but as I studied them one afternoon, picking apart pieces of the matrix and discovering the compassion worked into the outcomes, I knew who had created this nearly hidden wonder, my stepmom.
That evening after our meal I found her relaxing near the grotto with a big glass of wine and a book as she curled up on a cushioned lounger. She was lost in the world the book had built for her mind and so it was several seconds before she sensed my presence near her. Turning to me with a warm smile she reached out and placed a hand on my arm as I stood beside her. My mother had always been a beautiful woman, but the Power had perfected her in a way that arrested my vision whenever I saw her. Tall and blond with the most brilliant almost gem like blue eyes she never commanded a room like Ashlyn would, being more subtle in her approach, but she had the type of beauty and poise that could only be described as queenly.
“You know honey,” she said while glancing around the lush grotto, “I would have never imagined life could be this good down here.”
“I think we could manage a pretty great life even without all this,” I said waving my hand in the air, “As long as we’re all together.”
She gripped my arm with her hand and smile up at me, “Of course we would be dear, but never overestimate how much simple comforts can make a place feel like home.”
“That’s precisely why I came to see you mom.” Reaching out I let me the Power flood into me and using a new technique I had learned recently, I isolated it to only my fingers and brushed them gently through the currents of Power that hung invisible to all other observation.
“What’s that Sean?” Mother asked, looking curious.
“Don’t try to play dumb mom, I know you’re the one who crafted this matrix of power constructs.”
“Matrix of what?” She asked with genuine puzzlement on her face. “Sean what’re you talking about?”
“There’s a lattice work of incredibly complex and intricate little constructs of Power layered throughout this place. They’re invisible to all but me I can barely see them at my current strength level or even begin to understand it and all of it has your fingerprints.”
“Ahh,” Mom said in understanding, “Come, I think if you see, you will understand.”
Folding closed her book and placing it on the lounger she stood and took my arm, leading me over to a pair of chairs. As we walked, I was acutely aware of her large heavy breasts, the cause of so many teenage fantasies, as the swayed beneath her diaphanous white robes. The soft heavenly flesh brushing my arm just as her hips brushed against mine in tantalizing ways.
I sat in one chair and she sat facing me, hands composed in her lap and was quiet for several long moments before she spoke. When she did, she was preternaturally self-possessed and calm. Her voice and thoughts coming from a place deep within her being.
“The Power is not a static pool to be used or not. I saw that our first time in the kitchen,” her eyes warmed slightly at the memory, “when you were in such desperate pain. You couldn’t have known but I had been ready for that moment for years. So many mornings when I had the desire to service and please you, worrying that without providing you that taboo love I was harming you, and at the same time cursing myself for being a perverted mother. The desires were there, for years. Long before you had the Power. Long before you could have manipulated my mind, I wanted all of this,” she motioned around the walls and greater complex, “our new and strange life. I knew after that wonderful morning, that it required my faith.”
“Faith?” I asked.
“Yes, don’t you see Sean that the Power affects the world in ways we can’t understand or see? It laid the groundwork; I believe in bringing you to our family. Finding you the perfect home and support network so that you could succeed. It has a will of its own Sean, or at least a will that will act to protect and support your mission.”
“I don’t understand, how does it create something this complex?” I said motioning to the matric of Power woven throughout the mansion.
“That is what I wanted to show you, my process.” Then sitting up straight she closed her eyes and slowly calmed her breathing and I sensed a subtle shift to the air around us. Like still waters had suddenly stirred.
Reaching out with the Power I sensed her mind and body, reading her. She was in a deep meditative trance and it was deepening at an alarming rate. As I observed my mother’s self-submerged within her psyche. Her heart rate slowing to two to three beats per minute and nearly all mental function ceasing. I worried for her safety but she appeared to be in perfect health.
In less than a minute my housewife stepmom was in a deeper meditative trance than most monks who had spent a lifetime in training. As I watched her mind began to subtly reorder itself, the chaotic patterns of her neural network aligning into complex patterns that rotated down into themselves in ever increasingly complex fractal patterns spinning down into infinity.
Then the Power began to fill them and then immediately leak out of her. My fear spiked until I realized in an awed whisper what was happening. My mom had turned herself into a funnel and then filter for the Power flooding into her. Touched by her compassion and love for all of us, it leaked out free to explore this world on its own.
The Power streamed from her and coalesced into a little pattern of ‘understanding and the easing of annoyance at minor slights’, this complex little tool leapt out into the greater network, detecting and then applying itself, almost like a vaccine to hurt feelings amongst the harem. And on and on, things of vast complexity and minor items like a new alga in the lake, that would keep the sand clean and the water healthy to drink. I was in awe staring at the fanning wings of Power arching out of my gorgeous mother as she submitted herself to it and its designs, all built around love and keeping the harem together and safe.
This was a magic I never dreamed possible, true magic, not merely will power manifested. After an hour or so of sitting and meditating, my mother slumped and released the Power, coming back to herself and smiling up at me tiredly.
“Does that explain what you found?” She asked tiredly.
I couldn’t contain my love and pride in her and scooped her up in my arms and pulled her into a tight embrace.
“Mmm,” Mom moaned into my mouth, “I take it you like it?”
“Mom!” I said shaking my head in amazement, “It’s incredible, you have found a way to bypass your own strength level and skill. To be honest though I have no idea how you learned to meditate so well, I’ve been practicing for weeks and I’m not nearly as good. Also, what was that you did to your mind in the beginning?”
“Oh, hmmm, that may be harder to explain.” She said and though she tried as we made our way back to my bedroom, I understood little of her explanations of how to quiet and retreat a mind to hidden spots and keep it there, sublimating will for a greater mission of love.
We crawled into the master bed and made passionate love that night. I spent an hour showing her how much I worshipped and loved her. Mother was happiest when she was submitting to my will and desires, so we passed out together after I had her down on all fours, my cock buried deep in her ass and her begging me to use her body, to live out all my young fantasies.




Chapter Two
I woke the next morning to the feeling of a tight and sucking mouth sliding up and down my hard cock. It was a common feeling these days but opening my eyes, I was surprised to see Kates mom Diane smiling up at me with a sexy grin as she sucked and licked at my big dick. Her dark hair fell in thick waves around her beautiful face. The quintessential soccer mom, with her slim body and perfect wide hips and flaring ass.
Curled up on one side of me was my stepmom and on the other side snuggling in close was my bust aunt Sharon. I laid my head back and enjoyed the warm wet mouth worshiping my cock as my aunt and mother kissed my neck and whispered in my ears.
“Diane wanted to show you how much she has been practicing,” Aunt Sharon breathed in my ear, “Do you like that Sean? You girlfriends mom sucking that big beautiful dick of yours?”
“Kates mommy wants to serve you with us,” mom said in her submissive little voice, “We are splitting up your training today Sean.”
“Hmm?” I asked my mind fuzzy with the pleasure I was receiving.
“This morning is the Mommy orgy, and in the afternoon, you get the teenies.” My mom slid down my body, kissing her way across my chest and stomach until she slid in beside Diane. Diane lifted her gorgeous face from my cock an turned, giving my mom a long deep French kiss just above my cock head, as she held it in one hand.
“Look at that Sean!” My aunt whispered in my ear. Her eyes stared with lusty intensity as she watched the sexy scene with me. “Has any man ever been so lucky? Your mommy and soon to be mother-in-law are both your willing little slaves.” The women broke their kiss and turned smiling faces to my cock, licking up the sides together and trading the head back and forth in their hot sucking mouths. Their thick lips and tongues touching, sliding all over the head of my hard dick.
I felt my orgasm approaching and I pulled my aunt in close, one hand massaging her big firm butt and drew in the Power slightly, letting my cock begin to glow just before the orgasm swept through me.
I didn’t warn my mom and Diane that I was about to cum, they were both so tied in with my body and feeling that they knew immediately when I was getting close. As the tingling pleasure swept across my skin, and I felt the Power grown and sweep out of me in my orgasm, Diane clamped her mouth on the head of my cock and began to swallow down my cum as if her life depended on it.
My mom stroked her hair and looked up at me lovingly with eyes that seemed to convey her appreciation. All three women, shuddering in their own orgasms from the Power echoes, but it was Diane who moaned out the loudest as my cum filled her mouth and slid down her throat.
“My god Diane,” I breathed out, “That was amazing.”
“We aren’t done yet big boy,” Aunt Sharon said as she slid down to Diane’s other side, the three of them licking, sucking, and trading my cock back and forth as they worked it to hardness. They said the dirtiest things back and forth as they sucked my cock, driving me crazy with desire.
“Did you ever think you would get to suck you stepson’s big dick?” Diane asked my mom at one point as she held the base of my cock while my aunt tried her best to deep throat me, the choking wet sounds filling the room as I moaned in helpless pleasure, my hands filled with soft tit flesh.
“I dreamed of it.” Mom said, “There were night I’d lay up late at night wishing he would come in and take me. A perfect mommy slave, for her growing boy!”
“Mmmm mugh tugh,” Said aunt Sharon choking up off my cock as she did.
“The first moment I saw you Sean, I was jealous of my daughter.” Diane admitted, “My husband came so hard that night when I told him the nasty things, I wanted our daughters nineteen-year-old boyfriend to do to me.”
“That is wild!” Said aunt Sharon. My mom now taking over the duties of worshipping me. Her expert mouth knew all of my spots and I saw her eyes crinkle in secret delight as she felt me thicken and firm up immediately in her mouth.
Mommy knows how to take care of her boy, I felt myself shuddering in taboo pleasure at the mental thought she sent to me, just relax and let your mommies take care of you baby.
“That man is in heaven right now,” The woman laughed deep and throaty as she slipped over behind my aunt and slipped a hand down between her legs. Sharon moaned out in delight at the attention to her pussy, as Diane continued, “His greatest fantasy is to have his wife serving a powerful man, and you my dear boy,” she said meeting my eyes, “are more powerful and pleasure Kate and I more than he could have ever dreamed.”
“Sounds like I better get to work then,” I said and pulling my mom’s sad face up off my cock, I slid off the bed and came up behind Diane’s sexy wide ass. Slipping my hands around her waist I let my cock graze her pussy lips as I felt her press her ass against me.
“Stay right there, aunt Sharon.” I ordered and reaching down I drew in the Power and pulled forth a glowing golden futa cock from Diane’s pussy. The Power tied it into her nerves and I matched the feeling I knew from my own dick, shaping it as a twin in shape and size to my own. Diane reacted instantly, freezing in fascination at the new appendage. She reached down with a tentative hand and slid gentle fingers down her own length.
“Oh god!” she moaned out, “I can feel it!” Looking down at my aunts perfect plump ass bent over before her, Diane bit her lip and got a hungry curious look in her eyes. I held her forearm and drew her hands up and down the length of her futa cock, and then let her place the tip at my aunts weeping opening.
“Mmmm!” My aunt moaned as she looked back at the wild sight of Diane stretching out her little pussy with a glowing golden dick.
“Fuck your tight…” Diane said in wonder, “I can feel it in you, sliding along your walls. Mmm… I could get used to this!” I moved back and watched as Diane began to pick up her pace slightly, getting a feel for the motions, still awkward but the pleasure drew her into the rhythms.
I pulled my now grinning stepmom over and slid my cock into her wet waiting pussy and fucked her while we watched the sexy sight before us. My aunt began to cum on Diane’s dick as she got slowly fucked in doggy style. Then Diane flipped aunt Sharon over and both women watched in fascination as Diane’s giant dick slid in and out of Sharon’s small pussy.
My had my mom bent over fucking into her with long powerful strokes, while she grunted in pleasure as my golden cock drove her over the edge again and again. It was the sight of Diane’s firm tits swaying and my aunts giant ones rolling back and forth with each thrust that set me off, that and my mother’s perfect ass meeting my every thrust and her golden mane tossed this way and that in pleasure. We all came together, Diane filling aunt Sharon with golden girl cum, while I filled my mom. The Power growing in strength in all of us, as it washed pleasure around the room.
We collapsed on the bed together, kissing and holding one another. Then Diane was sliding her futa cock into my mom’s ass and I was sliding into my aunts. The two sisters faced each other on their sides kissing and whispering loving words and Diane and I fucked into them with powerful strokes. Soon we had them rolled over onto their stomach as were hammering into their tiny submissive butts with powerful strokes. The sisters squirming and writing in pleasure beneath us. Diane and I met each other’s eyes and our lips locked, then we were both filling the women beneath us with our fluids, Power fueled orgasms exploding around the room.
We collapsed into a sweaty and sticky mess onto the bed and holding one another as we fell into a deep and restful sleep.
I woke hours later to find the women had left at some point so I made my way to the kitchen and got something to eat from one of the fridges. I heard a loud chorus of noises coming from deep in the complex and munching on a sandwich I walked down the long halls to investigate.
Coming around a corner I looked upon the grotto and my jaw fell open in wonder at the sight I beheld. A dozen gorgeous women were wrapped around one another in passionate embraces, scattered around the chamber. Each younger and more beautiful than the last, some with giant futa cocks fucking in an out of their friends, some with tongues and digits exploring one another’s bodies. Soft lips kissing and sucking on large puffy nipples and small alike as women teased and pleased one another.
My cock grew to stiffness and my body burst into golden flames as I wadded into the nubile gathering. In two’s and three’s, we copulated. I spent hours feasting upon their gorgeous young and sexy bodies while we all explored how the Power could aid in our lovemaking.
We had a group of thirteen within the chamber and each orgasm would set off a chain reaction through the rest of the women, increasing each gain by the power of thirteen. It grew so dizzying and dangerous that at several moments in the throes of passion women lashed out in accident or not knowing their own strengths, causing strange emanations and reactions around the room and the uncontrolled flows of Power clashed.
Madness and Magic. Lust and Love. That was out world for a time.
----------
So, it went for two weeks as my strength returned to me and the women around me gained in Power by leaps and bounds. I must confess I lost myself in the hedonistic pleasures during those days. Only gaining a measure of clear thought for the few hours I forced myself to remain in meditation each day, and train.
If not for Ashlyn and her constant vigilance, then tragedy would have befallen our happy little home. It was late in the evening and I was lounging in the deep steaming pools of the bathroom with Kate and Melinda, taking our time to bath one another. Suddenly the air itself around grew thick as thought it had turned to jelly and a Power wrought sending unfurled into our minds. The images playing out like a vision, upon the jelly surface before us.
An ancient European street filled with black-cloaked men slowly advancing onto our point of view, and then the delicate pale skinned hand of Ashlyn across the vision slashing violently and several of the minions collapsed in fiery death, the rest leapt forward with feral grins, but the view swung down suddenly to see hands reaching out of the shadows themselves and grasping her in place, just as her feet sunk into the earth trying to escape.
The images tinged with fear and gathering her will Ashlyn prepared herself for a battle to the death, but then the shadow darkened to a deep blackness and it drew her into its depths. The last of her to appear was her fingertips that quickly formed minute filament of Power weaving memories that she flung free, and then she was gone.
The vision swirled into nothing and the pounding feet upon the stairs outside grew louder until the door burst open and my mother stood there, despair on her face. One hand clutching the robes before her heart.
“Ashlyn is in grave danger!” She shouted the moment her eyes met mine.
“She is alive?” I asked, rushing over to her, “Did you see the vision too?”
“No, vision?” Shaking her head, she went on, “Her link to the Circle has suddenly broken, but I can sense she’s still alive. Sean the only way she’d do that is if she was worried the Enemy might sense our union.”
“She was captured,” I said standing and pacing back and forth. “I think it was minutes ago but for all we know if could have been hours ago. She will be with the enemies minions or near the creature himself, and unable to communicate. Fuck!” I shouted in frustration.
As I paced, I reached out with the Power trying to sense my sisters location and if she was well, the rest of the women trickled in as word spread. They huddled in little groups speaking amongst themselves. The fear and worry in the room palpable.
“What the hell are yawl doing standing around?” A loud commanding voice shouted from the doorway to the grotto. Turning I found Melinda standing there with her feet spread wide and fists upon her hips. The look in her face a mixture of indignation and determination.
“That sum ‘itch took our Ashlynn!” In her rage the polished voice of the sorority queen wore off and her roots showed through. Raising a hand before her face, Power flooded her body and molten metal and flames burst around the gorgeous slim brunettes fist, “And I aim to bring her the fuck home!”
The other women cheered and the spell of fear and worry was broken. Many rushed over to Melinda, pulling her into hugs and reassuring her that they all were ready to fight for Ashlyn. I could see the tremble in Melinda’s hand and sense her fear as I made my way over, but I could also see that being strong for the others in this moment, being the rock in Ashlyn’s absence was incredibly important to her. So, I stopped a few feet away, even though I wanted to fold her in an embrace.
“You have a plan then?” I asked.
“We know where their hideouts are, we take each of them out, then we go for the big guy.”
“And if the Enemy senses us destroying his minions and decides to end Ashlyn in retribution?” My mom asked, her voice small and fearful.
“We need to distract him,” Tajwa said, “Pull his attention elsewhere or focus it on something important.”
“Me, I will have to hold his attention.” And then every woman was speaking at once, each with valuable advice as we planned our first battle.




Chapter Three
Ashlyn
I was trapped in darkness. It pressed down on all sides and even seeped into my mind, dulling and distancing my thoughts. Fear was the first emotion I felt, as awareness began to creep back in, then fury at myself for being caught like a fool.
Following up on a lead from Tajwa I arrived in London to track down the location of a certain underground bunker. While wandering down an alley and focusing too closely on the underground network of tunnels and cables beneath the city, I had been picked up on a CCTV camera. In seconds dozens of the Enemies minions appeared at either end of the alleyway and in my blundering and stupidity I was captured.
When the awareness returned, my hands and legs were manacled spread eagle firmly against a great stone wall. My nude skin compressed, as if a great invisible weight had settled on me, pressing flesh and hair to stone.
In the back of the room stood a vast audience of silent immobile pasty-faced creatures. Their evil regard crawled upon my flesh and my stomach heaved in horror. Before me were twelve of the creatures, with intricate patterns carved into their bleeding flesh, and black blood trailing from where they knelt to a small area of stone near the base of the wall I was affixed. The bleeding minions were arrayed in a half circle at the center of which knelt a horror my mind tried to convince itself didn’t exist.
The Enemy stood in all his retched suppurating glory. The creature was tall, with unnaturally narrow shoulders and limbs, long graceful fingers that ended in black stained talons instead of nails. It’s eyes too were unnaturally shaped, like sideways almonds and colored a solid inky black and its earls were long and pointed. Loose green skin hung from its oddly shaped skeleton like ancient fraying drapes that leaked yellow puss.
“You creatures are such fools.” The voice that rasped out was harsh and hissing with an ancient lilting accent, “Losing yourself in pleasures of the flesh and wasting the gift like that fool.”
Lifting its head, it regarded me with cold inhuman eyes.
“You are not male… are you?” My jaw was locked shut by its unholy power but it didn’t wait for my response. Waving one hand, the fingers undulating like snakes, it continued. “matters not, my minions saw you using my Gift.”
It turned screaming at me in a mad rage all of the sudden spittle flying, “MY GIFT!”
One finger reached out and undulating upwards drew forth from the ground a plinth of stone. Tapping at its surface with a claw a small bowl appeared and high above came the crashing sound of a trap door opening. One single ray of moonlight appeared upon the floor dozens of meters away. The full white circle shone unearthly brilliant within the darkened chamber and the minions closest to that place on the floor shied back in fear. The Enemy paused then to seer at the circle of light in hatred.
Madness, I thought.
Turning to one of its minions the Enemy spoke again.
“Stand guard until I return.” Then the creature fell down into the darkness, disappearing from sight. Before me remained, the dozen minions bleeding out and regarding me with cold, menacing stares.
Reaching out I tried to draw in the Power, but it stood there, just outside my grasp. I strained and struggled and felt the barrier placed between me and the source of that strength. Like an invisible wall it stood between me and my strength. My more I flexed and pulled trying to reach the source of the Power, the more the barrier strained and pulled as well. It seemed to have been built precisely to contain my strength level, with no wasted energy. The minions smiles grew even more feral obviously sensing my struggles.
If I could get stronger, I might be able to burst through it, I thought to myself. We still have an advantage, the creature seems to think I am Sean, or that there can only be one person with the Power. With a small hope, I watched the circle of moonlight track its slow way across the floor.
Sean
We had all gathered within the computer room, standing before the large map projected on the wall. Looking around I saw nervousness, fear and excitement mirrored on the beautiful faces array around me. The map had a dozen locations marked in red and Tajwa was pouring over a map of England, referencing her laptop and then going back to the map and searching for clues.
The waiting was driving me crazy, and I had an idea I wanted to try out. Taking my stepmom, I lead her down the hall and into my bedroom. Diane and aunt Sharon followed, but they hung back holding each other close and watching my mother and me.
“Do you remember in the hotel when we went to rescue Kate?” I asked mom.
“You want to try it again!” Mom said in excited realization.
“I want to see if I can use it to narrow in on the area Tajwa is searching.” Disrobing I headed over to the bed and laid back. Mom slipping the white gown from off her shoulders revealing herself in all her naked busty glory.
“I can help you more this time, Sean,” she murmured as she slipped onto the bed. She looked like a golden MILF goddess with her narrow waist flaring back to wide white hips. Her large breasts hung and swung gloriously, with her nipples just kissing the soft sheets. Pausing she looked over her shoulder, “Ladies, Sean needs us.”
“Of course!” Sharon and Diane said in unison as they leapt forward.
Soon I was on my back, with my mother riding my big dick, her orgasms continuous but controlled, while my aunt and Kate’s mom both rode a different hand of mine, my fingers playing in their wet pussies. Leaning forward the two women were kissing and touching one another, with their tits hanging right above my face. My seeking mouth found a nipple readily available wherever it sought and as I sucked and nibbled at the four glorious pink nipples, I felt the orgasm drawn from my body by my stepmom expert pussy.
The most delicious and spine-tingling sensations swept through me as my stepmom rode my cock to a perfect orgasm. Just as the rush of sensation hit me, I drew in the Power hard. As it swept out of my body in my orgasm, I felt my consciousness or soul rip from my corporeal self. The ghostly form I now held saw the world once more in strange vision.
I thought of my stepsister Ashlyn and the location on the map that Tajwa was searching, but the levels of Power I now held dwarfed anything I had been able to do the last time I had tried this trick. I felt connections to the world, its people and even a powerful connection to the moon itself, reaching out from my body, the Power a web connecting all life, and strongest where life flourished.
Strongest of all though, like a golden river of light, was the thread that connected me to my sister. I could see her then, without needing to move my astral form even an inch. Reaching through that bond I looked deep into her mind and reviewed all that had happened to her. I saw the strange ritual and knew her to be in great danger. I gathered myself to retreat, once I’d located her within the city of London, deep beneath an old museum.
Ashlyn we are coming! I breathed the words into her mind. Not wanting to startle her and began to slip free, but I felt myself arrested by a will like iron.
Sean! the voice was Ashlyn’s and the iron hard determination in her was staggering, I need strength! You have five hours, use it well…
I felt myself shoved out of her mind and returning to my own, my thoughts reordering themselves under the command of her Power working. I knew she had altered my brain and chemistry but I that without it fear and worry might inhibit my ability to perform. The commands she sunk into my mind, were to fuck and love the women of our harem with a desperate fury.
I came to myself and the madness was on me.
My mom had wide wild eyes, at her limit and then some, as she rode my golden cock. Relief flooded her face when she saw me return to my body but that quickly turned to mad lust as the golden energy flooded into me and I fucked her with renewed vigor and need. She was being pushed off by aunt Sharon who climbed onto my cock, mumbling and incoherent in her desperate need.
Filaments of Power floated out from me, delicate and needy it searched out each and every woman, impressing upon their minds one overriding thought from Ashlyn:
The end is here, complete the Circle!
The first to arrive was Melinda, face filled with questions about Ashlyn and what was going on, but at the sight of the wild fucking going on the bed, she stripped down and her elegant slender form was soon climbing between Diane’s legs. My mom slipped up behind Melinda and whispering in the younger woman’s ear she reached down and drew forth a great big futa cock from between the gorgeous brunettes legs. The large golden dick slipped into Diane’s tight pussy and the two of them moaned out in delight as the slow fucked and explored one another’s body with gentle hands
Next to come into the room were Taylor and Gabrielle, the two of them slipping free of their clothing as the entered. Gabrielle gripped my mom in Power wrought arms and drew the submissive older woman down into her quim, on the mattress. My cock thickened and pulsed in my aunts tight quacking pussy as I saw Taylor eyeing the spot where our bodies met. The tiny Jewish girl slipped between my legs and I felt her tongue sliding over my balls and up my shaft to tease my aunts lips as she rode me.
In moments Sharon had slipped past pleasure and into the realms of pain, her clutching hands gripped onto my shoulders and her juices coating the bed beneath us. She slide off me, cuddled and cradled close by Diane as Taylor used her pretty little mouth to lick and suck my cock clean. I saw two more women slipping into the room as I was dragging Taylors tiny coed body beneath me and ramming home into her young little pussy.
Asuka and Sylvia, their arms linked with one another had come in and the two of them had pressed Melinda back and down into the bed. The wild older women was in awe of the model like Melinda and knelt like slaves worshipping her giant golden cock. Melinda stood above and looked down first on the brilliant and beautiful Asuka with her dark entrancing eyes, and then the plumper, swaying Sylvia with her dark thick lips and need to please. She realized why every man in the world dreamed of this. With a fierce smile she began to slowly fuck her dick in and out of each woman’s mouth, her eyes closing in pleasure as their throats tightened over the head. Pleasure sweeping through her body she opened her eyes and met mine with a smile that said I could get used to this. All the while Asuka sat on Diane’s face rubbing her pussy up and down the woman’s tongue, my mom’s face buried between Diane’s legs licking and kissing her pussy, sucking her clit gently as Gabrielle hammered away at her ass with great moaning thrusts.
Taylors slim hips met each of my powerful thrusts in perfect sync. Her hands were in my hair and pulling my face to hers in the most passionate kiss, as I felt her pussy synching down on my cock, convulsing as she hissed out her pleasure, our foreheads touching as her muscles seized with the force of it.
I felt Taylor shuddering and shaking as the pleasure intensified higher and higher, nearing the threshold of pain, but I couldn’t stop fucking her tiny body the compulsion had me. Her rhythm met mine perfectly and her wet pussy squirted and squeaked as I fucked in and out of her. Hands were rolling me over and Taylor stayed on her back nearly insensate, and the slim little body of the coed was replaced with the rounded tiny form of my cousin Mary climbing onto my hips.
The intensity of my need found the perfect receptacle in my tiny busty cousin. My hands lit up into her scalp and I gripped her skull, holding her up and in place with powerful hands. Then I began to jack hammer my massive hard cock up into her little pussy, in my lust I barely noticed my love Kate between my legs, positioning and stroking my cock as I ravaged Mary’s tiny bald hole.
I very nearly came when Kate began to drag her fingertips lightly down my inner thighs and I could just make out her wide-eyed joyous expression as I mastered and fucked her best friend. Mary captured nearly all of my attention though. My little cousin had matured much over the past few weeks. Gone was the caked-on makeup and silly brat, although she still had black eye makeup that gave her a manic pixy feel and was the perfect mis of flirty bratty that drove men wild, instead of antagonizing them. As my hands slid down her body, I felt her desperate need to be controlled and dominated and looking deep into her eyes, steel hard dick buried deep in her tight pussy, I reached back and slapped her ass with one powerful arm.
The burning pain tore through her and I felt her pussy fluttering on my cock. Then with one hand on her throat in a tight grip I began to spank her ass and fuck her in steady hard thrusts as she got closer and closer to a mind-blowing orgasm. It was when Kate’s tongue slid across Mary’s asshole and the air was frozen in her lungs, her body utterly helpless, that my little cousin had the orgasm of her life. Eyes rolling back into her head she made not a sound as every muscle in her body at once tensed and then relaxed into sublime softness.
My own muscles trembled as I fought for self-control as I lay Mary in Kate’s gentle embrace to give her the proper after care she needed and turned back to the sexual madness behind me. Before I could get up, I was pressed back into the bed by two identical pale and beautiful face.
Justine and Jessica are nearly identical except for a small mole near Jessica’s perfect longbow shaped lips. Their personalities are very different though, while Justine was quiet and reserved, happy to keep to the back of the room and observe. Her sister Jessica was very outgoing and flirty, becoming close friends with Sylvia and Asuka.
The twins looked to one another and smiled, each on her hands and knees to either side of my body, then turning to look at me they spoke in unison.
“We are so happy we finally get you together,” and realizing they had never been together with me before, I watched as each perfect face bent down, Justine’s tongue slid out of her mouth and down around the crown of my cock, while her sisters tongue slid down my shaft and around my balls. I groaned out as the pleasure of their twin tongues lavished my cock and balls. Then I watched as a fantasy came true; first Jessica sucked me in deep, her twin sister holding my cock and watching with fascination as she bobbed a few times gently on the head of my cock. Then Jessica sat back and Justine leaned forward with quick eager delight her eyes smiling as she met mine and humming slightly, I watched as my entire cock slid effortlessly down her throat. Both mine and Jessica’s eyes opened in awe as Justine’s nose touched my stomach. She bobbed up and down in quick succession and I moaned out in the sloppily unexpected pleasure of my first true deep throat. Jessica slid alongside her sister and watched as she fucked my cock with her mouth, tongue sliding all around in her moth and out the bottom to tickle my balls. Pulling up off my cock Justine gave the tip a gentle kiss.
“I had no idea you could do that!” Jessica said.
“Neither did I.” Justine said with a small almost embarrassed smile. Her sister looked up at me and moved Justine out of the way and I watched in amazement as she slid my cock first a couple inches into her mouth, then a few more, my cock grazing the back of her throat. Bright blue eyes looked up and met mine and I saw Justine slide a hand to the back of her sister’s head and with a wicked smile in her eyes, shove the entirety of my cock down her throat. The tight swallowing throat felt like heaven on my cock and the Power flooded into me.
I lay with one perfect slim blond twin pressed to either side, trading my cock back and forth as they deep throated me. My thick dick stretching out their throats as they took me to the brink of nirvana again and again.
That was a sweet torture I could not endure long, and soon I was on my back with Jessica aggressively pushing my cock into her pussy as she rode me reverse cowgirl. I pulled her sisters perfect blond little pussy to my waiting mouth. My tongue playing over her clit as the golden energy lifted them both again and again in twin orgasms.
As the two lovely women collapsed upon each other sobbing in joy. I saw Power flowing in thick currents around them and throughout the room. Dr Khan was bent over and Meegan, looking as though she was born for this moment, slid a small thin golden cock into the woman’s ass. Surprise and wild pleasure filled the doctor as she took in the mad orgy happening all around them, suddenly in the midst of things she only dreamed of. Hands groped and touched and slithered between legs as women sought pleasure and joy from one another.
Small brown arms reached around my waist and Tajwa took my thick cock in her lovely hands, stroking me as we watched the orgy. I pulled the small genius around and with the Power lifted and flipped her upside down, she squawked in surprise then moaned out in pleasure as I brought her down onto my cock. Fucking into her limp sexy body. I reached out with the Power then, tentacles of glowing golden energy snaking from me. They sought and found wet openings and willing pussies to ride their thick hard tips.
I could hold back no longer as my body glowed with brilliant golden energy, I pulled different women down onto my dick, fucking in and out of a half dozen pussies as the women spun and groped one another in the air and bed beneath. It began in my toes and fingers, the tingling sensations of ultimate pleasure. Then I felt loving hands stroking me as my cock was throbbing and spewing out cum onto the waiting faces and up-thrust tits of both younger and older alike. The Power washed out of me and through the room and I felt Ashlyn’s presence there at my side, tethered to me with bonds of love and Power. Echoes hit everyone and soon we were lost in the constant bliss.
The orgy went on for several hours of madness and debauchery. We made our way throughout the whole mansion and eventually ended up in the grotto. The Power grew again and again in massive amounts as the seventeen of us, including my sisters astral self, sought joy in one another.
Until at last, I found myself buried deep in my stepmom’s pussy as she was bent over, her face next to Kate’s. Pressed close to us were the naked and sweating bodies of all the rest of the women. As the final echoes of the Power washed through us, I could sense the stones beneath our feet trembling, the air itself shivering at our mighty strength.
Leading a group of exhausted women to the baths, I went over the plan one more time. I left each woman to prepare with a kiss and a few quiet words. The battle was about to begin.
 




Chapter Four
Every other time I had been in a confrontation with the Enemy it had been on the defensive. Finally, we were taking the fight to him. Standing in the grotto, I watched the women disappear one by one, meeting their eyes and sending my love with them as they went.
When at last I watched Kate disappear all that was left standing were Melinda, my stepmom and me. No amount of ordering or asking would get these women to leave my side or keep them from seeing Ashlyn as soon as possible. And truth be told I was perfectly happy to have them with me.
Melinda had come so far in the past few weeks. Not in outward appearance although that had been perfected in her own way by the Power, but inside. She knew herself far better now and knew where she was vulnerable and fragile and where she was strong. When it came to confronting a group of evil men and creatures from hell, Melinda was definitely in her element.
Drawing deep on the Power I prepared myself for a titanic clash. Ripping a hole into shadow itself and taking up Melinda with my left arm and Mom in my right I stepped into the unknown. Stepping out to find Ashlyn alone and dying, surrounded by enemies.
Ashlyn
I came back to myself from the wildness of the harems orgy, having felt the full force of all that pleasure and love but unable to participate, and found a horror before me. The twelve minions nearly skeletal as their innards drained away, the pillar before me covered in thick cracks filled with rancid black blood that drank in the light around it and pulsed with an off-putting rhythm. The blood had filled the pool at the top of the pillar and I could see it would soon be slipping over and into the channels at my feet. The moons light stood minutes away from covering the pool and I could feel the dark energy gathering, hungry for the Power within me.
As if summoned by my thoughts the Enemy appeared, standing beside the pillar and reaching out with one cruel claw he pushed the black blood out and into the channel. In horror I watched the slow-moving river as it cascaded down into the channel in the rock floor toward the wall I was frozen against.
“Fear not little human, soon all will be over and your gift will be absorbed.” The words came out as a sibilant hiss.
I would have cursed the creature but my jaw was frozen shut. Just them there was a stirring from the few dozen minions gathered in the back of the chamber and as I watched several disappeared into the shadows, reappearing and whispering franticly.
The Enemy spun from the whispering minion to face me its face twisting as it listened, finally screaming out in rage, “Impossible!”
The thing stalked forward and flung one arm to the side. A window appeared in the air, a screen with flickering images supper imposed one atop the other. It took a moment to realize but they were news feed from major networks around the world, one over-laid atop the other. Each video feed showed devastation and titanic clashes both on the ground and even in the air in some places.  Golden women flying and blasting fighter planes from the sky cross desolate landscapes. A black skinned golden goddess tearing down the walls of a major political ‘think tank’ as known cable news talking heads came leaping to attack her, their faces melting into the grotesquery of minions. A small young Jewish woman with fiercely intelligent eyes soared above South America and in her wake those who trafficked in the evilest, found nothing but death. In every corner of the world the women I loved and called my Circle proved they were worthy of all the gifts given them.
As we watched the Enemies minions destroyed and his hidden power bases revealed to the world one by one, its face twisted in rage.
“Deception!” It cried and in rage, “It is my Gift to give, none have that power!”
It lashed out with one hand. Terrible crackling black energy tearing reality itself as he cut across the world in his rage. I felt one of those ripping tears cut through my side and hot blood gush down and with a deep sickening feeling I knew he had wounded me mortally.
For one agonizingly long moment the Enemy watched me in bubbling rage and impotence. I felt his dark regard searching and hunting for any sign of the Power within me. Finally, with another cry of rage he spun to his minions in the room.
“Go! Find the real gifted and it here at once!” With that the minions in the room all save for the dozen tied to the pillar in the evil ritual, disappeared. Turning back to regard me it said, “Enjoy your slow death.” Then the creature fell away into the shadows at his feet in a cloud of dark energy.
I wasted no time. Although the pain in my side was agony, I knew how much my brother and the rest were counting on me. The second the Enemy disappeared I reached out and with new strength tore apart the barrier placed between me and the Power. I drew deeply on it, filling myself with its glorious energy. Still I wasn’t full, and I drew deeper and deeper still, my lips turning up into a feral grin as suddenly my skin burst alight with golden energy and I knew I was holding a truly mighty level of Power. Rocks lifting and cracking slightly near my feet.
The twelve minions on the ground stirred then, one opening its mouth and trying to scream out a warning. The blade of air that took its head from its shoulders was almost a negligent thought, as I sent it spinning across the room. Flexing my arms and legs I felt the stone crack around me, breaking my contact with the wall.
When my bare feet touched the ground, I heard a sizzling sound and smelled an acrid odor. Looking down I saw the thick black blood bubbling and boiling away when it came in contact to my golden glowing skin. I would have smiled then, but I saw for the first time the large wound in my side, flesh torn and ripped, guts a bloody sepsis forming mess. I could see my life pouring away down my side. There was no time to try and heal the wound, or even stop the flow of blood because right then all eleven of the minions leapt to their feet and growling fell curses in anger, charged me.
Several reached into the shadows at their sides and drew forth black evil looking blades, while others flexed fingers and arms drawing the black opposite of the Power into themselves. Cracking dark lightning sprang around the room, arcing for my heart. While spikes of poisoned black metals flew from other minions hands. Reacting quickly a bubble of golden Power sprang around me, deflecting away the lightning and projectiles.
Then they closed and it was a brutal bloody and pain filled fight. I wish I could say that all I thought about was how I wanted to save my brother and friends, or to end the evil of these creatures. That would be a lie, however. These were no normal minions; these were ancient captains and I was hard pressed to hold my own.
In the beginning I just wanted to stay alive, and it was all I could do to keep them from ending me quickly. So many reaching blades and striking magics, coming from all sides and in concerted patterns to breach my defenses. Golden arcs of fire and lightning leapt from my hands and spinning blades of golden light arced from my back and legs if the creatures drew too close, but every attack opened myself up to counter strike, or weakened defenses.
Dancing across the floor in retreat I passed into the moons light and something came over me, a vision or ancient memory I wasn’t sure; a great throne and beside it a protector and blade, a warrior goddess. I reached my hands into the moons gentle embrace and drew forth a massive blade. The sword had a pearly almost translucent white blade covered in a flowing serpentine script and the handle was white ivory wrapped in gold thread. The whole of it pulsed and glowed with the Power. I spun on a heel as if I was born to wield it, cleaving into a stunned minions skull.
All froze as the minion slid off the blade. The rest of the monsters eyed the blade I now held with a mixture of fear and horror. Each that hadn’t previously been holding a blade, drew one from the darkness now. Nine sword wielding monsters and I, in an unholy chapel buried beneath London. I would have never imagined being in a situation like this, never in a million years. But I had never felt more alive, as the blood drained from me, and my sweaty hands flexed as I held the sword in a comfortable position before me.
Not knowing if I had created the sword or drew it from the ether, I didn’t question my good fortune. My bare feet slid along the floor and I took a wide stance, my dancers legs feeling the footing beneath me, remember the steps of old balancing routines. There was a pause then, a frozen moment drawn into infinity as we all knew our lives now rested on decisions that would be made in moments. Three of the minions slid forward with unnatural speed, their blades trailing dark energy as they slashed at me, one high, one low and one stabbing at my back.
Suddenly the fear left me in the immediacy of the moment and I felt alive and free once again. Stepping to the left and ducking slightly I felt the tops of the blades pass millimeters from my flesh. Then with a sliding simple step I brought my own blade around in a twirling two handed slash, the weight and grip felt like they had been made for me as the long large blade passed through three throats.
I completed my slash and stood slowly, setting myself back into the guard stance. The remaining minions looked to their dead companions, felled in a second by my beautiful spinning attack and screaming their rage and fear all six charged me with blades high.
My confidence drained out as I felt the grip slipping in my hands and with horror realized that the blood loss was catching up with me. I blocked the first blow but felt my arms shiver with weakness as I brought the blade around, cutting the creatures head free. Then stepping into their raging bodies, I danced with them, willing my feet forward and my hands to keep their grip. I cut down one of the minions the after another, slashing with blade and golden magics, but they never seemed to end. I saw more and more appearing behind them, leaping from the shadows to join the fray. In seconds dozens of the powerful evil creatures filled the chamber.
Strength draining fast from blood loss and exhaustion, I saw my death appear as the Enemy flew down from the darkness above. Black Power bubbling around him in such strength that the earth itself trembled beneath my feet in fear. Its evil face twisted in hate; I knew my death approached as it screamed at me.
“Thief!”
Sean
I stepped out of the shadows and into the deeper darkness of an underground chamber and saw madness before me. A lone golden, glorious figure danced in a sea of darkness, blood streaming down her side. Spinning and whirling a strange glowing white bladed sword she wielded with an unearthly grace and skill, you don’t even see in great movies or anime. Charging in from all sides wielding black blades and fell magics were dozens of minions with more appearing every second. The Enemy himself descended with fury and rage, death in its hands.
Releasing my mom and Melinda’s hands I thought only of saving my sisters life and reaching out I took hold of her with the Power and drew her to me like a screaming surprised rocket. With my other hand I forced all of the Power I held into a forceful push, driving the Enemy and his minions away from us.
My first feelings were relief as I saw Ashlyn whipped from harm’s way, and then horror at the sight of her wounds. White bone and pale organs showing through the mangled flesh as she spun towards me. Horror switched to rage as the blast of Power ripped through me. I had no idea how strong I had become as the blast tore through rock, concrete and buildings as though they were paper.
With a deafening boom and flying debris, the roof and entire blocks above the chamber were blasted away. It had not only blown the roof off, it has also cut a channel into the city a block or two longs, tumbling buildings, throwing cars and tearing up streets in an explosion of golden energy leaving nothing remaining but insensate and naked citizens and pale moonlight filtering down into the crater.
Broken water lines sprayed water, and powerlines spit sparks, but all I had eyes for was Ashlyn as I turned to see the life leaking from her body. Desperately I reached out with the Power to try and heal her, but I felt my Mothers presence already within Ashlyn as she slowly knit flesh and rebuilt organs.
“I have this Sean,” my stepmom said turning up to look at me with concerned eyes, “Go!”
Still I hesitated as I saw a dozen of the evil minions creeping through the shadows of the broken crater towards us. I drew deep on the Power, ready to deal with them, but a lance of golden light shot out from Melinda and pierced the chest of one creature dropping it dead, then two more sprang from her hands to down another couple.
“I will protect them,” Melinda said her voice determined, smooth and polished, all trace of her accent gone once again, “Go Sean.”
I knew I could trust her to keep my mom and sister safe so drawing deeply on the Power my skin once more bursting alight, the earth beneath my feet trembled and stones and rubble all around I began to lift off from the surface and hover above the ground as levels of Power I was wielding warped the laws of physics. I rose from the crater and above the streets of London, hunting my Enemy, trailing golden energy in my wake.
The streets were filled with people pointing at me and other taking photos or videos on their cell phones, as I glowed golden and flew above them. Small trails of smoke pointed to little fires that had started in the wake of the explosion and with an absent thought I smothered them.
The attack that came very nearly ended me, ripping black energy struck at my back and I was barely able to shunter it aside. The crackling and snapping magics tore into London and buildings came crashing down to screams and cries from the people below.
I spun and saw my enemy bringing another attack to bear on me. This time as I deflected it, I was able to direct it into the Thames river, saving lives but the destruction was still terrible as the city was irrevocably scarred. Again, and again the Enemy hammered at me, attacks of brunt force that when deflected crushed and broke all beneath it, and crackling ripping energies that tore both rock and limb through the city.
The Enemy drew closer with every attack, screaming in mindless rage as it wore my defenses down. Fear bloomed in my breast as I hunched down in on myself all the mighty strength, I had managed to gain was barely enough to keep me alive under this creatures onslaught as it screamed and raged to itself in unknown languages. Though I tried to fall back to it was impossible under the constant barrage of attacks.
Beneath me London burned and cracked apart. The mantle of the earth itself was pushed and pulled by the Enemies attacks and earthquakes shook the entire planet, not a corner left untouched by some level of destruction.
With a scream of my own, I looked straight into the Enemies eyes as he tore at my golden shield and spit his fury with every breath. Trying something desperate I reached down into my own shadow and pulled myself into its cool embrace, feeling the evil oily presence of the Enemy slide over me as I slipped beneath and then behind him.
Stepping out of his shadow behind him I struck at the side of the creatures face with one hard fist, in and behind his one shield. His flesh felt like frozen fire as both our skins boiled and bubbled with a sickening smell when they came in contact. The pain was incandescent and stole my breath. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw Melinda falling back beneath a massive swarm of the minions, fear painting her and my mother’s face.
The punch connected with a booming sound heard all over Europe and the Enemy flew across the sky. Tumbling, spinning and screaming its fury dark Power crackling out of its body and tearing up the world around it.
I looked down in fear but was flooded with relief when I saw Kate pop out of the air beside Melinda. My busty little cousin was in her element, golden great cat like claws arcing from her hands and feet and a tail tipped in a scorpions poisoned tip, she leapt and slashed her way amongst the minions. Then with another pop I saw Gabrielle show up and move to help my stepmom heal Ashlyn. All of the sudden in a flurry of golden pops the rest of my harem appeared together forming a Circle around my injured sister.
Several of the women were singed and bloody in places, evidence of their great battle all over the world at minions strongholds. Each was gorgeous and glorious in her golden forms and the minions paused their attacks drawing back amongst themselves as an army of beautiful golden women advanced on them. Some of the women had weapons in hand, lazily spinning or hefting them, while others crackled with magics and swirling golden energies. Around them over a hundred of the fell creatures slipped from the shadows, every minion remining in the world coming to their masters call.
The last sight I saw was my sisters eyes fluttering open as she drew in a shuddering breath, then I was spinning through the air as a massive Power wrought black fist threw me miles and miles through the air. Bones broke beneath the blow and I drew as deeply as possible on the Power, feeling the pain of my wounds throb with every heartbeat.
He found me over an idyllic collection of rolling hills and quaint villages. Striking at me with no grace, just brute power and rage. I met the Enemy with my own rage, memories of Ashlyn bleeding, my mom crying and the horror of its very existence driving me. With each blow I took the fight higher and higher
Each blow we struck one another was so powerful that the shockwaves flattened trees and cracked the earth beneath us. The whole of England rattled as the Enemy and I drew in more and more Power, my soul crying out in pain, my skin feeling like needles pierced me in a thousand places. I flew us up into the atmosphere crackling flame arcing out from one hand, burning as hot as the sun for miles as I drove and pushed the Enemy before me, desperate to save our planet from this titanic clash.
The cackling laughter is what froze me in my tracks and I saw the Enemy standing beneath the full fury of my greatest attack, singed but unharmed. Finding myself panting and sweating in exhaustion I let the attack die out.
Hovering there in the air a mile above the surface with the beautiful blue and green world spread beneath us, the golden Power cascading off my body. While the eyes of the whole world watching us though telescopic lenses and video feeds. The Enemy hovered close, torrents of black energy pouring off his body as he regarded me with a grim smile.
“Somehow you stole the True Gift, human! You must have. The goddess is dead and can grant it no more. Once I steal your strength, I will have no use for your pathetic little world. In fact,” It said, the rage and madness in his hissing voice stilling for a moment as he raised one am negligently, “I have no further use for it now.”
He slowly made a fist and I felt rather and heard the entire planet beneath us shuddering as his evil Power settled on her fragile outer shell. Every warning sense I had was ringing and my heart nearly burst from panic, as I drew deeper still, my skin burning and nerves dying as they strained to contain it all. Reaching out with my senses and the Power, my arms spread wide I stretched myself thin across the whole world. The body strained and struggled against my will as I sought to encompass the entire world and my mind screamed at me about the impossibility of it, and when finally, I did it, I felt like a mouse that had swallowed a porcupine. The Enemies hold on the world was broken for now and it focused its titanic will and strength immediately to ripping and wrenching at my grip and barrier as I struggled to hold the world together.
I could not know at the time, for nearly all my concentration was on the struggle against the Enemy and defending his attacks but every square inch of the planet’s surface was covered in golden energy. It protected her people, creatures and structures and for a short time I believed I was enough, but as the seconds wore on the attacks came unceasing, each more terrible than the last. Dark matter sledgehammers swung in from space, scattering the atmosphere and trying to crush the alps and other mountain ranges beneath their random blows. Stabbing spears of force tried to pierce my protective shield, tearing deep gouges into the earth beneath, before I could drive them out. Witchcraft and curses drove men and women mad, causing mother to attack father while their children watched helpless.
The whole world was witness to the Enemies attacks and his all-consuming hatred for life, and throughout her nations and peoples there were those who sympathized with his evil intent. Twisted people without compassion, who saw enemies in their brother and sister humans simple because they waved a different flag, who believed that others acted with evil intent. Those were the seeds of his minions I realized, and with one simple act the Enemy activated those certain genetic markers he had placed into the human race, turning the most hateful and cruel people throughout the world into new willing minions.
The world I struggled to hold in place, erupted in chaos throughout the globe as people turned into monsters out of nightmare. City were in flames, everywhere people struggled against life or death situations they never dreamed they would be forced to face. I could feel each and every agonizing moment for them. I felt each person’s pain, stood beside villages as they drove a monster from their midst, only to have three more appear to reinforce it, all crackling with black magical powers.
My will began to flag under the horror of it all. I had never meant for everyone to become involved, and now I was failing. My strength was not enough, and I sensed then it would never be.
As we struggled in our mighty battle across the whole globe and unbeknownst to the Enemy, probing tendrils of Power, what little wasn’t protecting our world, tried to breach his mental defenses constantly. And occasionally succeeding. I saw pieces of the Enemies mind, revealed in moments of our greatest conflicts, that painted a grim story. A story of a peaceful and prosperous empire in distant stars, shining and golden. A dying emperor, flanked by a woman in golden robes wielding a strangely familiar white bladed sword, passing the Gift of Rule to a cruel and selfish son, who hid his true self behind a mask of sweet innocence. A new young emperor who turned the Gift into poison, drive away or attacking those closest to him and eating his own empire from the inside. The young man could have had anything he wanted, but all he craved was the one thing out of his reach, the Goddess who was mother to all and the origin of his Gift. Abstaining from all love and fellowship and reveling in torture, cruelty and hate, he raged at what had been denied him and perverting his gift, until one evening he turned the Power upon the Goddess herself, dragging her out of the heavens and slaying her with the Moon Blade, a piece of her own soul, and feeding the corpse into a black hole. Millennia traveling worlds, mind cracked by loss and madness, leaving chaos and destruction in its wake. Finally arriving on this blue green world, on the edge of all civilized space, and finding a being that had a seed of his own unique Power and the sweet joyous feeling when he first killed and consumed it. Thousands of years spent here capturing and consuming them. Just like rats they kept being reborn. Each time the Enemy grew more powerful and with each little bit of Power he could sense the goddess returning to the universe and his hunger for her returned, stronger than ever.
All of this I saw at the same moments as I realized that I was losing, my strength failing me. I could sense the Enemies glee as with titanic pinchers of black energy he tore into the world in a half dozen places, the pain of it real and felt in my own flesh as my barriers crumbled. Heaving ragged breaths, I hung there in the air, not willing to give into that evil regard. Just as I was about to lash out with one final attack, knowing it would be futile, I felt a gentle tickle at my back. A tingling sensation as the moons heavenly rays bathed both the Enemy and me.
The evil creature about to take my life with one clawed hand froze in place and glanced to the heavens its alien face mixed with hunger, hope and rage.
“Mother? Goddess?!” He cried out, voice filling the world with its desperation.
I felt a hand on my shoulder and turning saw a glowing perfect face framed like a halo by the full moon behind it. For one heart stopping second, I thought a goddess herself had appeared and perhaps one did, for Ashlyn stood there, resplendent in glowing golden robes with a gentle smile on her face, in her hand was the Moon Blade, ancient sword of the Emperors Protectress. I felt strength pour into me and behind it her titanic willpower. Power flooded into me replacing all that I had spent and then some.
A hand on my other shoulder and I felt a gentle calming energy fill me with all the love and reassurance a boy could ask for. Turning I knew I would find mom there behind me and there she stood, clad in a golden and white gown of gossamer and silk. Suddenly popping into place arrayed in a giant interconnected circle behind me were the rest of our harem, all reaching out and touching one another, energy love and Power flowing from each woman and into me, by some magical talent they had invented themselves. With each addition we burned brighter and brighter and our bond with the Power was perfected, the Circle complete. Until finally raising one incandescent hand I looked through and saw the entire universe laid out beneath it and with us in our circle surrounded by my gorgeous women, appeared all of the former wielders of the Power, now in the goddess’ embrace.
With the strength of all those arrayed behind me, I saw the Enemy for what he truly was. That selfish spoiled child, never worthy of the gift it had been given. It was a simple thing then to reach into his soul and remove what his father had so unwisely given him. Ripping it free like one might take a toy from a willful child. Once it was free, I drank deep of that dark Power and cleansed and changed it within, spreading it to the women, and granting peace to the men.
“Mother why?!” The Enemy screamed out in pain at his loss, while his body aged before our eyes with grotesque speed. It fell from the sky but had already turned to dust before it stuck the ground, fading away to nothing, just as its minions did the world over.




Epilogue
In the wake of the Enemies destruction humanity celebrated and mourned. Then it started to ask a lot of questions. Personally, I was beyond grateful that everyone in the harem made it out of the entire ordeal alive, or with wounds that could be healed.
With my newfound strength, after consuming the Enemy and all of his and it turned out and ancient line of alien emperors Power, I was able to fix the destruction and damage that had been done to the world. Unfortunately, I was unable to reach past deaths embrace for all of those who died. Thankfully the fatalities were small in most places, outside of London and a couple other places the Enemy made direct and concerted attacks. Because of the deaths and how widespread they were, there was no chance of wiping anyone minds and forgetting the whole silly episode.
Humanity now knew about me and the women, and the Power we wielded. It was grateful and welcoming in those first few weeks and months. Once I raised our Palace and its grounds from their underground location and to the peak of the mountain they had hidden beneath, humanity and the government of the US began to get nosy, and a little frightened, remembering that any one of us could defeat the entire American military without breathing heavy.
The greatest issue with remaining on earth was that on the evening of our great victory, I and the rest of the women found ourselves in the grotto, having a wild and carefree orgy, alcohol flowing as we danced and partied. Sipping pink drinks and wearing cocktail masks we all partied. All was carefree and fun, until I had my first orgasm with Ashlyn’s perfect pussy riding my cock to the cheers of the rest of the women. The resulting shockwaves of our rebounding Power orgasms nearly cracked the planet in half, before I and several of the women were able to get things under control.
Needless to say, as time went on and the governments of the world grew less grateful and more fearful and wary of me and mine. We too had no plans to stick around.
The women spent those few months traveling the world and visiting their family. Several signed endorsement deals and Melinda even thought of running for office, but I knew I could not stay on this world much longer, and that another future waited for me out there across the galaxy. I never asked it of the rest of the women but it was unspoken that wherever I was headed, they would be by my side. For that I am eternally grateful.
It was Meegan, Tajwa and a team of mortal engineers who came up with the original designs. It was the entire Circle that contributed to its construction and all that filled it.
Two miles long and a mile wide, the diamond pattered star ship could travel beyond the speed of light, using the shadows of dark matter and Power wrought engines. Within was a virtual city of buildings and living spaces and a forest of plant life of all kinds. Biomes that housed all we could want to eat or explore. The entire Circle forged the supporting frameworks and it was consecrated in space by us seventeen alone and tied in structural integrity to our orgasmic increases in Power, so as we got stronger so too would it.
A glorious orgy of floating golden gods cavorting in the stars ensued after we realized that our dry spell could end, if we just flew up into the cold quiet void, wrapped in a blanket of Power. That wouldn’t do much to end the fledgling religions that had sprung up, no matter how often we denied the nonsense.
The governments held a ceremony when we left and they asked for a speech from me, but I had no desire to. It was Ashlyn of course who spoke. Her worlds were scolding and terse, warning of their growing tribalism and lack of unity as humans. That we had seen threats in the greater stars, that humans were not alone. We would journey forth as humanities ambassadors, but she was firm I her warning that we bore no responsibility it they fucked themselves up. There were no cheers when my sister finished her speech. But the world was thoughtful, and for centuries to come the grave warning from the golden goddess was playing in every elementary school in the world on Saviors Day.
Here I sit in my captain’s chair on The Emperors Throne. The naming was not my choice, the women had wanted to call the ship The Circles Embrace and had even stenciled the letters upon her hull. But once Ashlyn walked aboard with her great blade, it had flashed once with golden Power and the name was changed, and no amount of paint or will power would get it to change.
So here you find me dear reader, as I said, it is not a tale for the light of heart, nor one believed easily I am sure, by someone from your dimension. None of that bothers me, I have achieved a measure of peace just by writing down my tale. Off in the distance winking amongst the stars is a giant golden world, the hearts of a galactic empire, and I mean to claim its throne.
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