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ALPHA CREATION 4: RED HOT CHALLENGE

Closing in on three weeks since Hayley's arrival, a new form of normalcy settled over our lives. Elena and Gina had already helped me turn a healthy profit on the recording equipment. Now Hayley was a full-fledged part of the team. If the first payment we'd gotten the day before was any sign, our money problems were a distant memory.

I was sitting in my old camp chair in the backyard. Staring over the back field, I marveled at how the past few weeks had been like heaven. Sure, Gina had developed a habit of hijacking Hayley every night for herself. The kicker is, that left nobody but myself for Elena to get her action in with. All told, I couldn't have been happier.

As I flicked the spent ashes from the afternoon's cigarette, the sound of a car slowing down made me turn around. I didn't catch sight of it in time, but from the sound of gravel crunching, someone had pulled in our driveway. Gina's not getting off for four more hours. Who the hell is this?

I stood up and flicked the lit cherry away. Pocketing the butt, I walked around the corner of the house.

Oh shit!

My mom had no clue about what all had happened here in the previous month, but now she was here, and already out of her car.

I tried to pull myself together, catching myself trying to look at anything other than her eyes. “Hey, what's the occasion?”

“Your mother can't show up and visit every now and then?”

Her entire side of my family tree knew what I had been doing for a living. To be honest, they found it downright hilarious. “Still writing porn and trying to keep this place from going to hell. No garden this year, though.”

“It's too late to start one anyway.” She paused for a second and then cut right to what she was here for. “I know it's sudden, but I'm selling the family business.”

My head shot back. “Say that again?” She hated the place as much as I did, but it had kept us comfortable since the mid-1980's. “Asshole's spinning the lining out of his coffin if you're telling the truth.”

“Your daddy retired ten years before he died, and I deserve some rest before my time's up.” Between his death and my maternal grandmother's passing in a year, the mortality thing was riding her back. “But I want to offer you something.”

“If it's the deed to the place, you already know I don't want it.” As much as it had provided for me, the last thing I wanted to spend my mid-life period doing was running it. “If you want to retire, that's your right.”

“Don't tell Gina, but I've already got a buyer ready to sign the papers.” She hemmed for a moment like she'd always done before getting to her real point. “Since it'd go to you when I die, once the business gets sold, you won't owe me anymore money on this place.”

I didn't process it at first. “You used the money from selling that fucking houseboat to buy this house in cash, so isn't it—” The gift-wrapped block of gold that had dropped into my lap clicked in my head. “Oh....”

“Don't you say a word to Gina until it's final. This is between me and you.”

My elbows sank onto the roof of her black Mercedes. When my mother offers you a sweetheart deal, you don't dare fuck it up by going behind her back. “You know I won't.” Still, something about it all bothered me. “When Granny died, I let you and your sister sort the inheritance out. What happened to you agreeing with me 'waiting my damn turn?'”

Mom shrugged her shoulders. “Are you turning it down?”

“Hell no.” With the money we were pulling in now and no mortgage from the 'Bank of Ma' to boot? “About ninety-nine percent of people my age would kill someone for this kind of offer." Gina's student loans wouldn't ride our asses until our fifties after all.

“Then it might be your turn already. I talked to Belinda, and I've got plenty to retire on even if I write off what you two owe me.”

I haven't mentioned her, but Belinda's the cut-throat, god-tier MILF of a CPA I was already on the verge of calling. She'd saved our family tens of thousands over the years. With the major dump of cash sitting in the bank, it was time to throw four figures her way to save even more money.

My knees were on the verge of shaking at the enormity of it all. “It's been eight years since I moved in with Gina to some shitty apartment, and we were eating ramen every night.” I made enough writing erotica and she pulled in plenty after getting her nursing degree to live well. But this was a game changer for us. “Holy shit. I'm at a loss for words here.”

“You did what your daddy did.” I didn't have much good to say about the man, but her next sentence was gospel. “He wasn't happy working for someone else, so he built his own business from the ground up. As much as you made me worry every night you went out as a teenager... You making a living writing that fucking porn doesn't surprise me at all.”

If you only knew how batshit it's gotten. “Dad's idea of the 'sex talk' was leaving a stack of Playboys under my bed and waiting on me to find them.” Mind you, that was before the internet was a major thing. A stack of titty mags was something magical to a pre-teen back then.

Mom got the conversation back on topic. “So you're taking the offer?”

I couldn't dream of better terms to take. “You realize this is why I'd have put his ass in a nursing home in a heartbeat, but you're safe from ever going to one, right?”

Mom knew how much I'd always hated my father at the deepest level of my soul, even if he had his merits at times. “I know. There's no hiding who he was.”

But outright hatred for him wasn't exactly correct. “He pulled off some crazy shit in his life, and I'm glad he was there for me to learn from, but thank fuck I never looked up to him.” Walking in on him beating the same woman I was talking to into a pulp when I was four sealed that deal. “Now I know why you didn't stop me when I snapped and knocked him out.”

The VA had to schedule him for surgery to reconnect his pacemaker a week later. “I know. You're more like my daddy than your own.” Mom shook her head, trying her damnedest not to laugh. “I won't lie, I got a sick thrill out of watching you do to him what he used to do to me.”

The sting of my knuckles busting against his face as I sat on his chest is still as clear as day to me. “It's not like I'm proud of it. But he needed his ass kicked for years.” I still punch concrete and wood from time to time, if only to feel that sting again. There's no better way to relieve anger after that whole episode.

“My daddy would have shot him if he knew everything he did to me.” And if my Pappy hadn't died about the time I could have begun explaining the fucked up shit going on at home, he would have.

“He died about the time my memory got hazy. From what you've told about him, he'd be my best friend if we were around the same age.”

The look on her face reminded me that my grandfather was his own handful. “Maybe. He was like you. Despite his faults, he tried to do what he knew was right.”

Faults. I've got more of those than the California coastline. “Mom, don't apologize for him.” I don't remember much of her father, but he was a better man than my own dad. “He barely got by running a goddamned pig farm. Then he raised a daughter tough enough to deal with the meanest bastard on the planet. All while running her own business because her husband ordered her to. And here I am now, doing what I do.”

I'd never seen it outside of major tragedies in the family, but my mother was on the verge of breaking into tears. “Even I won't call you a 'good man,' but you know the difference between wrong and right.”

“Keep telling yourself that.” Even if she knew how I made my living, fuck no, she doesn't know my pen name. “If I'm not ashamed after a few hours of work, I need to up my game.”

Instead of carrying on like I thought she would, my mom decided to put me at risk for a coronary event. “You said you made a lot of changes around the house. Care if I look?”

“Well, uh...” My mind raced, trying to think of anything that would keep her outside. “I cleared all the brush out of the creek, and the barn's slowly but surely getting organized.”

She started toward the front door. “Well, let's go inside. I'm burning up.”

Fuck. “I suppose...”

As we got to the front door, I tried to gain what little good graces I could by opening the door for her. Luckily, Elena and Hayley weren't in the living room or the kitchen.

“I never thought I'd say this about your house, but it's spotless in here.”

“Yeah, we've got someone to clean for us.” I wasn't lying yet. “You know we're not big neat freaks ourselves.”

“So Gina's working today?”

“Yeah.” We made our way into the kitchen. “You know she's hardly ever here. If she's not at the hospital, she's out running around somewhere.”

A shrill whimper caught our ears. Mom whipped her head my way and asked, “What the hell was that?”

God-fucking-dammit! It came from Elena's room, but it was definitely Hayley's voice. “I should have told you earlier, but we've got a couple of friends staying with us for a little bit.”

“Are they roommates? You never said anything about that.”

“No, but they're good friends. There's no telling what they're doing in there, so you might not want to open that door.” It was as good a cover as I could think of, and more than likely, absolutely true.

From behind the hollow door, we heard Elena order, “That's right, take it you little bitch!”

Oh fuck me!

My mom's neck tensed up like it always did when she was about to snap. Her voice seethed as she whispered, “A couple of dykes?” Yep, she's old-fashioned, and not in the good way.

“Wanna see if Keith wants to join in?”

My bottom lip trembled. I was as fucked as the only drunk chick at a frat party.

Mom's head turned at a glacial pace until she was staring holes through the door. “Tell me exactly what's going on, now!” It was loud enough to shut those two up, right in the nick of too fucking late.

“Well,” I knew my next words might blow up in my face, “Gina and I are opening up our marriage in a way.” Hey, you've got nothing to hide so long as you stick to facts.

The image my mom had of her son changed in an instant, and you could see it in her face. “So you're just like your daddy after all.”

Something had to happen. The trajectory of the conversation shot it right at a brick wall. I stepped down the short hallway and beat on the door. “Get your asses decent and get out here!”

Mom stared at me when I turned around, her face scrunched in the closest thing a human can get to a snarl. She shook her head and added, “Nothing but a goddamned man-whore.” Not that I had any choice in being one here. If I wouldn't share my pen name with her, I sure as shit wasn't showing her our new income source.

Hayley and Elena stepped out first. One in full French maid regalia, and the other in a white tube dress that barely made her legal to go out in public. Elena fucked up first. “Whose this?”

“Our landlord,” I tried shooting them a look that said the floor was full of eggshells, “my mother.”

Elena got the hint. The color drained from her face until she was all porcelain except for the scarlet of her lipstick. She backed into the corner, trying to disappear in plain sight.

Hayley, though, stepped right up to mom and gave a slight bow. “Pleased to meet you, I'm your son's maid, Hayley.”

When mom looked back at me, there was a hint of confusion there. It was my last chance to save my ass. “It's how they're making up the room and board. Elena's my secretary.”

“How much money are you making writing that damn porn now?”

“Enough.” And I left it at that. Trying to explain it away any further would have been like playing with matches in the belly of a fuel tanker.

“I can't believe Gina's alright with this. What's that you said about opening up the marriage?”

It was as good a time as any to drop a bomb. “She's bisexual.” I tried playing it up like it was no big deal. “You didn't know that already?”

“So you're....” Her raw nerve from all my father's cheating got a dose of salt poured on it. “Keith Jacob Ross, I thought I raised you better than this!” She already knew I'd done enough psychedelics in my twenties make all of Woodstock trip balls for a night. But any kind of sexual deviance was as sinful as murder to her.

“What? You know this is far from the craziest shit I've done.” Making a full-time living writing smut was one hell of a stunt to pull to begin with. And I won't even go into the stuff she only knows the gist of. “I've been hired to show up with an AK-47 for car repos, I graduated with honors from college after barely passing high school, and I've made Crimestoppers twice without getting caught. You know what to expect from me.” Yeah, I'm one hell of a mixed bag.

She stared back at me, knowing I wasn't exaggerating a thing. To her, I was still her over-educated henchman who also happened to be her son, should she need a hired goon. “You'd be less scummy if you'd have gone on to law school like you said you would.”

“I'm not lying in court, so I think I'm staying on the right side of morality.” A nightmare where I was watching TV kept me from being a scum-sucking attorney. Seeing myself on the screen, in a suit asking 'Have you been involved in a tractor trailer accident?,' scared me right the hell out of those three years of grad school.

“But to cheat on your wife?” I caught her balling up a fist out of the corner of my eye. “That's the one thing you swore you'd never do.”

One thing you have to understand about Elena is, she knows how to save your ass when you're royally fucked. “Hold on a minute!” She stormed forward, looking like she was about to get all white trash on my mom. “It's not cheating if Gina agreed to everything ahead of time, no matter what people like you think.”

I watched my mom's head draw back like a snake getting ready to strike. “And who the hell are you? You look like the kind of whore my husband would have gone nuts over.” She wasn't wrong. The old ape had one hell of a bimbo fetish, and a nineteen-year-old model specimen of a blonde like Elena would have made his jaw drop hard enough to bust concrete.

“Keith told me you don't know exactly what he does, but just for your information,” I wondered if Elena would throw a fist before my mom would, “I'm one of the characters in his books.”

You didn't just fucking say that. But she had.

Elena carried on to do even more damage. “Come on, we'll go to his office, and he'll show you what I'm talking about.” Having written Elena and spent so much time around her lately, I knew she was on the edge of adding something like, 'you shriveled, old bitch.'

My jaw clenched. If I didn't do something, those two were bound to get into the kind of cat fight that sends fur a flying. “She shouldn't have said it, but I guess I don't have a choice.” Lauren's painting was within minutes of being finished anyway.

“What's she talking about? Are you dropping acid again?”

It felt like a bad trip, but I knew I was sober as a judge. “It's a long story, but she's telling the truth. Gina didn't believe me either, at first.” I pulled out my phone and scrolled to the latest picture of my wife. Handing it to my mom, I said, “Here, I can bring characters to life, and change people. This is what Gina looks like now.”

She squinted at the screen until her head shot back. “When did she get all that work done?”

“You can't deny that it's her, and she didn't have any work done. I did that.”

“I can't believe any of this.”

The impossibility of it all wasn't lost on me, even if it was my daily life now. “You know these two wouldn't have any business shacking up here.” I snatched my phone back from her and pulled up one of the stock photo covers with Elena on it. “See? I wrote this a year ago, and now the girl on the cover is right in front of you.”

“Well, at least I know your pen name now.”

It was the least of my worries, but I knew she'd read everything I'd written within days. “When I told you it's some of the dirtiest smut I can think up, just know what you're getting into.”

“You're living in a house full of hussies. I can only imagine.”

I started walking toward my office. “I knew I'd have to explain everything to you at some point, but I was hoping I could put it off a while longer.”

“Why wait so long? You knew I'd find out at some point.”

My first instinct was to let her know I didn't think it was any of her business, but that would have made this shit-show even worse. I pointed at the furthest point where she'd see Lauren when she arrived. “Stand right here for about five minutes. You'll see for yourself.”

“Why can't I be in your office?”

I turned so she couldn't see my face and then rolled my eyes. “Because, I don't know if I'd make her show up, or make you look like her.” And I wasn't turning my mother into a redheaded domme who didn't look a day over twenty.

“You're full of shit, but this'll be entertaining.” When I looked back at her, my mom had that smug grin she'd always given when she caught me red-handed. “If you're lying, I'm not forgiving the loan.”

“Fine.” I couldn't help smiling. Making her put something on the line was tempting, but I wasn't so greedy. Getting the place scot-free after ten months of payments was plenty for a wager.

I turned and went right to my chair. As I pulled the monitor close and loaded up the painting, I knew I had to work out a few bugs in Lauren's personality. But I didn't have time to do another edit of Elena's one and only story. This chick was coming, as she was, problematic quirks and all.


She wasn't as sullen as she appeared on the cover of Bimbo Domme, but this character Elena had created and I had refined was as finished as she could be. A stunning 35 - 21 ½ - 34 set of measurements finally screamed themselves from my monitor. “You ready to see some crazy shit?”

“I'm as ready to be disappointed as I'll ever be.”

You're gonna bitch until the very end, no matter what I do. I hit save on the file, and after the slight delay, closed ImageShop.

I stared at the same spot all the magic had happened at. The strings of Christmas lights I'd put up for mood lighting shifted like they were across a hot parking lot. I had to see exactly what happened, from beginning to end, for myself this time.

“Why does it look like your office is full of water?”

“Give it a minute, and stay right the fuck where you are.”

The luminous dust drifted from the ceiling and up from the carpet. When it converged, the curtain's image warped around the silhouette of the girl I'd just finished painting. Broad swatches of her form came in patches.

I heard my mom back against the far wall of the laundry room. “Oh my Lord...”

The polished copper of her hair caught my eyes first, then the deep magenta of her bra. A bit shorter than Gina, but a good inch over Elena's height, Lauren had the proportions of a 5'6” goddess. My dick pressed against the inside of my zipper at the first good look at her.

Redheaded perfection stood on the other side of my desk. Just to make sure I wasn't eyefucking my own mother, I asked, “You still alive in there?”

“Yeah...” I shrugged my shoulders at Lauren and held one finger up until I heard mom add, “I've got to be dreaming.”

Mom was the least of my concerns now. I had one very dangerous and very confused girl standing in my office. “This is gonna sound weird as fuck, but neither of you are dreaming.”


Mom had already left, looking like she'd seen something right out of an H.P. Lovecraft story. When I asked her about the bet, it was all she could do to nod and turn her car key. Nice of her to drop by, I guess.

The fact that I had Elena's lunatic of a main character roaming the grounds turned my bones to ice as mom drove away. She wasn't putting the life of her former dom at risk after my first edit, but a fanatical sub like Hayley was as safe as a lamb in a pit full of starving hyenas with Lauren around. Elena might have stepped in to stop her, or she might ignore the danger and enjoy the show.

A scream coming from inside the house stopped my heart mid-thump. Lauren was the closest thing a mortal could get to being a vampire, but she hungered for the near-orgasmic agony of her sub instead of blood.

What the fuck was I thinking? I knew I hadn't been at all. Calling her forth was a pure panic response meant to save an offer that would move all of us up several pegs. I barged through the front door, hoping like hell I'd have the wherewithal to stop her.

I didn't see them in the living room or the kitchen. After dashing from Elena's room to my office, I finally heard another scream coming from beneath my feet. Because of fucking course they'd be in the basement.

My way down the stairs was more of a controlled fall than a run. Hayley was backed into the corner, Lauren and Elena between us. The sawhorse I'd hauled down there had one of Elena's limbs tied to each of its legs, her ass sticking out, red as a mid-life crisis Corvette.

Strips of black hit so hard, I felt the impact from several feet away. Another shriek made my ears ring. I'd walked into an ass-whipping straight out of the Spanish Inquisition.

I grabbed Lauren's wrist as she reared back for the next strike, and then pulled her to the back wall. Pinning both wrists on each side of her head against the cinder blocks, I squeezed until she dropped the flogger. “First fucking thing's first!”

She cocked her head, staring back at me like I was nothing more than a mall cop trying to flaunt his minimum wage authority with an 'arrest.'

My hands tightened until every muscle in them was ready to cramp. “You're not the goddamned madame here, do you understand me?”

The urge to vomit hit me first. Then the unbearable ache spread to my stomach.

Before I could process what had happened, I heard her voice for the first time. “Seriously, fuck you.”

It finally registered in my head as I pulled myself up from the concrete floor. My nuts were somewhere in my ribcage. Milliseconds after I heard the scnhak, my back felt like it'd been lit on fire.

“Piss off. I'll own you too, old man.”

Hayley was already on her hands and knees, pulling my shirt up my back. “Keith, you're bleeding.”

I hadn't felt that disoriented since I'd wrecked my car so badly, the volunteer firemen called the county coroner. Obviously, they were wrong on that call. But it takes one hell of a hit to knock a guy that far off his bearings.

Another slap of leather against flesh that couldn't take the strike without serious damage. Elena's scream jarred my eardrums like something out a nightmare.

Fuck! I crawled on my knees and backed myself against the wall, the grit of the blocks grinding like chainsaw teeth against the fresh wounds, even through my shirt.

“Fucking stop!” Elena looked at me, hoping I'd have enough left in the tank to try again. Judging by how purple her hands were, she knew she was bound too tight to even try breaking loose.

Another sickening slap that I knew had to break skin rang out. And you got mad at me for toning her down, you fuckin' moron. Still, I couldn't let Elena get turned to hamburger meat from the waist down, even if it was kinda-fucking-really her fault.

I pulled myself up to my feet, the wall scratching the everlasting-shit out of my back as I stood up. “You know, it's not natural to be such a dick,” I locked on Lauren's steel blue eyes as I inhaled so I could add, “without having one yourself.”

The mildly satisfied expression in her face didn't change. She gave Elena one more skin-ripper of a swat without looking away from me. “You've got some massive balls, considering I dropped you not even a minute ago.”

I knew her former dom, Zack, was Grant Jensen cranked up on the dominance scale to eleven. I had no chance of even surviving, assuming I kept myself in check. But if I dreamed up the person who came up with Lauren, the stuff I needed to summon to outdo her had to be floating around in my head, somewhere.

“You're just an overcompensating bitch with a chip on her shoulder.” I stood all the way up, feeling my back burn like an arc furnace full of molten steel. Trying my damnedest to keep a straight face and almost pulling it off, I added, “You know it's the fucking truth.”

The flogger snapped against the wall behind her, sending paint chips and bits of cinder block flying. “You calling me out for a challenge?”

It's not that I wanted to, but I fucking had to. “You've got a pair bigger than my own swinging between your legs, but can you back it up?” I put on the best game face I could. “If I win, I'm in control. If you win, everyone's yours.”

“I already made your blonde beg me to stop, and the little slut clinging to your leg has the fear of God in her. What else can you offer?”

Gina would kill me if I lost, and probably on Lauren's command. “I'll hand my wife over to you, too. Do we have a deal?”

“Not yet.” Lauren stretched every strap of leather and twisted them up like she was about to cut Elena in half with them. “What about you?”

“Whichever one of us wins,” I knew I was probably fucking up even harder, “gets to collar the other, without question. Permanently, with no chance for another dispute.”

I caught Hayley staring at me out of the corner of my vision. The way her eyes danced, she knew I wasn't a safe bet. But I had to do something, and this was the only option, assuming I wanted to see Elena walk on her own in the next month.

Lauren dropped the flogger and put a hand out. “You've got a deal, piss-ant.”

I gulped, knowing Lauren saw it as soon as it ballooned my throat. “Talk's great, but I came up with the person who came up with you. You're challenging God here.”

The bluff didn't work. “And He's scared shitless of His own creation's creation.” She smiled and turned away to head upstairs.

As footsteps went from the laundry room to the kitchen, I looked at both of the people I'd brought forth before that damn psychopath. “So if she wins, what do we do?”

Elena knew the odds. “You've dealt with your mom, Gina, and now that bitch. At this point, I wouldn't blame you if you turned gay.”

I gave a light tap to the most damaged portion of her rump before I crouched and started freeing her. “If I hadn't made those changes you raised unholy hell about, we'd have even less of a chance.”

“You made me what I am, so blame yourself.”

I pulled the last shred of cotton rope from her wrist. “I guess I've gotta drop all fucks I've got left to give. I hope neither of you think less of me after this shit's over.”

Whether it was the pain of standing on her own or her own sick imagination making her do it, Elena flashed her teeth. “Make the bitch cry for mercy. Not that I know how to reach it, but everyone has their limit.”

The fact that she didn't even know what her own creation's limits were made my knees knock together. For the first time, dealing with goddamned werewolves felt like child's play.

The footsteps came back. Lauren was back, and full of piss and vinegar. At the bottom of the stairs, she crossed her arms and asked, “What's taking so damn long?”

Something out of time and place made me grab for the flogger. Lauren knew what I had in my hand before I did. “Shut up and get the fuck back up those stairs!”

Her eyes narrowed as she turned to do what I'd told her to do. “You'll regret even getting up before this is over.”

I stopped the pain implement's strike inches short of her bare toes as the leather concussed against the concrete. “Hurry the fuck up. I'm not a patient man.” A total lie, but she didn't know that.

Elena slumped to one side of the sawhorse as Hayley surged in to take care of her. A quick nod from our maid told me the household blonde would pull through.

The leather pulled the forest green paint from the staircase as I pulled my wrist back again. “Up. Now!”

I knew how dangerous fucking around could be. Lauren was beyond a dominant female. She had to be the crown of the heap in a pile of alpha motherfuckers.

I almost pulled a stair away with the next strike as her feet got halfway up the flight. “I didn't tell you to slow the fuck down. March!”

Lauren got to the top, staring back down with clear, venomous hate in her eyes. “I dare you to hit me.”

My arm reared back, but childhood programming stopped me before the muscles could activate. I tried saving what of my ass I could. “Congrats, you figured out the line I won't cross.”

“And it tells me so much about you. You're fucked.” Lauren seemed too pleased with herself. “If you can't hit back, I already know how to win.”

Shit. If it came down to a fist-fight, I knew I'd stop before I threw my first punch. And she knew it too.

“I figured it out when you didn't whip the piss out of me when you had the chance. And that little slut of a blonde? I knew it was her first time getting that treatment by the way she screamed.”

I had to think of something Lauren wouldn't expect, but coming from a character I'd written who already knew me as well as I did herself, that'd be a grand fucking challenge. I leaned my head toward my office, hoping like hell I'd think of something hidden away before Lauren thought to use it against me.

As we passed the washing machine, inspiration struck. “Whoever comes last, gets to call the shots.”

“You're on.”

As easy as it would have been to overpower her and just own her ass, I knew she'd never respect me if I did. Lauren's sort of character admired force, but that alone wasn't enough to command allegiance. She understood what it meant to own another person, and using her body to please myself against her will wouldn't have meant a damn thing other than weakness on my part.

Her legs tensed as she stood in front of me. “You get my type. I like that, but it won't help you.”

“Fuck off.” Unless I broke her to the point of needing therapy afterward, I was beyond boned. “You don't know what 'depraved' even means.”

“Oh?” It wasn't hard to tell I was bluffing. “That's cute. I'd feel sorry for you, if I cared enough to stop whipping your ass after you lose.”

“And if you lose?”

Without a second of hesitation, Lauren dropped the scant lingerie she had on, showing her perfect ass to the world. “I don't care what you do to me, but make sure I end up begging you to stop. Every. Fucking. Day.” Nobody should be allowed to say the word 'day' with that much sex appeal.

My balls were well within the cup of the communal salad shooter, but I had no choice. “Deal.”

“So, we doing this right now,” Lauren stroked at my cock on the other side of my jeans, “or do you need time to get ready?”

“No restraints, no toys, no lube. Just what we were born with.” Setting a level playing field might help me win, or it might fuck me over. It was still a safer bet than giving her the option of immobilizing me and sucking me off until I cracked.

She had my shaft out, guiding her fingers along the bottom. “I'm ready if you are.”

That's all you've gotta do. Make her come before you. “Alright, but we'll let those two judge.” I pointed back at Elena and Hayley as they got to the top of the stairs. “We'll start in the middle of the living room, no clothes, and no holds barred.”

Lauren kept her hand on my dick as she turned away. “I like it.” She held on for a couple of steps until the damn thing was ready to snap off.

I stared as she left me in the laundry room. That perfect heart-shaped ass bobbed like it was taunting me. Christ, she'd be my hands-down favorite if she weren't such a bitch.

My dick was in charge of the thinking now. I motioned for Hayley to drag Elena into the living room.

“If she tries anything unfair, both of you call it out. Same goes for me.”

Hayley nodded, but Elena smirked and said, “You'd better win. I want payback.”

“You're the one who made her. If it weren't for my changes, she'd be beating all three of us to death down there.”

“Technically, you made her, and you fucked her up by making it a rush job.”

“I did what I had to fucking do,” but I couldn't deny the obvious, “even if it caused an even bigger problem.”

“Then go.” Elena smiled through the pain, showing me the dark part of her personality that made Lauren possible. “Fuck her up, good.”

As someone balls-deep in the realm of harem fiction, I know as well as anyone that the lucky feller in every story has to protect his ladies. Except this time, I wasn't writing some other guy doing it. It was my ass who had to go toe-to-toe with a wannabe usurper.

Alright, pin her down and abuse the fuck out of her clit. It was the fastest way I could think of, because g-spot climaxes are a sight to behold, but damn can they take forever. Fucking her spine out of alignment would be too risky.

Lauren was already standing in the middle of the living room as we entered. Sadistic as she was, fairness wasn't lost on her. “Can we get one of them on either side of the room? We can't have either of us cheating because they can't see it.”

I pulled my shirt off and looked back at them. “You heard her. It's not a bad idea.”

Her entire body sore and her ass battered, Elena claimed the couch. Hayley stood in the doorway to the master bedroom. I wasn't sure how cheating could happen in this case, but I was relieved to have mutual agreement on the terms.

I stripped my shoes and my socks before unbuttoning my jeans. They dropped as I pushed my boxer briefs down and then stepped out of them. As I stood in front of Lauren, I expected a bell.

Elena broke the tense silence. “Three, two...” The slight gap dragged on until she set things off. “One, go!”

We lunged at each other, her arms wrapping around my neck as I got mine around her waist. With a good hundred pounds on Lauren, bulk and strength were on my side, or at least I thought. One of her legs stuck out, meeting both of my shins as the rest of my body kept going with the forward momentum.

I smacked against the bare hardwood. Her ass landed between my shoulder blades as I fought to get my arms out from underneath my body. Rolling to the side, I thought I'd thrown Lauren off.

Thighs like silk-covered pythons wrapped around my neck from behind. The girl was fast, and she knew how to put a lock on before you knew what was happening. As I writhed to break loose, she bent down and whispered, “You are so fucked.”

I'm no trained fighter by any means, but I'd been in enough scraps to have a few tricks. Prying my hands with my fingers straight and knuckles against my neck, I grabbed at what I hoped would be the femoral nerve on the inside of her thighs. The pressure against my airway stopped within a second.

My fingers kept squeezing until Lauren had no other choice but to break away. It had left her more out of breath than myself, so I was back on my feet first. Before she could get steady, I lunged with both hands.

Lauren dodged to my right, almost keeping me from getting my left hand around her ass. I sent my other hand lower, right in the crook of her knee. Both legs kicked as I foisted her up, letting her slide down until I had both arms wrapped tight around her waist.

Not willing to slam her into the ground, I settled with letting her land on her side. Both of Lauren's hands came up as I grabbed her by the wrists and sat on her thighs.

With a roll and a jerk of her arms, she was out of my grasp. I stayed on top as she tried wriggling free. If we'd have oiled ourselves up first, it could have gone like this for hours.

Working our way up to our knees, I saw my opportunity. My arms wrapped around her waist from behind as I leaned back. Lauren fell with me as my legs wrapped around her own.

One arm was plenty to hold both of Lauren's tight to her chest. I used my left to reach between her legs. Thankfully, she was wet as a pool already.

I held her clit between two fingers and started working away. Lauren's arms shook as she tried forcing her way free. A couple of minutes in this hold, and she'd suffer the fate of the reluctant bottom bitch.

When her knees came up, I knew it couldn't have ended so easily. Her legs draped over mine until she rolled and broke loose. Before I knew it, her cunt pressed my cock against my body.

Had I not been trying to keep my spot on top of the pecking order, I'd have taken the luxurious dry hump with a massive smile on my face. Lauren grabbed my wrists, letting me roll and shift forward until only her shoulders were on the floor.

Both of her legs wrapped around my back as I tried to stand. Even though it gave her some measure of control, it was a terrible mistake. I took the chance to catch my breath before I growled, “Bad fucking idea.”

Dropping her to the hardwood, I pressed the edge of my forearm against her throat. Panic set in as both hands tried ripping my arm away. Forming a pincer with my thumb, index, and middle fingers, I was ready to move in for the kill.

The nub of her clit and the mound of g-spot slid against the tips like I was fingering a pot of grease. I held my body off to the side, letting her legs kick at the empty air. Her own supply of it was running out, fast.

When her face turned a dangerous shade of purple, I had to back off. The point wasn't to kill her, and she couldn't come if she was unconscious.

I couldn't afford to let her recover, though. A brief round of fucking wouldn't finish me off, so long as I could get myself out of her. I grabbed her wrists and forced them above her head.

Both legs clenched and twisted like she was a single band of muscle. My dick didn't meet anything but a thigh. After several attempts, I had to get them out of my way.

Forcing her to roll over was the easy part, but I barely got my arm around her neck in time. I didn't press to choke, but to hold her in place. Lauren's feet beat against the small of my back, doing as much damage as a pillow against a brick wall.

“You fucking prick!” Lauren knew she was trapped.

Slipping myself down a few inches, I pulled a little harder against her neck. With a sharp jolt forward, my prick was, indeed, fucking. If we were having a race to see who could come first, I'd have needed a minute, tops.

I couldn't tell if her whimpering was a bluff to keep me risking a loss, or if it felt that damn good for her. Her feet clashed against my back again, pressing hard to make it almost impossible to pull out of her.

Every part of me wanted to keep going, but Lauren's exaggerated screaming was making it too tempting. After a punishing shot forward, I used the momentary surprise to break myself free of her cunt. She tried pushing me back in, almost making my cock shoot straight up her ass.

I scooted myself forward and let her roll. As she did, I turned myself around, always keeping at least one leg pressing against her waist.

And there it was. Like someone had made an anatomically correct porcelain doll, you wouldn't know she was into this kind of stuff by looking at her slit. It was delicate, and it needed the worst abuse I could will myself to dish out.

Lauren tried clamping her legs shut, but it only took one knee on top of her own to give me a free hand. That's all I needed. Her hands beat against my spine as I teased one finger from entrance to hood.

Elena caught my attention for a few seconds. “Win or lose, that looks fun. If my ass wasn't on fire, I'd ask if I could go next.”

I dipped two fingers in Lauren's cunt, knowing it'd be faster than putting them in my mouth. Plus, fingering ain't just great in high school. As soon as I had her clit trapped, my hand blurred out as I shook my whole arm.

Lauren jerked, trying to break out from under me. Her ass left the ground by a cunt hair, if that. A tiny puddle started building on the floor as the clit massage turned audible.

I wish I'd have thought to fucking film this. There was always next time, but I didn't know if she'd have this kind of fight in her ever again. Breaking a dominant like Lauren risked sending her back to her shy, ultra-submissive ways. And Hayley already had that role on lockdown here.

As I watched her thighs tense and her feet go ballerina, I knew it was only a matter of keeping it up. Her clit pulsed against my fingers and she couldn't fight the urge to moan through closed lips. As much as I wanted to, turning around and having my dick in her during my victory was too damn risky for what was on the line.

Her legs tried closing one last time. Whether it was from desperate effort to stop me or her body's natural response, it didn't matter. It wasn't nearly enough to halt my stroll to a win.

The quiver of her waist under my ass told me there was no turning back. Stopping now would set her off. Of course, why wouldn't I keep going, if only to drive the point home?

Fingernails dug into my back, ripping skin and sending a searing pain rushing from ribcage to hips. It didn't help her. Nothing Lauren could do in her position would have stopped me.

Even if she was trying to fake an orgasm, there was no way she could duplicate the real thing like this. The mound surrounding her cunt flushed a creamy pink, swelling and burning against my skin. At that point, I was only making things more fun on her end.

Drawing my hand back, I gave her pussy the hardest slap I could. Her entire body jerked beneath me. And then, she just kept jolting.

A little tease at her clit here, and another tap there. Even with the distance between my ears and her mouth, my tinnitus was about to start acting up again. She'd gotten her ass handed to her, and I demanded she know it.

I stood up and turned around. With both feet on either side of her, I looked down on her like she deserved. Lauren had to have her defeat seared into her memory so she'd never try this kind of shit again.

Between being a husband, a Queen-Type's alpha, and our maid's 'master,' I was getting too many titles. But what was one more? “You can call me your owner.” It seems harsh for me, but the girl was as dangerous as a cornered bear.

The security system chimed as the front door opened. All four of us looked and waited to see who'd step out of the entryway. The sound of keys getting hung on the peg just inside the door told me who it was.

Gina stepped forward and locked eyes with me. “Well, this is new. Are you pissing on everyone now?”

I could see how she'd think that's what was going on. Lauren was a sweat-drenched mess, and I was in an ideal position for it. “Not exactly. We had a little incident with Elena's redhead.”

“Uh-huh.” My wife sat her work bag in the corner. “Well, you weren't lying when you said she'd be a knockout. When do I get to have fun with her?”

I looked over at Elena, already standing and pointing at how ripped to shreds her ass had gotten. She shook her head at Gina, eyebrows up.

“So she's into that kind of thing.” Gina didn't know what she was about to ask for. “Sounds fun.”

Now that I could keep Lauren under control, it wouldn't be the outright risk to life and limb Elena had suffered. Still, I had to give her fair warning. “She goes a lot further than I do, and I've made you tap out plenty of times.”

Gina turned her attention to Elena. “Sweetie, those are some open wounds. Come on, I'll fix you up.”

Hey, when you've got a harem and a basement sex dungeon, a nurse in the stable comes in handy when things get out of hand. I stepped away from Lauren and looked at Hayley.

She was panicking, probably because Gina had come home a couple of hours early, and there wasn't a scrap of food ready for her. Hayley darted her eyes between myself and the kitchen a few times.

“It's alright, we'll eat out tonight. She didn't tell us she'd come home early, so it's not your fault.”

Hayley had to be the only person who could be comforted by a buck naked guy who'd just manhandled another girl in front of her. “But will she be alright?”

I looked down at Lauren. Shock at losing her attempted coup was all I could make out in her face. “Yeah, she'll get over it,” I nudged the side of her head with my foot, “and do as she's goddamned told.”

“You only won because you're bigger than me.”

“So why accept the challenge?” I knew why, but I wanted to shame her a while longer.

“Because I can't take over without a fair fight.” I'd revised that into her character. Otherwise, she'd have whipped the piss out of me until I gave in and handed her the keys to the castle.

I couldn't help putting my other foot on one of her wrists. “Hayley wouldn't dream of hurting someone, and Gina's capable of it.” I nodded toward her first target for abuse following my wife into the bedroom. “But you're gonna treat Elena like a princess from now on after that shit you pulled downstairs.”

“Yes, sir.” I could tell it boiled her blood, but there wasn't a damn thing Lauren could do about it.

“You'll learn Gina and Hayley's limits, and respect them, too.”

“So what about us?” Lauren cocked her head. As her owner, she had to know my marching orders when it came to the two of us.

“We'll see.” An early dinner called my name louder than anything else. I took my foot of Lauren's wrist and offered her a hand up. “Come on, let's get some clothes on you.”


I was finishing the leftovers from the whole rack of ribs I'd ordered earlier that night. Judging by the silence, everyone else had passed out. Personally, I hoped I'd keep myself busy until someone woke up and freed half a bed.

We didn't have room for a fifth girl trotting around the place, or even Lauren. If I had to, I was ready to grab a cot out of the barn and set it up in my office. To keep myself occupied, I wiped my hands and then started on my own portrait for the fifth figure.

Now, I only paint things I want. The male figure was new to me outside of a few mandatory studies in high school art classes. It took almost a dozen tries before the outline wasn't comically deformed.

I'm keeping my beard and I'd rather be recognizable. Until I got Lauren's forged documents, it'd have been dumb to change myself so dramatically. Crooked cops aren't the people you want to make suspicious of you.

The stylus kept flipping as I erased. This one was gonna take forever, but I didn't have a deadline. So long as it got finished before the big hippie/raver festival Gina and I always go to, I was golden. Of course, we'd have three new camp mates this year.

“Shit.” My fingers were starting to cramp, still tired from all that clit abuse I'd forced on Lauren. I gave up and saved what little I'd accomplished.

After my day, I had to break down and allow myself another cigarette. If anything, it'd buy me another hour before I had to pass out. I got up and searched the kitchen's junk drawer for the good flashlight.

“What the hell are you looking for?” Elena's voice almost made me slam my head against the ceiling.

“Jesus fuck!” I tried to calm down before I said anything else that damn loud. “Flashlight.”

“If Gina knew how much you're still smoking, she'd have your ass.”

She wasn't wrong. Right when I thought life had settled down enough to cut back again, yet another log fell in the fire. “It's like you keeping your legs closed for more than a few hours, eh?”

Her hand popped against my shoulder. “You wouldn't have it any other way.”

I wouldn't. “Put some shoes on and follow me out there. I wanna ask you something.”

“Outside? I don't even have pants on.”

“Panties are enough. It's half past two.” Maybe one car would pass by, and it's not like they could see us behind the house.

The communal backdoor slippers were in their usual spot. My feet were several sizes too big, but outside of Hayley, every girl wore the same size of everything here.

As I opened the backdoor, Elena marveled at the exception I was making for her. “Wow, I'm allowed outside after dark.” She jabbed a finger against my back. “No werewolves around tonight?”

“Piss off.” It made me scan the light around the creek bed, just to be safe. “Come on.”

As I dug into the console of my truck, I moved a few CD cases out of the way and pulled out the pack I'd been chipping away at for the past few days. Putting the filter end in my mouth, I flicked my lighter and shut the driver's side door.

“So what's this question you've got for me?” Elena stayed right beside me as we crossed the backyard. “You haven't pulled me aside to ask anything since Hayley showed up.”

I knew I had to dig right in. “What's the hidden rage that led to making Lauren so damn psychotic?”

Enough light reflected off the ground to show the change in her expression. I'd hit a nerve in Elena. “Ever since I met Reverend Boyce, I've felt like a sidekick. Even to you and Grant.”

“I can see it,” I took a long drag, picking my words carefully, “and I won't be mad if you blame me.”

“You're the first person who didn't try to control me, though.”

I shook my head. “I wrote your past. Of course I did.”

“But when we met, all you did was make sure I didn't try controlling you. You didn't force me into religion like my parents, you didn't groom me to be a sex slave like Boyce, and you didn't override my thoughts like Grant.”

“You say all that, but I made it all happen in the first place.”

I heard her feet shuffle among the blades of grass. “I thought that for a while, but making Lauren with you changed my mind.”

“At least I know we won't look at her as our kid.” The punch in the lungs from smoking for the first time in hours almost made me cough. “I mean, she did whip your ass right and proper.”

“And yours too.”

I still felt the outline of where the flogger hit, down to the last strip of leather. “So what are we gonna do about the bitch? I wouldn't doom Hayley to even a minute alone with her.”

“Ooh...” Elena crossed her arms. “That'd be bad.”

As I sighed out a blue fog of smoke, something at the far corner of the property caught every iota of my attention. I pointed the tight beam at the property boundary and didn't see a thing out of the ordinary. “False alarm.”

Elena edged toward the door. “You almost done?”

I couldn't help following her until we were in front of the steps. “Almost.” I scanned the creek one more time. “It's been bothering me for a while, so I might as well ask you something personal.”

“You already know stuff about me that even I don't know. What's left to ask?”

I had to know. “Now that you've made someone else the same way I made you, how does it feel?”

“My ass feels like I should have listened to you more than I did.”

I couldn't help chuckling about it. “I fucking told you.”

The circle of light danced around the back lot, drifting over the barb wire fence for a fraction of a second. Was that a fucking turn signal?

I pointed the light back in the middle of the hayfield. A row of eight lights matched the same color.

“What the fuck is that?” Elena pulled at my arm right as she finished asking me. “No way...”

I knew what we were looking at. Or rather, what was looking back at us. I stopped and held my arm firm. “Calm down, and don't fucking move.”

Arms moved up to block the amber lights, every one of them covered in fur.

“Keith,” Elena shook harder than any climax could have made her, “there's no fucking way...”

My .357 was less than twenty feet away, but it was inside my office. Lot of fucking good it'd do me. “When I step, you step.” I held the beam as steady as I could. Four of them?

Their fur ranged from soot black, to mud brown, to a blonde that blended in with the cut hay. But it was the burnt orange one on the far right that moved its arm down first. Those eyes burned like golden headlights right back at us.

These weren't deer, coyotes, or any other critter that should exist. “Alright, get moving, slowly.”

Elena's fingers cut off the circulation in my arm. “I always believed you, but I have to be dreaming right now.”

“You're not.” I took a final draw from my cigarette and blew it away from the flashlight beam. “Go on, get inside, but don't act like you're scared.”

The red one on the right stood up. We heard the joints in its legs crack as its arms draped to the side of its body. As I backed Elena up the stairs, the sound of water trickling against concrete would have told me she was pissing herself under any other circumstance. I couldn't blame her after the fact, but I thought it was the water flowing through the creek.

Maybe the thing knew what Elena had done, or maybe it just happened to pick that moment. With a leap that would have dashed Olympic records, it cleared thirty feet and the barb wire fence with one leap. It rose back up on its hind legs and stared.

As Elena opened the door I pulled my phone out of my pocket. I had it recording video as I tried to keep the flashlight steady. For reasons I can't explain, I didn't feel the existential terror this time around.

Are you just fucking watching us? I cocked my head to the side.

Like it was matching the gesture, the damn thing didn't exactly open its mouth. It fucking grinned at me. If you know anything about aggressive dogs, when they grin, someone's about to get snapped at.

I get it, big feller. I nudged my elbow against the storm door's handle and tried to keep the flashlight steady as it joined my phone in my right hand. I opened the door, never taking the video or my attention way from the thing.

I kept my hand out the door, ready to jerk it inside and deadbolt the main door in the space of a second. Not that it would stop these things if they got determined to force their way inside. I'm sure they could have busted through the damn walls.

“Is it still out there?” Elena had ducked into my office. “Keith, what the fuck?”

“I think it's alright.” I poked my head around the door frame. Sure enough, it was still in the middle of the back lot, standing there and baring its fangs.

“Are you insane? Shut the door and—”

An ungodly howl rattled the phlegm loose in my chest. It carried on long enough to tell me this thing had the lungs to run at a full dash for miles. As it trailed off, multiple sets of footsteps converged toward us.

Gina made the mistake of checking what I was putting a light on from the kitchen window. Over the sound of both dogs going apeshit in their crates, I barely heard her shout, “Holy shit!”

I took a risk and aimed the light at the remaining pack just up the hill. “There's more of them.”

Lauren took her own look out of the laundry room's window. “What the hell...” As I settled the light back on the closest beast, I watched her back away. She shook her head and looked like she was about to break down. “There's no way that thing is real.”

Hayley took her turn as Lauren collapsed next to Elena. Almost having to stand on her toes, it only took her an instant to nope right out of it. She jittered as she walked, then slumped to join the trembling pile in the corner.

Gina's voice was closer. “How are you so calm?”

It made no sense to me either. “Maybe because it's not my first time seeing one,” I shrugged my shoulders, “but four of them is new to me.”

Meat Head and Block Head settled down to whimpers as I figured I'd recorded enough. I pulled my hand inside and slammed the door shut. The deadbolt's clack echoed through the house.

I ran through the house checking every window. They were still locked from the last time something spooked the hell out of me. At least now, I knew my fears had been justified.

Everyone had gathered in the hallway to Elena's room, dead center in the middle of the house. Gina broke the silence first. “Keith, we've gotta get the hell outta here.”

“Imagine how I felt stuck in the woods with one of these things.” I thought about grabbing the revolver and shooting, assuming that werewolf bastard was still there. “If you want to go outside to get in your Jeep, be my guest. I'm staying in here.”

I walked to the kitchen window overlooking the backyard and didn't have to turn the flashlight on. A wet-nosed snout pressed against the bug screen, its breath fogging up the glass. I couldn't believe I was within arm's reach of one of the bastards and still had my wits about me.

“What the hell do you want?”

It flashed its teeth again. Without the blinding glow, its eyes reflected some kind of intelligence and confusion at the same time.

“Go away.”

I heard steps behind me and then Lauren's hysterical whimpering in the middle of the kitchen. Not that I could blame her. She was taking it even worse than Elena.

“Shoo. Git!” I waved my arms up like I was about to swat it's nose.

The entire window steamed up. Before the glass cleared enough to see through, it was gone.

I danced the flashlight around the yard and up the hill. Nothing.

“Y'all can quit blubbering. They're gone.”

As I turned around, everyone else had surrounded Lauren. She looked like she was in the middle of a psychotic break. Ever the ER nurse, Gina had already cradled her and started whispering in Lauren's ear.

The glistening streak down Elena's thigh told me what the trickling noise on the stairs had to have been. I didn't have it in me to make fun of her. Every one of us had just seen the impossible.

To say the least, no one slept for the rest of the night.


I waited until nine the following morning, but I had to talk to the guy. “This is Michael.”

“Hey, it's Keith Ross. Care if I send you a video?” I already had it uploaded and set as private on MyTube.

“Sure, what'd you catch?”

I still couldn't process it all. “We had an incident last night. It freaked everyone out.” I sent the link in an email.

His breath stopped as soon as I heard the click of a mouse. I gave Michael a couple of minutes to finish, and then deleted the video. I couldn't risk it getting out to the public.

“So, what's your opinion?”

“You've got to be kidding me. There's no way you got footage that clear.”

At that point, I wasn't doubting my sanity anymore. I had four other witnesses. “My wife and all three of my,” I hedged on what to call them for a moment, “other housemates, they saw them too.”

“I know it's sudden, but I'm free today. How far are you from Cookeville?”

Any town with a giant cross looming over the interstate, like Cookeville, was out looking for trouble. “Two and half hours.” And it wasn't far enough.

“Do you think I could drive your way and look at the place? There might be evidence left behind.”

I didn't like the idea of it, but I also didn't enjoy having these things around and strolling right up to the house. “I guess that's fine, so long as you can tell me how to get rid of these things.”

Reece sounded like he was already gathering his shit for an investigation. “I'm leaving in about five minutes. Text me your address, and I'll head out.”

“Gotcha. Thanks bud.” I hung up and started tapping what he needed. The curmudgeon in me didn't want to send it, but at this point, I had no other option.

With the text on the way, I spun my chair around and got up. Hayley had made sure we were tidy enough to receive royalty since her arrival, but it was everyone else I had to worry about. Of course, once I ran between the bedrooms and checked, I was the only person still awake.


After an hours or so of searching for prints, I walked with Michael back to the house. “So they showed up at the top of the hill.” It's always weird talking to someone whose voice you've only heard on MyTube and over the phone, in person. But Michael Reece was exactly what I expected.

“Yeah, they were standing in one row, just watching us.”

He walked around to the stairs and asked, “So what was Elena's reaction, as a first-time witness?”

“To be completely honest, she pissed herself on the spot.”

“Did you see the one you encountered in Montgomery Bell?”

“I don't think so.” Compared to the ones I'd seen the night before, it was an absolute beast. I pointed at the window to Michael's right as he stood with his back to the door. “The one I saw up close was around eight feet, but that first one had to be at least twelve.”

“That was an alpha. Anytime there's a pack, there's always one around, somewhere.”

Fuck me. The idea of a fifth one creeping about, and bigger than the others, forced me to pull the pack of cigarettes out of my pocket. “I'm not gonna like what you're about to say, am I?”

“There's a lot I could say that you won't like,” I didn't gather his full meaning until later, “but it sounds like the one at the window was the beta. They follow classic pack hierarchies.”

“So when's Big Papa gonna show himself?”

Michael squinted his eyes as I lit my cigarette. “That shorter girl... Hayley, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Violet eyes are rare. Does she wear contacts?”

What the fuck does that have to do with this? “I don't follow, but that's her natural eye color.”

His next words made me want to kick his ass hard enough my boots would break his teeth from behind. “That girl is a demon, and it seems like the rest of them are, too.”

I'd grown up in The Bible Belt, so fundamentalist nutcases accounted for a good fourth of the people I'd run across in my life. “There's no way Hayley's a demon. You've got about thirty seconds to get off my property, or you can tell me what the fuck you're talking about.”

“You've met a dark soul who called himself a shaman, and he gave you some stone figures, right?”

How the fuck? “What's your point?”

“These people are an affront,” the true frenzy of a fanatic flashed all over his face, “to God!”

My nostrils flared as my eyebrows sank. “Dude, get the fuck outta here. I'm sorry, but you're looney tunes.”

His hand gripped the rail to the point his veins stood out. “What do you do for a living? If it's not something creative, I'll walk away and never bother you again.”

What I really payed the bills with would have shot a sprocket in the guy, which meant I had to be brutally honest. “I write erotica.”

“So these girls were characters you came up with.”

Aside from Gina, he nailed it. “My wife isn't a character, but everyone else is. What's your point?”

“These dogmen, they're the retribution from Satan for stripping a demon of its dangerous traits.”

Obviously, he hadn't seen Lauren at her worst. “Somehow, I know you're wrong.” Reece wasn't as off the mark as I thought, but he still ended up being full of shit.

He stormed past me, stopping before he rounded the corner of the house. “They're demons, whether you believe it or not. When you create life, you're stepping on God's toes. Retribution will come for you.”

“Thank you, fuck you, goodbye!” I wasn't giving him any more of my time. Loons and nuts of any flavor don't have any place at my house. My life had already become crazy enough.


I hadn't heard anything from Michael Reece in the week after. That was fine and dandy by me. Digging into his more 'spiritual' videos, the guy made the one-shoed homeless guy screaming on the corner look like the image of sanity.

Gina had hauled Elena and Hayley off to some volunteer weekend at a summer camp for wheezy kids or something. Don't get me wrong, donating your time is noble and all, but it's not my thing. It wasn't Lauren's jam either.

Even if I'm generally left alone so long as I shut the door to my office, the house felt abandoned. I had to come up with a new series idea by Monday so I could get the first title out for next weekend. The desolation and silence drove me too batshit to even think.

“Fuck this.” My portrait had made some more progress to kill some time, but I couldn't stare at the damn thing any longer. “I gotta get out of this house.”

I pulled my keys off the nail driven in the side of my bookcase. Knowing what's running around the area, I couldn't leave anyone here by themselves. When I got to the living room, Lauren was curled up watching TV, looking twice as bored as myself.

“Let's go do something.”

She tapped the remote and turned the whole damn thing off. “Like what?”

“Anything that ain't sitting around here.” My truck hadn't moved in four days, anyway. “I don't wanna know what'd happen if either of us get cabin fever.”

“I'm hungry and Hayley's not here.”

The fridge wasn't empty, but the fastest thing to eat was Lauren's cunt. “Her food's amazing, but damn, I want a burger every now and then.”

Even a girl with a figure like hers couldn't deny the lure of a greasy, sloppy-assed burger that falls apart as you eat it. “Oh, damn. That's a good idea.”

“Well, fuck, get your ass up and let's go find a shitty burger joint.”

“Alright.” She put her feet on the floor and kept herself on the couch. “It's not like we've really talked since I got here.”

I talked to her as much as anyone else in the house, but I knew what she meant. “I hear ya. Ask anything, and I'll try to answer.”


I was amazed at how Lauren kept up, bite for bite. We'd both gotten a triple cheeseburger and fries at some mediocre fast food place a few miles down I-40. In that golden halter top and white mini-skirt, the hint of abs in her midriff looked out of place anywhere near our meal.

“So you're a lot like one of Elena's friends?” The place was abandoned save for a few teenagers across the room. “I thought there was a lot of herself in you.”

Lauren finished chewing and then swallowed. “No, I'm mostly her friend, Traci.”

Even with nothing about Traci in Elena's written back-story, she had to have a full life that she remembered up until she got here. “I'm guessing that's before you changed in your book.” Lauren's personality had flipped completely, just like Hayley's. “There's a whole other world aside form Elena's that you came from. It's weird to think about it.”

“Dimensions within dimensions, within dimensions.” Lauren had proven to be the intellectual one of the bunch, because you couldn't tell Hayley used to be a philosophy major now. “And you think we're still characters in a book. How'd you figure that out?”

“I knew I'd be the one writing it, so I asked my other self for a beer. Sure enough, one landed on my desk. Besides, stuff like all this craziness isn't supposed to happen.”

She finished her last couple of bites. I knew she was thinking about something. The sudden grin on her face warned me about what was coming.

Lauren crumpled her wrapper into a ball and asked, “So where to next?”

The sky was already a pinkish-gold, and in June, that's kinda late. But I never was an early dropper. “I don't know. Wanna drive around and do whatever looks fun?”

“I haven't done that since I was a teenager. Sounds good.”

I hadn't driven around aimlessly since I was in high school, myself. “Might as well, because that house is boring as shit when you're there too long.” Even a bimbo or four can't cure stir-crazy when it hits.


Back in my home county, we'd spent two hours and a shameful amount of gas driving nowhere in particular. Lauren finally brought up the obvious topic she'd avoided all week. “So those things we saw,” she took a hard breath, “you've run across them before?”

“Don't worry, I reacted like everyone else my first time.” Since my first encounter, I always had my guard up while driving after the sun went down. “It throws your whole world for a loop, so I get it.”

“But you just shooed it away like a stray dog. I don't know how you stayed calm.”

“I wasn't.” The fucking things still scared the hell out of me. “I guess I knew seeing one isn't a death sentence, because that first one let me walk away without a scratch.”

When I looked over, Lauren breathed against her window, fogging it up the same way the braver one had a week earlier. “I don't know. There was something in its eyes that scared the hell out of me, like it was sucking my soul out of my body.”

I knew that feeling, exactly. “That's a good summary of my first run-in.” I took a sharp curve and sped back up, wondering if another one would stroll across the road. “But that researcher guy, he's nuttier than squirrel shit.”

“Fuck him. If I was a demon, he wouldn't have left alive.”

Hell, I wouldn't have left my basement alive or even stood a chance to win out over her. “I got tired of him faster than that fucking werewolf. His ass had to go.”

“Did you get the answers you wanted out of him?”

We passed through a grove of trees that hugged the road. “Fuck no. He ranted about Bible shit and stopped an inch short of pissing in my eye before I kicked him out.”

“For being so disgusted, he stared at my tits awfully hard.”

“He's the kind of guy who resorts to masturbation so much, he looks like a pro bowling champion.” His rant videos about his divorce and the mid-forties dating scene told me that well enough, but even I caught him eye-fucking everyone but myself during his short visit. “I would say, 'fuck that guy,' but I'm not so charitable as to risk any of you taking me literally.”

In the dim light of the dashboard and radio, I noticed how the poison in my voice made her smile. “I've never seen a thorough ass-chewing end that quickly. Five words, and you had him storming off.”

“I could have gone on a lot longer, but he's the only religious nut to show up and offer me something other than a shitty pamphlet.” My hand started reaching for a cigarette, but I knew the situation with Reece was long over. “It got rid of him, and that's all that matters.”

Lauren stared out the passenger-side window, probably at nothing at all. “So any stories from this road?”

I'd spent the whole drive giving her a tour of my juvenile delinquency. “When I took classes at the local extension campus to save a lot of driving time, I always took my fuck-buddy out to a farm close to here.” A blacklight on the backseat of the Dodge Stratus I drove at the time could have been an abstract art installation.

“Well, now I want to know more.”

It was a fond set of memories. “One of my professors told me to throw myself out at any chick I hung out with who smoked, and sure enough, the crazy, old bastard wasn't lying a bit. I'm amazed my dick hasn't felt raw to this day.”

“Wanna relive the past?”

Uh, fuck yeah! It'd been more than a decade since I'd banged in a vehicle, but why not? My eyes scanned for the first hidden drive to pull off in.

“You slowed down all of a sudden. I'll take that as a, 'yes.'”

I knew a place a mile or so closer. There was an old church with most of its parking out of view of the road and any nearby houses. I wasn't driving some cramped coupe this time around, either. If it came down to it, we'd have room for some horizontal acrobatics in the backseat.

Once we were within sight of the place, I had to ask, “Ever had sex in a car?”

“I was a virgin when I met Zack, and I hadn't known him that long before I came here. What do you think?”

Cutting my headlights before I turned in, I gave her the rundown. “There's an art to it, but it's fun as hell.” At least, I hoped I could still bend well enough to make it enjoyable.

“Then let's stop talking about it,” she undid her seat belt as soon as I had the truck in park, “and fog the windows up already.”

I was well past the point of stopping any of them from unzipping my pants and doing their thing, especially when I was in the driver's seat. The teeth of the zipper chilled against my skin as her lips slid down to meet them. My head reared back as I let out that first heavy breath.

Lauren's hand took over for a moment, lubed with plenty of her spit. “If we get caught, I'm telling the cop I'm fifteen.” She was twenty, but she was also capable of doing it, purely for the amusement.

“I thought Elena was the evil one, but she went and distilled every drop of bitch in her to make you.”

“I'm not evil.” Her tongue flicked against my tip, straightening my legs on contact. “But I don't give in and let you take control.”

Even after a week, I still hadn't asserted full dominance over Lauren yet. Honestly, it was fun having a member of the harem who pushed back. One-sided angry sex is great, but when it's a two-way street? Nobody in the rest of the house sleeps until it's over.

My hand planted on the back of her head as I forced her mouth back down. “Less talking, more sucking.”

Lauren responded in the only way she knew how. Her lips sealed around the base as she drew every molecule of air out of her mouth. Like trying to fuck deep space, the vacuum was too much to handle for more than a few seconds.

The roots of her hair strained as I gripped and pulled her up. The sting traveled up and intensified until it was at my tip. It ended with a pop of her lips.

“Jesus Christ!” The irony of appealing to the guy in a church parking lot while getting truck head, from a girl who'd been accused of being a demon, wasn't lost on me at all.

“If you let go of my hair, I can show you what else I can do.”

“Hell no.” I undid my seat belt with my free hand and lifted myself until I had a leg on the console. “You're coming with me.”

She wasn't fighting it, but I knew she'd have a fistful of my hair at some point. “Eager boy.”

I wrapped my arm around her headrest and pulled myself back. Standing in the middle row's floorboard, I forced her back with me. I never let go of her hair until I had her back against the passenger-side door and her ass in the seat.

Technically, we had 'enough' room. Folding in both rows would have been cheat mode, but the hard floor would have made it as comfortable as fucking on the bare floor at home. Not that we hadn't already.

I opened up the console and pulled the camcorder from it's new home. With a single dome light on, it had plenty of light to capture every detail in night mode. A good portion of our viewers loved anything with a ratchet-ass production value.

Adjusting the lens and the exposure, I figured I'd change things up. “You hold it.” Really, handicapping her by occupying a hand was my real goal. “And until I change myself, don't point the lens anywhere near my face.”

“Oh, are you insecure?” As clicked the light above her head, Lauren had it aimed exactly where I told her not to. “Or is it something else?”

“If I change all of a sudden, people will know something's up.” I worked on my belt with one hand and pulled her skirt down with the other. “You already know how this works.”

“Keep telling yourself that.”

“No woman has any business fantasizing over a guy like me, and it'd give your average shclub too much false hope.”

Stripped from the waist down, we both pulled our tops off at the same time. “So, do I start recording?”

The red bandana I kept hanging off the rear view mirror wouldn't hide all of my face, but it'd make the camera work a lot easier. And it'd have to save me hours of editing later. As I tied it around the back of my head, I couldn't help thinking about how seedy it'd make the video. All the better, for some folks. “Go for it.”

A red LED flashed next to the lens. Lauren stared back, knowing it was on me to make the first move.

I wrapped my hands around the small of her waist and pulled her toward the middle of the seats. Her head rested on the far edge, but her feet rested against the driver's-side window. Going in for oral wasn't much of an option.

Parting her legs with my hands, I forced my way through them until I was on top. From the way she had the camera pointed, breasts and a hint of cunt would make for an amazing view. I lifted her ass enough to give one hell of a scenery boost.

I rose back up to my knees and gripped hard on her ass. With my head brushing against the ceiling, we had just enough space to make this work.

“It's almost as tight as me back here.” She knew what to say. Even more, she knew what to do.

Her cunt took it all in as Lauren shot her hips toward me. The walls ground against my shaft as she pressed her feet against the window for leverage. Why couldn't the girls from my younger days have figured out that trick?

The rhythmic flow of her hips and the tension in her thighs as they gripped my sides did more than her pussy ever could. Even from the bottom, Lauren was in total control. But when it came to letting any of them ride, she even gave Elena heavy competition.

I've gotta film those two scissoring sometime. I knew it had probably happened already, but I hadn't checked the memory card in Elena's room for several days. Lauren had taken the order to 'treat her like a princess' literally.

“You can't make me do all the work.” Lauren looked toward the front seats and closed her eyes. “Come on, fuck the hell out of me.”

As her hips crushed against mine, I shot myself forward. Timing it right, a pull back had my cock ripping through her cunt like a piston in a dragster. Syncing up like veteran dancers, we had the pattern down from the start.

“That's it, harder!”

My hands wrapped around the ridges of her hip bones, forcing her to amplify the movements and giving me more grip. The smacking of our bodies filled the interior.

The tip of a fingernail brushed against my dick. Shit, already?

But this wasn't the awkward fumbling of some inexperienced teenagers. We were charging for one goal, and as mind-blowing car sex should be, we weren't bothering with polite formalities. Intense, fast, and breathless at the end. That's how you do the backseat tango right and proper.

“God I'm gonna come!” Lauren's thighs tensed, drawing her entire body toward me. She had it locked in, my cock striking deep as she abused her clit.

As her walls locked around me, I knew the row of seats wasn't getting out of this dry. The entire mound of her cunt twitched as she stopped rubbing.

I took over, drawing that last bit of intensity out of her as she came. Just like our first time, she wasn't getting off that easily.

“Fuck!”

I snatched the camcorder from her hand and pushed it close to where our bodies locked together. Through the viewfinder, muscles twitched and contracted between her thighs and hips. Even her clit came to life, throbbing and swelling like it was breathing.

As she came down, Lauren's ass finally hit the seats again. Her breasts surged up and then settled as she caught her breath. Humid as it already was in there, she had to feel like she was drowning.

Letting her recover, I crawled halfway into the front row and sat the camcorder on the dashboard. One position that always works in the backseat is reverse cowgirl, assuming you've got a partner who knows how to use her body. And in the confines of the truck, it was the only chance of a full view for the camera.

Pulling her legs up, I sat square in the middle of the seats and let them drape over my lap. She breathed like she'd only ran a half-mile instead of a full marathon now.

The first beads of condensation ran down the windows as I made sure nobody was around. With the coast clear, I pulled Lauren up by her wrists. She put her breasts in my face, burying me in pillows of heat and heartbeat.

Before I could turn her around, Lauren had me back inside her. As good as it felt, I wasn't correcting her. I knew I wasn't too far from the finish line when she popped herself forward.

Her arms fell over my shoulders and her fingers squelched against the back of the seat. The start of that side-to-side movement rocked me like a boat on rough seas.

“Is it that good?”

I couldn't dream of speaking. All I could do was put my hands around her waist, encouraging her to keep it up. If I ever needed a companion for some late-night driving, Lauren had first dibs from that moment forward.

She pulled the bandana down until it was around my neck. Her lips pressed against mine as she took the slow, steady route. Another round of front-to-back action started as her tongue danced in my mouth. It had me cocked and loaded before I knew what was going on.

Back in high school or college, I'd have given in and went with it. But now, sex wasn't just about how damn great it felt. We had to show the world what they were missing out on.

I backed my head into the seat until she broke her face away from mine. “Turn around.”

“If I finish when you do, we're doing this again as soon as we get home.”

Considering the house was no more than fifteen minutes away, I knew she was chasing something longer. I whispered back, “Give me an hour or so to recharge. You trying to kill me?” I hadn't even came the first time that night, and she was already planning to get in my pants again.

“I'll get you all to myself how often?”

Since we had five of us living there, a one-on-one romp was a rarity. Someone was always willing to barge in and join the fun. To make up for missing out on so much during her work days, Gina usually had all four of us 'helping her relax' after she got home.

A quick bounce of her pussy against my lap forced me to answer. “Fine, but give the damn camera what it wants.”

“And no filming when we get back. It'll be just between us.”

I already had enough of a backlog waiting at home to keep me busy with edits for a couple of months. “You'd better put out the fuck of my life.”

Lauren answered with another quick makeout session. Like I said, she wasn't quite tamed. With the libido of a teenage boy who eats Viagra like a fat kid on a pack of Skittles, it took all a man had to keep up with Lauren when she got you alone for a while.

She broke away and stood up in the floorboard as much as she could while I pulled the mask back up. As she turned around, I couldn't help making my ears ring with a hard smack against her ass with both hands. It brought her down, dangerously close to shoving me right back into her.

I felt her slide against the topside of my dick. Her fingers glided along the bottom, pressing the whole thing against her body. She wanted it back deep in herself, but Lauren was a natural in front of a camera.

She bent forward, her hands on the rear of the console. With an expert swish of her hips, the head parted her walls, stopping just inside the entrance. A quick, confident drop had us back in business.

Hair flew back as she ran a hand back on her head. I knew she was staring at the lens, making the kind of face that'd make any man squeezing one out before his wife got home finish with time to spare.

Lauren started panting, and then moaning. She stopped long enough to gasp out, “I think he's close. You want me to make him come inside me?”

I knew what it meant.

Proving me right, Lauren righted herself and then leaned her back against me. Her feet came up on the seats, planting in the upholstery on both sides. Spread wide and on full display, she picked up the intensity, grinding as hard as she had when her tits were pressed against me.

One hand cradled the side of my head as the other slithered down. “Come on, you know you're about to.” The rub of her fingers stretched her lips around my base.

I didn't mind losing this challenge. My hands ran up to her breasts, cheering her on with a hard squeeze for each one. Whatever she had in mind for later, I damn well wanted to find out.

“That's it. If I can't win, I can at least be your favorite!”

That was some fierce competition Lauren signed herself up for. They all had their strengths. But she was making a fan-fucking-tastic argument for her case.

“Yeah, I want all of it!” Her hips almost ground my cock into dust. “Come inside me!”

Another twitch of her body squeezed against my trigger. The second jolt pulled it hard enough to fire everything off.

“Fuck, yes!” Her feet planted against the tops of my thighs as Lauren shouted at the top of her lungs.

Even if I wanted to, there was no stopping it. That first rush in my loins stole my breath. Right as her climax hit full-swing, my first shot felt like it was draining the very life out of me.

Certainly a demon, at least in the backseat, Lauren's entire body shivered like it was begging for every heartbeat I had left to put into it. Even her hair in my face felt like it was shaking.

My hands slid down to her sides, holding her down so I could force it deep. The slick, warm thickness drifted down until I knew she was full.

The aftershocks of her climax goaded a few more bursts. A warm line slid down my sack and pooled in the seat beneath us.

Lauren collapsed against me for a few seconds. Still jittery, she gave me a peck through the bandana before she whispered, “I'm gonna fuck your world up when we get home.”

I flicked one finger against her clit. The shock forced her upright and back into reality.

With her feet on the floorboard, Lauren eased herself off my cock. Even from my vantage point, a column of cum stretched from her pussy, all the way to the carpet for all of a second. Now that's a fucking money shot.

Lauren looked back at me like she expected to see me drained of all life. “It's like you hadn't come in weeks.”

It'd been eight hours or so, but zinc supplements and copious amounts of banana in my diet kept me in steady supply when duty called. Hey, when you have to look that stuff up for work, you know you're living the dream.


We'd gotten back home just after eleven, and a blue glow was just starting to come through the windows when I collapsed on top of Lauren for the last time that night. True to my word, I didn't catch any of it on camera.

I pulled out of her and rolled onto my back. The thin sheet over top of us was drenched, but it kept us cooled down enough to survive. I knew we'd have to change the bed before everyone else got back home, but we had until at least noon.

My dick couldn't handle another go. Six orgasms in twenty-four hours matched my previous best, and it called for two whole days off the last time. I started thinking I'd need a week.

Lauren's arm draped over my chest as she nestled her face in my neck. “We're too good at this together.”

Something about our bodies kept us on the same wavelength all night, that's for sure. No pauses while one of us tried to figure out what the other wanted, and we didn't have a single miscalculated movement between us. I knew who I'd rather sneak off alone with.

The weight of her breath dropped until I knew she was drifting to sleep. The drag of not getting a wink in myself pulled me down with her.

As my mind wandered like it always does right before passing out, how we'd get a bed for everyone during the festival called for my attention. Cots wouldn't work, because there's no way they'd survive this bunch. Even heavy-duty air mattresses would go flat in no time.

It's gotta be big and comfy. The idea of cramming us all into one pile felt like the only solution. That's fucking it!

I almost shot out of bed to set up the tent and measure the bigger room in the back. I had to wait until I had a few hours of sleep to find out how big of an inflatable pool we could jam in that thing. A mass of blankets and pillows tossed in the middle was all we needed.


BIMBO ACADEMY 4: IMPROVING ON PERFECTION

I could tell by the size of the breast cupped in my hand, it wasn't Anya pushing her ass into my crotch. “You're friendly this morning.”

Lara ignored me, intent on oversleeping like she always did. Other than that, she was adapting well to life at the academy. But even as my intern, Anya was the one she followed around like a lost kitten. That is, unless I was the only other person in bed.

The light was too bright this early. I poked my head up and saw Anya draped in a sheer, smokey nightgown, her figure almost black against the white light. She had her arms crossed and her eyes staring at the outside world.

“What's got into you?”

I thought she was ignoring me too, until she said without moving, “It is snowing.”

“Really?” Hardly ever leaving the grounds, I stopped paying attention to weather forecasts.

“I hate it.”

But you hate everything. Of all things, you'd think a Russian would love snow because it reminds them of home. “Why am I not surprised?” But of all things they hate, home is the worst to them.

“Have I told you why I never want to return?”

She had told me small reasons to never set foot over there daily, but never much about her past. I wondered if she even remembered much. “Not exactly.”

“And I never will. Even what I can remember, I do not like.” I knew the snow had to remind her of something. She started talking again, too quiet to make out.

I let her carry on, focusing on getting Lara off her ass. “Come on, up.” I could have used copper magic to get her up instantly, and even fix an early-rising habit into her, but overusing my family's powers has consequences for the student. “You've slept enough.”

Lara shot her elbow back, square on one of my floating ribs.

You little bitch. I slung the covers off her and got my own feet on the floor. I had my hand reared back for a print-leaving slap to her ass when I stopped. Anya wasn't talking to herself. She was singing something like a nursery rhyme, the rhythm vaguely familiar.

Vot oos pala noch toomaya,

Zdyot oodaliye molodets...

Choo, eedyot. Preeshla zelannaya,

Prodayot tovar koopech.

I gave up on Lara, knowing I had to ask one of my grandparents what the singing was about. Anya would never tell me herself. Just the fact that she was singing for the first time meant I was in over my head on this one.


I knew where to find Natalia, but I didn't know if she would have the answers I needed. As stepped into my grandparents' more complete living quarters, she was right there on the divan, laid out reading like she always was when I visited. “I've got something to ask you.”

She slid a red strip of ribbon between the pages and closed it. Sitting up, she said, “Of course. Something troubles you?”

I did my best to describe what I'd heard, in the rudimentary Russian I'd picked up so far. “Anya was singing something about a foggy night, a man waiting, and something about selling goods.”

“Your dear Anya? Singing?” It got Natalia to sit upright. “I can not imagine it.”

“And she was staring at the snow falling outside, hinting about why she doesn't miss home.”

“Has she still not told you why?”

I shook my head. “As little as the day we met, so far.”

“Sit beside me, Alexei.” My grandmother patted next to herself. I was simply glad she was dressed modestly, as she tended to in the mornings. “It is not because she does not trust you.”

“Then why won't she open up about it?” I took the seat, resting my elbows on my knees, my jaw in my hands. “I mean, I don't even know what part of Russia she's from.”

Natalia leaned forward and stared right at me. “I am sure you have never heard of Severodvinsk. It was called Molotovsk when your dedushka and I were children.”

Another one of those cities that changed its name? “I have no idea where it is.”

“It is a port city not far from Finland, a major shipyard is there.”

That told me next to nothing. “Maybe I can take her there someday.”

“You would not get in, as an American. It is restricted to foreigners because of the submarine base.” Natalia brushed her shoulder against mine. “And she would not go.”

Now we were getting somewhere. “Why not?”

“Alexei,” she almost sounded sad, “would you think less of Anya for her past?”

“I can't if I don't know anything about it,” something big was about to drop, “but she's a different person now, I'm assuming.”

“What I am about to tell you,” she grabbed my arm, “you can never repeat to Anya. Do you understand?”

It's that bad? “I'm sure she'd have me neutered for going behind her back like this, so I know better.”

Natalia suddenly got up, pacing just feet in front of me. “You should come with me. You have not seen this place, but it is time to show you.”


We entered a wing of the academy I rarely visited other than to file some papers. Lara was already more familiar with it than I was, getting sent to put some document away when I wanted her off my back. I wouldn’t describe the place as dark or dingy, but it definitely felt empty all the time.

Natalia ushered me into the main filing room and locked the door behind us, a massive place full of storage cabinets holding decades worth of records. The thought of moving everything to digital records gave me heart palpitations, but we'd have to break down and do it at some point. Yet even when I looked for where Anya's records should be, I never found a thing.

She tapped on top left of what seemed to be one of the random, gigantic cabinets that needed a step-ladder to really look in the top drawer. “Pull this side from the wall, Alexei.”

I gave it a quick tug. Fuck, it's gonna be heavy. As soon as I put my weight into it, hidden rollers did their magic and made it far easier than I expected. Behind the beige behemoth was an open doorway.

“No one is to learn of this place, not even Lara,” she had the same serious look my grandfather gave on the rare occasion he wasn't joking around, “and especially not Anya.”

“What's in here?”

“Records for our special cases.” It was just a tiny fraction of the size of the main filing room. “Even my records are not in here.”

“So what makes a special case, well,” I failed to think of a better way to put it, “so special?”

“Has your dedushka taught you about erasing memories yet?”

“He's mentioned that it can be done, but he told me it would have to wait until it's needed.” And I remembered his warning about it too.

Natalia sighed. “That is good. We do not like to receive such girls.”

“Then why do it?”

It was like stepping closer to our goal was making her more depressed with every inch. “It is not that we do not like the girls. They are always excellent students. It is simply unfortunate that they were in such a situation to begin with.”

I started piecing the broad scene together. “You mean you took them in, because their lives were a mess.”

Natalia balked at the word 'mess.' “These girls are not delinquents, Alexei. Our special cases have been through situations that make me wish there was a hell.”

She wasn't talking about what she wished for our special cases, either. “You mean, they've seen some serious shit in their lives.”

“That is putting it lightly.” My grandmother reached for the cabinet marked 'V-Z.' Pulling out a box surrounded by much smaller folders, it had 'Voronin, Anya' written on the top.

“So that's her maiden name. She wouldn't even tell me that.”

“Because she does not remember it, Alexei.” Natalia sat the box on a table across the aisle. “This will tell you everything about her past,” she looked down and paused, like she was holding back a crying fit, “and it is not a happy one.”

“So why does she have a box, but everyone else has a file?”

“Promise me you will still love her after you see.” Natalia grabbed my hand before I could open the box. “She had no choice in how her past unfolded.”

There wasn't anything so awful that I could imagine it tearing us apart. Spiteful and harsh as she was, Anya had become my obsession, just by being who she was. “Trust me, she's too wonderful.”

She turned to leave. “Then I am glad she has found happiness with you. I will lock the door behind me and I will tell your dedushka that you are too busy to be disturbed.”

“Why didn't he tell me about this?”

“We disagree on whether you should know. Say nothing to anyone.”

She walked out, leaving me alone with the filing box that amounted to Anya's entire past. It was so much more than any other student, but at the same time, there was so little. I pulled the lid off and set it aside.

Her entry papers for the academy were on top. Date of birth, 4/10/1997. Parents, Iosif (deceased) and Sabina Voronin (deceased). Legal guardians, Mikhail and Natalia Smolensky. Date of admission, 8/1/2015. English-fluency, basic.

My grandparents adopted her? This is getting weird already. I set the papers aside, wanting to dig deeper. More boxes, and a tattered stuffed animal with a long snout and a creepily happy expression sat in one corner. Like someone had tried to make a some weird rat/fox creature cute by making it pink and cuddly.

The first smaller box I opened had a few pictures on top. Starting from her first photo after being born, her parents at least looked happy to have such a cute daughter. The obviously tiny apartment didn't look like either of them had much going for them, but Anya was the happiest kid you'd ever seen. Then around the time of her first school picture, her mother disappeared from the later ones. The one thing that replaced her mother was that stuffed animal she hugged tight in so many pictures, and the start of her sadness.

Her father started to look worse for the wear soon after. The apartment became more bare over time, until he disappeared as well, around the time she was probably twelve. Taking his place was a guy who looked right out of central casting for Russian Mobster Number Four. And the further I went, I noticed Anya's eyes became blank, almost like she wished for death.

By the time the scenery had obviously changed to some place you'd want to go on vacation. I gathered from a sign in the background of one image that it was Miami. But even without the depressing scenery of Russia, Anya's eyes around sixteen told the story.

It didn't take much guessing, but close to the bottom, I found a folded note with Natalia's handwriting.

This is to document the reason for our adoption of Anya, who came into our lives as a child. Alexei, if you are reading this, know that I did not intend for her to become your wife or a student at this academy. Mikhail demands it, however.

She lost her mother to pneumonia, and her father was murdered over gambling debts to the man you see with her later. His name is Anatoly Petrov. He is a criminal who sold her body to other men, starting from a young age.

At the time, your dedushka still had business dealings with his associates on a property in Miami. We were introduced to Anya during one of our visits, and she was the most pitiful sight, Alexei. I demanded that Mikhail pay whatever price to buy her freedom and end all ties with these men. They agreed to trade her for our shares in the resort.

Please know that I only reveal her past to you so that you know to leave it buried. I would prefer that you destroy all of this after seeing it. Although I wanted her to live the rest of her life as normal as she can, Mikhail believes that as a victim of sex trafficking, she would be too prone to falling back into that life. I reluctantly agreed, and took Anya as my personal student to give her the one chance at a happy life she would ever have. Please understand, it was the only choice I had.

I flipped the paper over, seeing the closing paragraph.

Alexei, give Anya the best life you can. She did nothing to deserve her past. I received her as a broken, hollow shell of a girl and gave her a new life that is not certain to be happy. Should you prove yourself as the next Headmaster, it is you I have to trust with Anya. Please, do not ruin her only chance.

“Jesus.” It blew the fucked-up fact that legally, Anya was my aunt, out of the water. I almost wished I hadn't learned it all.

I knew I couldn't tell her, but it put too much of her personality into perspective. Suddenly, every one of her quirks that I couldn't stand made perfect sense, at least for someone who knows nothing but her life here. It's exactly why she was held as the absolute template our students should follow.

“She is the perfect graduate, because she was a blank slate when she got here.” As merciful as that was for her, parts of it still turned my stomach. My grandfather's decisions for Anya, while definitely better for her than her old life, had become absolutely revolting.

I rifled through everything else. Pictures of Anya before her official entry as a student showed dramatic improvement, that cold fire in her eyes apparent early on. If I was her age back then, I'd have crushed on her, hard. But then I opened the other, smaller box.

It was full of sheets of notebook paper, every one of them wrinkled like they had been balled up and then flattened back out. As I dug through, the solid Cyrillic began mixing English words. It was like Anya had written down a journal meant for the trash bin, but someone had salvaged them.

The last one was dated the day before I arrived here.

I am to meet my husband tomorrow. If he looks like the Headmaster, I will be sad. As the only student he does not test himself, I want my husband to be young, kind, and handsome. Basically, the opposite of Mikhail.

Natalia assures me that Mikhail has made special arrangements for who I am to marry, but will not tell me who he is. I can not tell if she is excited or sad about this. I hope he is as perfect a husband as I am a wife.

But I am not optimistic. I do not want to leave this academy.

I had to wonder if I was anything like she hoped for. The fact that she was able to stay, and when she said, 'You still ask what I want,' right before she agreed to be my wife made me smile a little. If anything, I knew I had to be more understanding of how rigidly she held to the ideals of this place, to the point the students had nicknamed her 'Iron Cunt Anya.' She was working with what was thrown her way without any say in the matter, and was absolutely thriving.

The only objects I put back in the larger box were the plush toy and the pictures from when her mother was still alive. Even if I had to lie about the rest, should Anya ever ask, I wanted her to have something to remember about when she was happy. Not that Anya really troubled herself with things like that.

I carried the smaller boxes down to the basement of the main hall. The boiler room was guaranteed to have at least one, if not several furnaces going. If I was given ownership of her past, I at least agreed with my grandfather, in that most of it had to be destroyed.

What few shreds I let remain, however, should have burned with the rest of it.


Lara was already in my office, sitting across from my chair. “Where the hell have you been?”

“You're here before I am for once. That'd be a good habit to get into.”

“Yeah, because you're late.” The thing about my intern is, she always has some smart-ass comment. “Anya needs your help with a problem student, like, now.”

“Shit. If it's the same one from last week, she knows I can't dole out punishment like that so soon after the last time.” I collapsed into my swivel chair. It was too much walking to get across this place a couple of times.

“It's a different one, and it's weird.”

“We don't call students 'it.' What's she done?” The disciplinary room was much easier to take care of now that I had Lara to do all the work, but I had an exam to administer late yesterday. “Get to cleaning back there, and I'll bring her back.”

“If you'd teach me how to use these bracelets, I wouldn't have to clean all that up.”

“Are you related to me?” I cocked an eyebrow, letting her know I was at my limit.

“No.” Lara's shoulders dropped. She had to learn some of our secrets, but I knew they'd have to be erased before she left, just like Anya's past. As Lara opened the door, she wrinkled her nose and said, “God, it still smells like sex.”

“Clean it well, and you'll get a surprise tonight.” And by surprise, that usually meant letting Anya go full-throttle in there with her. Sometimes I wondered who fooled around with my wife more.

Lara poked her head around to add, “You offer to help her, and you've got a deal.”

“This isn't a negotiation, Lara.” I stood back up, having sat just long enough to make my legs ache. “Be happy I'm feeling generous today.”


“Do you have any questions?” Anya addressed the class as she straddled the headless, limbless silicon mannequin. I had stood in the doorway and watched Anya demonstrate one of her reverse cowgirl techniques, the one where she swirls her hips around in a way you'd just have to experience to understand. Obviously, this wasn't a first-year class.

One of the girls up front raised her hand, legs split atop her own practice dummy. “Do you thrust your hips any? It almost looked like you did.”

“Very astute, Christina.” Anya broke it down, slowing herself until the waved her ass clockwise from twelve o'clock to six as smooth as her own cheeks, and then whipped the last half of the circle, starting all over again.

I wondered what the fuck her trick was. Sitting in on any of her lessons always left me impressed. Anya had broken sex down into a science, and somehow found a way to turn it back into a totally new art.

She glanced toward the doorway and caught me admiring her work. “I will be back. Practice until I return.” Anya got up, the soaked, erect cock on her dummy bobbing back and forth as she adjusted the black, leather skirt reserved for instructors. As soon as she was close enough to whisper, she said, “You are hard already. Perhaps I can use you to teach this to Lara tonight.”

“Speaking of her, she said you had a student I need to take care of.”

Anya turned back toward her class, every one of them moaning and whimpering on their lesson. “Yes, third row, second from the right.”

I looked toward the right spot and saw a fitly curvaceous redhead I'd been hoping to have a run-in with for a while. By the looks of it, she was enjoying the lesson. Too much, actually.

Anya looked back at me as I kept watching her pupil turn red in the face as she was in the hair. “Do you see the problem?”

“No.” I couldn't tear my eyes away. God damn! She kept giving it more effort, speeding up until she was doing revolutions at twice the pace of anyone else in the class. “She's a sight to behold. Just look at her go.”

“Alexei,” Anya put her hand against the door's frame, pushing all her weight against it, “how can I teach this girl when she can't help working herself into a climax at every opportunity?”

“So she's sensitive. What's wrong with that?” The little redhead was already on the verge, screaming loud enough to drown out the rest of the class. “God Almighty.”

Anya wasn't having any of it. As my wife stomped a heel into the granite floor, she broke down into her barely intelligible level of Russian accent, reserved for when she was at her breaking point. “Ja'yooliya!”

I was still enraptured, my heart almost breaking when she stopped right before climax. “Yes, Headmistress?” Tiny, curvy, redheaded, and enthusiastic as fuck to fuck. I knew, even before coming here, that all four of those traits meant fun. But I'd never had a girl with all of them. Two, at best so far.

Anya stormed over, bending right over the poor girl. “This is a class, not a honeymoon! V'at is v'rong v'ith you?” If I'd have mentioned the bottom of Anya's bare ass showed while she bent that far over, I'd have probably had a dummy or a student thrown at me.

“I'm sorry, ma'am, but it feels so good.” The poor thing looked like she was about to break down in the middle of class, and far from the first time. “I can't help it.”

I watched my wife straighten up slowly and turn my way. She crossed her arms and smirked at me. “The Deputy Headmaster v'ill see you.”

What does she expect me to do? Have the time of my life and say 'A+, good job kid, keep it up'? Fuck! I knew I looked as scared and confused as Julia.

Anya almost bowled over a few students in the front two rows marching right back to me. Every step cracked out like a gunshot. “Alexei, this is serious. I can not pass this girl in this condition!”

I tried to keep quiet enough for the class not to hear us. “Well what the fuck do I do with her?”

“Your job.”

Who the hell are you to tell me what my job is? My neck tensed as I got ready to tear Anya a new asshole, and possibly a new cunt or two, in front of thirty or so students. But then I remembered that being the example of the perfect graduate was the only context her mind worked in. “I don't doubt you know exactly what you're talking about, but this is some new shit for me.”

The toughest woman I'd ever met suddenly eased herself, almost looking nurturing. “Alexei, you will find a way. As the next Headmaster, you have to.”

She was right. “I don't even know where to start with this girl.” Students usually got sent to me for routine progress evaluations or disciplinary measures because they were defiant toward the staff. “You're telling me she should enjoy sex less. That makes no damn sense here.”

Anya put a hand on each of my shoulders, walking me past the door and into the anonymity of the main hall. As soon as my back was against the wall, she actually gave a sincere smile. “You have been a good Headmaster so far. I have faith in you.”

I wanted to spill out what I knew, but this wasn't the time. “Have I been a good husband as well?”

She acted like her heart had stopped beating. “Why do you ask?”

“Because I want to know.”

Anya teared up on the spot. “You are everything I hoped you would be,” one eye let a drop rip down her left cheek, “but why ask this now?”

I couldn't come up with a reason that wasn't the truth, so I let loose with the safest one. “You were singing this morning.”
“What?”

“When you were staring out the window at the snow. What was that song?”

“You know I do not sing, Alexei. That is frivolous here.”

Knowing what I know now, it should have been a warning. “You are the strongest person I know. Never forget that.”

“You are still as kind as you were when we first met. Do you remember?”

For the first time since that day, Anya looked vulnerable. “Yeah, plain as day.”

And that rare, innocent look in her eyes disappeared as abruptly as it arrived. “That kindness will be your downfall. You are too much like Natalia.”

“Maybe you're right.” I looked around her and motioned for the redhead to follow me. “I'll see what I can do with her.”


At least Lara could do what she was told, no matter how much she bitched and griped about it. “There, it's clean just so mess it up all over again.”

The room had lost the aroma. “I'll need your help with this one.” I pointed at Julia, holding her hands in front of her hips in the doorway.

I heard her take a few gentle steps forward. “Is this another exam? I passed the one last year.”

Waving my hand forward and then pointing at the chromed pole in the far corner, I dropped the bad news. “No, this is a corrective measure. You're damn close to getting kicked out.” When they're scared and politely obedient like this, enough of Anya had rubbed off on me that I started to like them like that.

Lara already had the strips of black webbing in her hand. “I can take care of her while you pick the tools.”

“Only strip her to her underwear.” I wanted to take my time with her. “You do the same.”

My intern winked and smirked as she walked past me. “Come on, he only brought you here to save your ass from failing.” I heard a smack behind me. “And what a nice ass. I think he'll like you.”

Lara had picked up on my preferences alright. I dragged myself to what I'd started calling my 'magic motivation table.' We'd even added a few new toys. “Everything's clean enough to eat off of.”

I looked back to see Julia start panting and turning pink as Lara undressed her. Christ, already worked up? I decided against any toys, for now.

“Alex?”

“Yeah?”

Lara kept her eyes on me as she strapped Julia's hands, seven wraps up the forearm, and then seven perpendicular to those. “Over your head, back against the pole.” She was about to put Julia under lock-down. “Are you sure about this?”

“There's nothing in my hands, so yeah, I changed my mind.”

“Then what's the plan?” Lara stepped out of her own black staff skirt she begged and pleaded for, black bra, panties, and another accessory. “Is it alright if I keep the socks?”

“Go for it.” Sometimes I liked her in thigh-highs, sometimes I didn't. She looked like she was wearing parts cut out of her shadow.

Lara had her hands on her hips, facing me. “So what's the new plan?”

I needed to know where Julia stood, first of all. “Rub up against her, but keep your hands out from between her legs.”

Julia blushed, her bountiful tits heaving with every breath. As Lara put one hand on her flat stomach, the other on her thigh, she jerked like she'd just been shocked. “I'm sorry.”

Was she startled, or is she naturally this turned-on all the time? I stepped closer, within range of feeling her breathing against my face. “Keep going.”

“Slow down or I'll...” Julia tried to keel over as soon as Lara had her hand inside that strained bra. “Fuck!”

Lara took her hands away and asked, “Is she coming right now?”

I twisted my lips and nodded. “If it's something physical, I can't do anything.” I patted Julia on her cheek as she finished quivering. “If's it's in your head, you're probably in luck.”

Grabbing her wrist with the copper band, I put my other hand on her forehead. Flashes of Lara and myself doing things to her I'd never imagined filled my own brain.

“You're a creative-type, aren't you?”

“What do you mean?” Her feeble voice had a little shake to it now. “I like to draw, write, and all kinds of stuff like that.”

I'd only come across this issue once before, but nowhere near this level. “I'd say you're a prodigy at things like that. Am I right.”

Julia looked embarrassed to even nod in agreement. “I just see things more clearly in my own head than I do with my eyes.”

Better be careful, or I'll strip that gift away completely. It was time to try one of those delightfully depraved ideas I'd gleaned from her mind.

Lara never saw it coming. As I forced her back against the wall, I pulled one leg up to my waist. Unzipping my fly, the natural erection I already had pressed against her opening. The only thing keeping my out was the damn panties.

Shifting them aside, I plunged hard and saw the shock in Lara's face. She couldn't believe it as I covered her mouth, her eyes opened wider than I'd thought they could. And believe me, I'd seen some wide eyes on the poor girl.

I gave her hip-shattering thrust after thrust, feeling like my own pelvis would crack. Her voice buzzed against my palm as I pulled her leg even higher, resting it in the crook of my elbow. It let that hand move up to her throat, where it clamped down hard.

We didn't get much of that savage fucking in before I heard a whimper that twisted into a loud scream. I knew Lara couldn't speak, because hell, she couldn't even breath. It made me wish I'd have used a stop-watch.

Pulling out of Lara and letting her go, she slid down the wall until she was a breathless mess in the floor. As Julia came beside us, my intern looked up, coughed, and then touched her throat. “God, you've gotta do that to me again. Fuck.”

As long as she was alright with it, I planned on accommodating her. “If I tried that with Anya, she'd either love me even more, or murder me in my sleep. I don't know which.”

Lara grinned at the idea of me even trying. “Don't run to me for help if you do.”

Our test subject wasn't standing on her feet anymore, having already slid down the poll with her restraints. Julia was too wobbly to stay up on her own, but I had the answers I needed. As I unwrapped the strapping from her wrists, something resembling words came out of her mouth.

“Aw, look!” Lara drug herself to her feet. “She came so hard she's turned to mush.”

Hell, am I gonna need a medic to oversee this? “Get her some water. This'll be a long session.”

As I helped Julia to her feet, it sounded like she said, “More, please.”

By the time I had her on the X-table, her skin became pale and uniform as porcelain again. I took care with the velcro straps. Just jerking them too hard got the poor girl excited.

“Have you always been like this?”

She shook her head as Lara held the ball gag over her face. Using her last chance to speak, she said, “Only since the start of this semester.”

We were already getting close to finals. Why the hell didn't Anya say anything about her sooner? “Lara, after she's taken care of, call Anya up as soon as her classes are done. She's got answers, and I'm dragging them out of her, one way or another.” And why did she tell me she has faith in me, if she could be the cause?

Ever the scheming mega-bitch, I knew the chances were slim of her not being the cause. The sad part is, after she explains herself, she'd probably come back with a damn good reason, too. Until she answered my summons, I'd have to keep Julia contained, for her own safety.


“You call your wife to your office,” Anya leaned with her arms and legs crossed, a shoulder resting on the door frame, “and you greet her by fucking your secretary on the desk.” She sat down like nothing was out of the ordinary, because not even a speck of dust really was out of place. “The two of you are,” she searched for the right words, “so predictable, it is embarrassing.”

I let go of Lara's wrists. It really was all her fault, what with trying to get into my pants while I was catching up on other work and all that. “She started it.”

As I pulled back, Lara shouted, “Hey!” She stared at Anya, not sure if she needed to be worried or amused. “He's the one that tried something new, and then he pulls out a few seconds later.”

Yoink. I pulled out all the way, watching Lara's face contort like I'd just thrown her a mortal insult. “See how she reacts?”

Anya wasn't in the mood, standing there with a blank expression on her face, eyes narrowed. “Enough of this skit. What is the problem?”

“You're the one who noticed the issue with Julia, so why wait until now to let me know?”

“I do not know what you are talking about.” As soon as she was all the way in, I pressed the lock-in button under my desk, slamming and bolting the door from across the room. “Why this sudden distrust of what I say? I did nothing you would not do, Alexei.”

That's a tell. I cut right to the point. “What did she do to you?”

“You call me a liar?” She tried acting offended, but outrage was the one emotion other than sympathy Anya couldn't even comprehend. “What is this joke you are playing? Have you fixed my student or not?”

I got up, put my shaft back in my pants, and walked toward the door to the back. “That's how I know you're lying. You repeat yourself and dig the hole even deeper.”

“We will see.” Anya stared hard at Lara when she got to my desk. “And I will deal with you later.”

You got caught, and now you're taking it out on everyone else. I'm glad you're back to normal now. “Lara, come on, you know she probably watched us and liked it for a while.”

She teased back at Anya from behind. “He was already doing something rougher than you can do.”

Anya didn't even look back. “Try me.” She walked through the door first. “Dear husband, we can not keep her like this the rest of the year. She will get bed sores.”

“Har har.”

“Alexei,” Anya whipped right around, “I did not do this, but I know who did. This has gotten more out-of-hand than I thought.” She bowed her head at me. “This is partially my fault. I am sorry.”

“How did you get in over your head this time?” I looked around her to see what caused the sudden change. Julia was already shaking in place. “Lara, cut her free and bring her with us. I'm getting to the bottom of this.” Fuck I've done too much walking today for this shit!


We'd walked clear across the old castle, like some mid-seventies mystery gang cartoon, minus the irritating dog with a speech impediment. Anya broke the silence first. “Julia already knows who did this to her,  I am sure.”

“Galina?” Her voice was either naturally meek, or she had been through so much hell already, she expected to get stepped on. “Now that I know someone had to make it happen, I can't think of anyone else.”

As we stopped before the massive double-doors for the student dormitory, I had to know. “So tell me, exactly how did she do this?”

It was like Anya tried to duck into the shadows of the early evening, backing against the far wall away from the massive windows. “You have used borage seed oil on students, yes, Alexei?”

I didn't know how it worked, but it made even the toughest students crack. A dab of the concentrated stuff made them squirm from the slightest touch down there. “But how would Galina get it inside Julia?”

Anya explained it so simply, it made the plan even more diabolical. “After this American bitch insulted Galina by calling her a 'potato eating, vodka swilling piece of Euro-trash,' I gave her the oil and told her what it does.” She grinned, proud of the effects from tipping one domino to drop them all. “She figured out the rest on her own.”

“Explain 'the rest.'”

“Every student has their own practice dummy, and their own supply of lubricant.” Anya jerked like she was holding back a rare laugh. “I did not think Galina would think to make it last this long by dosing the lube.”

“So what did you think she'd do?”

“Grease her dummy's pole a few times between classes. She is my kind of subtle, that girl.”

All this over one insult she didn't even direct toward you? “God, you're such a bitch.”

Anya got back to her normal self. “Do you expect any less of me, Alexei?”

No, I really shouldn't. “You know I'm in charge of discipline. You should have sent Julia to me for the insult. Now it's ten times fucking worse.”

“But you are so busy already. It is best to let cat-fights sort themselves.”

I grabbed one of the doors. Before pulling it open, I had to make my stance known. “I just dropped about twenty points off my estimate of your IQ, Anya.” 


Galina pushed her slender self against the back wall of her dorm. She pointed directly at Anya, speaking with hardly any Russian accent herself. “You ratted me out?”

My wife didn't say a word. Lara and Julia hung back at the entry as I walked through the tiny room and around the bed. “We could dish out the punishment here, or we can do it elsewhere.”

The tall, slender brunette looked like she was ready to spit in my face. “You don't have any proof.”

“So what did Anya rat you out about, exactly?”

“Fuck you!”

“Lara.” I trusted my little enforcer with matters like this. “I think she wants it to happen in my office.”

I got back to Anya, who wouldn't fight back against anything I ordered her to do by that point. “Alexei, understand that Julia started this.”

“Still trying to weasel out of it? You know I can't let it slide.”

Lara and Galina tumbled in the corner. By the time I turned around to watch, my blonde intern had the brunette with nearly a foot over her pressed face down against her bed. “You little suck-up bitch!” She already had a zip-tie around her wrists.

“Good job.” I turned back to Anya. “You know you've got to do the same.”

She whipped around, pressing both wrists together. “Do not use the skinny ones this time.”

That's all I had in my pocket. “Sorry, you don't get to make demands anymore.” Now we had one last issue to take care of. “Anya, Galina, you two sit on the bed. Lara, Julia, help me search for the borage oil.”

“It's between my mattresses.” Galina nodded her head toward a certain corner. “Can we go now?”

She thinks she's clever. “Thanks for letting me know I'll probably find something even worse in here.”

“You asshole.”


I had to use one of her sheets to bundle up all the contraband after we finished ripping the room apart. Cigarettes, liquor, and even a cell phone. Someone in the staff pool was sneaking this stuff in. Nobody else came and went from the academy often enough to smuggle so much in one trip.

We marched Anya and Galina, side-by-side. They kept their heads down, knowing they were about to get hell, and that would just be the warm-up. Lara and Julia guided them for me, because I had dozens of pounds of banned shit to haul.

“Alexei,” Anya shot a hard stare at Galina, “I did not know about the contraband.”

“I believe you, and I know you didn't supply it.” Anya never left the academy. On the rare occasion I had to, she always refused to go with me. “I'll figure it out and fire her supplier. She's lucky I don't boot her ass out right now.”

Tossing the makeshift bag over one shoulder, I dug out my office key. As soon as I was in, I dropped the bundle in the corner, bottles clinking together as I did. Every time glass hit glass, the fear in Galina's eyes amplified.

“Take them on to the back,” I dug for the vial of borage oil and pulled it out, “and make sure you use plenty of this on them.”

Lara's shook with excitement as she snatched it out of my hand. “Holy shit, thank you!”

I had to doubt if letting someone that excited at the idea using it on anyone was wise. But our two troublemakers should have known better themselves. “Julia, do you think you can handle watching?”

Her face turned stop-light red. She leaned in, whispering, “If I clean it out of me, I think so.”

I simply nodded at her, not wanting to embarrass her any more than she already was. “Lara, get them ready and we'll be in there in a few minutes.”

Lara gave me a quick, sloppy salute for the first time ever. She poked a stiff finger in the small of their backs and ordered, “Go on. I've got one bottle of the magic juice and just a few minutes alone with you two.” Anya's own creation had turned on her, and it was marvelous.

“As soon as I get all of this sorted and accounted for, we'll be in there to help.”

Stopping and grabbing the door handle, she grinned and said, “Don't rush, do whatever you need to.” The hard slam of the door wasn't anywhere near the loudest thing I'd hear as I took inventory.


Julia stepped back into my office right as I finished counting. Galina really did have her own little bodega, right inside the academy. Before she went anywhere else, I was learning the name of her supplier.

Anya belted out a razor-sharp scream that made it seem like the thick door wasn't even there. She had been getting the brunt of Lara's attention. I snapped my fingers to get Julia's attention back from the pure vocal chaos. “Sit down a second.”

“Am I still in trouble?” Julia's ass filled a chair that I wished was my lap.

“Did you do anything wrong?”

She took a moment to think about it. I could tell she wasn't the brightest student we had, but intelligence didn't give much of an advantage in this school. “I don't think so.”

“Good.” I pulled a shot glass out of a drawer and poured myself a shot of gin from one of Galina's bottles. “I would offer you one, but I can't go breaking the same rules I'm enforcing, can I?”

Julia's mouth curled a bit, letting me know she was easing up. “Do I really get to help punish them?”

“Do you want to?”

She really was a cutey when she smiled. “If you'd let me.” And polite as fuck.

“I'm content to let you two do the work. Watching my wife squirm at the hands of a student would be fun change.” I was stiff as the gin already, just thinking about it.

“A couple of hours ago, I thought my life was over.” Julia got up and walked around my desk, sitting against the edge in her uniform. “Thank you.”

I was happy to help, and even happier to see her cross her legs close enough for me to touch them. “This is my job. I didn't do anything for you that you didn't deserve.”

“All the other students think you're as mean as Anya. I'm glad they're wrong.”

“And I'm glad they think that.” I tossed back my shot and slammed the glass back on my desk. “This place would fall apart if they thought I was a big softie.”

Galina's ragged voice took over the cacophony of screams. It made Julia smile even more. “Well, you're not too soft.”

“Come on,” we both stood about the same time, “Lara's not having all the fun in there.”


“Alexei!” Anya fought against the straps on the x-framed table, giving up shortly after. “I did not mean for it to go this far!” She already looked like a frazzled wreck.

“But it did.”

“Prosti menya, ya isporchen!”

Yeah, I know you fucked up, too. Anya knew exactly what she'd done, and why I had every right to be mad. No amount of begging would get her out of paying for this one. “And another thing,” I handed the second Hitachi over to Julia, “The two of us get free-use of you, any fucking time we want.”

“This will make the students defiant. You can not be so dumb!”

“No,” I stepped closer and then took a hard squeeze of her left tit, “they need to know that nobody is above policy here. You fucked up by taking sides.”

She made the most hollow gesture I'd ever seen, biting her bottom lip and giving me puppy-dog eyes. “Alexei, you could not be so cruel to your devoted wife.”

“Lara gets to do the same thing to you too. Stop talking before you make it even worse.”

Anya couldn't look me in the eye anymore. “Yes,” she looked over at her co-conspirator and mouthed something without making a sound, “sir.”

I looked at Julia as she turned the wand back on. “You get to use Galina as you see fit. I don't want any staff or students thinking their actions won't have repercussions.”

The joy of final victory washed over her face. She pointed to her former tormentor and motioned for Galina to come to her. “I want both of you at the same time.”

“Lara, strap her in on top of Anya, face down.” I realized the logistics between their legs wouldn't work with just one wand. “And give her that other Hitachi.”

My intern's eyebrows shot up when she shot a glance at Julia. “Letting a student do the discipline? What will the old man think of it, Alex?”

Galina did exactly as her new master commanded, sandwiching Anya between herself and the top of the table. Shame and worry were a good look for her face.

I turned to Lara. “Who knows? He told me to find my own way of handling discipline.”

She nodded as she started on Galina's wrists. Once she got them done, she couldn't help brushing the side of Anya's face from above. “Usually I'm the one who gets in trouble.”

Anya's mind couldn't process the turnaround. I was about to pull Lara back when I heard the phtoo. “You will not use me like this.”

Lara wiped the spit from her face and looked at me. “Now you know why I strapped her down all the way.” The table of toys was already calling her name again.

God, Anya. Right when I think you can't make it any worse on yourself, you go and fuck up even harder. I grabbed hold of her wrist, right on top of her copper band. “You will do whatever she wants, whenever she wants, and wherever the hell she damn well pleases.” The metal heated up a little and buzzed between our skin.

It was like I had dumped a water tower on that bonfire in her eyes. The first new, direct command I forced onto Anya had already branded itself onto her mind. “Yes, Alexei.”

“And you,” I stepped to the other side and grabbed Galina by the bracelet, “you will drop this sneaky, bitchy habit you've fallen into.”

The same sensation tingled against my palm. “Yes, Headmaster Smolensky.”

“Good.” I looked over at Julia, holding a wand in each hand, both of them already going at full-tilt. “I'll leave it up to you.”

I caught up to Lara at the table, but my goal was next to it. One black folding chair that bore the chips and scratches of it's real purpose called my name. While the paint didn't hold up to someone struggling against cuffs, it sat all the same.

“You're not picking something out?” Lara held up a riding crop and the popped it against the table.

I grabbed the chair and shook my head. “The skinny one? You can only use it on her once for each piece of contraband.”

Lara patted an open palm with the business end, looking like a BDSM Catholic schoolgirl fantasy. “So how many times?”

“Forty-seven.”

We started back to the commotion already unfolding. “I can work with that.”

As Lara started pulling ahead of me, I grabbed her by the arm. “Let Julia have her fun too.”

She was already having to shout over the cries of overload. “You're sharing the chair with me, then.”

I popped the chair open where we'd have an amazing view. Lara was already trying to get in my lap before I was even down. Her charcoal blazer flew away almost on its own.

As Lara ripped at the buttons on her shirt, I worked on my own. She knew where my mind was going. After that, as her skirt came up, her panties went down.

She fished my cock out, clamping it between her thighs just above where her socks ended. I don't know if it was the show we were watching unfold, or all the noise, but Lara had my pants soaked in no time.

I ducked my head to the side, trying to see what I could around her. “Damn, Julia's pissed.” I scratched my neck just behind my jaw and asked, “How much of that oil did you use on them?”

Lara stared in awe at the writhing pair in all their blissful agony. It took her a few seconds to process that I'd even asked. “All of it.”

Christ almighty. “How many times do you wanna let them come before we get involved?”

Without hesitation, Lara answered by rising up, and then dropping herself down my shaft. She had me planted deep. “Just until I come, 'kay?”

It worked for me. Lara slid her arms out of her sleeves as I guided her hips. One quick flip of my fingers had her bra dangling loose.

“It won't take me long.” Lara snatched my hands away from her waist, planting them on those fun handfuls she called her breasts. She'd already started panting and getting pink in the shoulders. “Just listen to them.”

The staccato vibration of their screams hitting different notes rattled my ears. Anya was mid-climax as Galina rushed in to join her seconds later. And they weren't short, merciful orgasms, either. The harder their bodies locked and twitched, the harder Julia went at them.

“Ah, fuck!” Lara played with herself underneath her skirt and whipped against my cock with her walls. “Why does watching Anya get me off so much?”

I thought of exactly why it did the same thing to me. “If you'd never seen her naked, you'd think she has a bigger dick than I do.”

Lara arched her head back and went a little faster. “No,” she fought to get it out, “it's because she can't be Queen Kong for once.” Lara's shoulders wiggled as she whimpered, “Being totally helpless doesn't compute in her mind.”

She was exactly right. Even when I was in control, Anya always kept some hold on the strings. The way you couldn't predict what she'd do made her a blast in bed, but a pain in the ass when it came to running the academy.

Galina's legs quaked so rapidly, they almost blurred out. Julia released both of them from their clitoral hell at the same time. As they squirmed and moaned, I almost gave in and joined them.

Lara beat me to it by seconds. I fought to hold myself back, not wanting to let the fun end on my part so soon. But when you're in the same room as three girls coming at once, and you're in one of them? You tell me you wouldn't have trouble. Go on.

I took a deep breath as Lara settled down. Mercifully, she got up as soon as she had gotten what she wanted. “Thanks for the seat,” Lara turned back for a second, “and I used a little of the oil on myself.” She had the riding crop in hand already, almost skipping on her way to join in.

She wasn't hogging all the fun, though. I had myself back together in seconds, rushing to butt in. As our two human toys rode out the tail end of their mind-erasing orgasms, I wanted to have a little time with them.

Sliding my index and middle fingers inside Galina, I hooked them until I had her g-spot pinned. Her entrance pulsed around my knuckles with each stroke. Within seconds, she sounded like she was getting a hard shagging from behind.

Just inches beneath, Anya's slit parted around my dick. She wasn't any quieter, the aftershocks of her climax already building back into something new and powerful. Moans, whimpers, and pants all flooded my ears, each one as rough as saw blade.

I gave them both a hard drive like I was trying to come. The instant I felt their passages seize in unison, I pulled myself out of both of them. Their ears had to be ringing like church bells, if they had enough of their minds left to even process that thought.

Feeling Anya's thighs, she trembled like I'd never felt before. These weren't the random twitches you'd get from her after a hard marathon fucking. This was a constant vibration, like hypothermia was setting in.

It might be time to wrap this up. As I started loosening the strap on one of Galina's ankles, Julia and Lara almost bowled each other over trying to stop me.

“Hold up,” Lara went so far as to grab my wrist, “I still have stuff to do to them.” She held up one of the wands in her left hand, the crop in her right. “And I know you still want to fuck her, right?”

But where? You could do a lot with a simple chair, but we had so many more options in there. Besides, Julia had the kind of face you want to watch as she comes.

Julia answered for me, pulling me by the hand over to a swing I honestly didn't use as much as I'd liked. This wasn't one of those chintzy ones with the rough, narrow webbing either. You'd almost want to display this leather, steel, and silk beauty in the living room.

You could see it in her eyes and the way she bit at her bottom lip. Even without the oil working inside her, she was as turned on as a field full of rabbits in spring. I probably couldn't have gotten away from her if I tried.

Julia jerked at whatever piece of clothing she could make progress on with one hand. Her blazer slid down her arm until it stopped at my hand. Buttons popped off her shirt, and her red skirt had stopped halfway down her thighs.

As Galina and Anya set to crying out again, Julia stopped in front of her destination and finished taking everything off. The curvy little fuck-goddess had to have been torture for her old man to watch at home, knowing he couldn't touch her. He'd definitely sent her to the right place to build upon her natural gifts, regardless.

“Impatient, aren't you?”

Julia didn't say a word, hopping her ass right up into the swing and spreading her legs out in the stirrups like a grand opening.

Woah. The sliver of a cunt peeked out like a slender, pink ribbon on alabaster. I already knew it was wet enough to count as a body of water. She'd make some lucky bastard realize he'd picked incredibly well, someday.

I couldn't wait. Without even dropping my pants, I pressed my tip against her entrance. Anything that hot that hot against your skin should have a furnace somewhere in the works.

When my head plunged inside, Julia realized her mistake. The incredible amount of oil I'd picked up from inside Anya made her walls slick, and unfathomably sensitive to boot. She was bobbing her head, struggling to take a breath, before I was even all the way in.

Julia's sensitivity to the stuff made the cries behind us sound like whispers next to a speeding freight train. She gripped the leather straps holding her up, unable to escape or even come up with the idea. As I dove in the last little bit, a roaring orgasm shot through her entire body.

As the supports rattled, I couldn't do anything but stand there. Her cunt did all the work, sucking and twitching better than any mouth could dream of doing. The same ecstasy I'd seen her experience in class was all around my shaft, satisfying an itch I didn't realize I'd had all afternoon until then.

But no matter how good it feels just to stay inside, my gear was made for thrusting. Just easing her back and letting gravity do the rest scared me. If it were in any other context, you'd swear she was in the throes of a grand mal seizure.

Nothing compared to it, before or after. Her soft skin rippled with every muscle spasm as her eyes rolled back. We were both feeling something we'd never experience again.

Right as I thought about pulling out for her safety, Julia's head surged forward. “M-mu-muh... Mo...” She kept swinging with the natural momentum of her body rocking back and forth. “More!”

All I had to do was give the back of her thighs a slight push. The whole ordeal ramped up to the point of a spiritual awakening or that first high addicts always chase. Somehow, her walls made the slowest thrusts possible feel better than the most brutal poundings Anya and Lara could beg for.

Fuck me, no wonder she couldn't help herself in class. I couldn't tell if Julia was chasing the feeling one last time, if this was her 'normal' now. If this was what her body was used to, the poor thing could run marathons with all that endurance.

A few moments of this later, I noticed the room had gone silent aside from the rattling of the harness. The jarring riktktktkt of velcro straps getting torn apart barely registered in my mind. We were about to have an audience.

I had enough sense left to look down. Watching my length disappear into that perfect, spasming vessel is something I regret not getting on video. The plush, slick sensation against my skin merged with the damn sight of her, as the sound and pulsations threatened to send me flying off the cliff.

Exhausted panting and the sounds of bare feet on the tile surrounded me from behind. I couldn't tell if Anya and Galina were jealous of how good it had to feel for Julia, or if they were shocked by what they'd caused. Either way, neither Anya or myself had seen anything approaching this garbled static, of climax after climax, after always another climax, Julia had gotten trapped in.

If we wanted to market the academy at all, checking with Guinness about whether they keep a record for consecutive orgasms would have been in the plans. As soon as one started, another built right after it. Julia almost made me wish my grandfather had chosen her as my wife instead.

Lara finally broke the tension. “I am so fucking jealous right now.”

Little did she know, Julia was on a hair-trigger to feel something beyond an orgasm. I still felt like I had a few minutes left in me. That is, until the poor thing busted out with a scream of “G...g...g...guh...g...guh...GAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWD!”

I collapsed into Julia's burning, shivering body. Something in my own had tripped like a breaker. Cum busted loose like someone had dynamited the Hoover Dam.

Before my eyes closed, I caught a glimpse of what had to be the happiest expression I'd ever seen on a girl's face. It seared into my mind, an image I'll never forget. After all the hell she had been through at the hands of my wife and Galina, one blissful experience paid back all of the debt with insane amounts of interest.

I felt like I was getting hollowed out from the inside. As what used to be part of me started pouring out of Julia, it finally eased down to a normal flow. The swing held both of us up by that point.

Anya finally had the nerve to talk. “Did this little, ginger whore break my husband?”

Lara responded, “No, he just really fucking enjoyed himself.”

“We will never have children at this pace.” I didn't care enough to give a damn, but Anya's words brought a smile to my face anyway. “I did not know a man could have so much cum in him.”

Hell, it felt like the marrow from my bones went with it. Julia and I took a good couple of minutes to get our bearings about us. She actually started stirring before I did.

“Headmaster?” Her voice was as sweet as any other part of her, shaky as it was.

“Hmm?” I couldn't muster anything more meaningful.

Julia's control over her body came back before mine did. “Thank you.”

No. Thank you. I fought to push myself up, struggling until Lara and Anya stepped in to catch me before I got too far and fell on my ass.

“I will never live this down.” Anya went into caregiver mode all of a sudden, something I had never seen out of her. “Lara, Galina, get this little whore back to her room. I will take care of Alexei.”


“Alexei,” Anya wrapped herself around me from behind, her hands gliding along my chest, “Mikhail will be mad at me for this, but he will be proud of you.” Right before bed, assuming Lara wasn't around, was always Anya's time to suck up.

“So why do it?”

Anya couldn't help herself, drifting her fingers down my abs. “I did not think you would figure all of it out, honestly.”

I brushed her hands off of me. “You did this at the expense of a student who probably just needed a good ass-whipping.”

“But she insulted our people.”

“Did she exaggerate? We're not like them, and you know that.”

“You have been in America too long, Alexei.”

I gave her a warning tap on the thigh, “I was born here, and so was my father.”

“But you are of our blood.”

“As much as you bitch about how American I act, what the fuck are you talking about?”

Anya sighed like she was giving up. “I know how Russians are, because I was born in Russia.”

But if you remembered living there, you'd probably hate them yourself. “Why can't we agree there are assholes everywhere?”

“You are still weak. Relax, and I will make you feel better.”

I didn't have the energy or the mood to deal with it. “Can't you be the warm, snuggly wife for once? I'm fucking exhausted.”

Right when I thought I'd shut her up, she dropped a bomb that kept me up the rest of the night. “Alexei, I remembered something this morning. It is something I have not thought about since coming here.”

What? What the hell?

“It is a stuffed animal you would probably make fun of. It makes me think of my mother.” Her strokes along my body suddenly got slower. “The song I was singing, reminds me of her too.”


BIMBO HEAT 2: FINAL GAME

Both of my alarm clocks stirred under the covers. Elena and Callie had their way of getting me up in the morning, if you catch my drift. The at-least daily swallows had made the rare commands I issued stick like a federal conviction.

Elena hoarded most of the prize for herself this morning. Callie licked and cleaned what little she could, making my legs tense from the overload.

I threw the covers off, watching them stare back. They were like sexy kittens that just had to play under the sheets while you were trying to sleep. Cute, but not so conducive to getting a full eight hours.

“I think I'm spent, Callie.”

She backed away and sat cross-legged. Her blue tank top and pajama pants could only look special on a pigtailed girl like herself. “I get the next one. She's had three in a row.”

“That's between you two.” I looked at Elena as she gave a 'who, me?' look in that white button-up. “It works out for me all the same.”

“But she's taller than me.”

I dropped my eyelids almost shut. “She's five-six to your five-three. Try harder next time.”

Callie wasn't done. “Well, the girls you bring in for work get what we really want. That's not fair either.”

Christ, not this again. “I've already told you, this isn't the time for it.”

“Then when will it be?”

“After you finish that college degree I said I'd pay for.”

It shut Callie up. Her arms and legs tucked close, she sulked in the middle of the bed. The brat was strong in this one.

Elena stared down at the ring I'd finally bought her a few days before. “You know, he's making me wait, too.”

“But that's, like what, a year away?” Callie threw her hands against the mattress. “I'll just be heading off to college then.”

“Hey, you're the one who didn't want to start in the spring semester.” I'd have preferred she did since the tuition goes up every fucking fall. “At least part of that wait's your fault.”

“Fine.” Callie slid herself to the foot of the bed. She dropped her pajama bottoms and grabbed shorts from the dresser. “I'm going for a run.”


“Are you sure you want to do this tonight?” Elena caught me right as I was heading for the door. “What if someone finds it before the sermon?”

I had the briefcase in my hand, but it was still late-morning. Brooke promised to show me how it works. “You said Friday nights are when there's the least people there.”

“I know, but it's risky.”

“Everything we've done has been dangerous. The only thing even worse than this would be leaving Boyce with a following when he heads to court.”

Elena leaned against the wall and crossed her arms and legs. She stared out the windows on the opposite end of the living room. “Just promise it'll all be over after this. We're tired of living like we're being hunted, and I know you are too.”

“That's exactly why I'm doing this, but think about how this could have been avoided.”

She turned her head my way. “I don't follow.”

“The only way this wouldn't have happened is if we never met.” In fact, Elena and Callie had their planned wedding date with Boyce pass that past Saturday. “Would you trade your life now for some false security?”

I saw a little doubt in her face that dissipated with a moment of thought. “Even if I didn't realize what he was doing or how it was wrong, life with Travis was always a lie.”

“I hope I'm a better man,” my stomach always turned when I tried to make myself out as moral, “despite my work.”

“I've seen you skip over as many Prime Recipients as you've taken, just because it would ruin their lives.” Elena started smiling again. “Despite how easy it is to be selfish in your position, you're trying to do good things for people.”

“I don't think it's that simple.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Boyce probably thinks he's saving the world, himself.” I looked down at the suitcase and reminded myself of the contents. “If he weren't a psychopath and a conman, Travis probably would be a good force in the world.”

Elena dropped her arms. “You? Speaking well of religion?”

“Not exactly. Even it can't make a monster of a person good.” I smiled back. “It's just one hell of a platform for whatever you want to do, for good or evil.”

Elena wrapped her arms around my neck. “Discussing philosophy is nice and all, but I'm making you run late.” She gave me a solid peck on the lips. “I love you, and make sure this works, for us.”

It's not like we've got a choice.


The electronic lock at WKNF's station released with a metallic snap. The receptionist knew Brooke was waiting for me. The blonde looked like a respectable nine, but calling her Prime Recipient material was stretching it.

“Brooke has a conference room reserved. Down the hall and three doors to your left.”

As far as she knew, I was here on legit business. “Thanks.” Carrying a briefcase and wearing a suit didn't hurt the illusion.

The swanky lobby gave way to utility as soon as I passed into the hallway. A few awards on the walls didn't fancy up the sickly fluorescent lighting or the asbestos tiles that had been there since the seventies.

I opened the door and saw Brooke sitting at the end of the table. The room was a little nicer than the hall, but she looked great enough to make a dumpster seem beautiful. “You sure you're going through with this?”

“I can't risk Boyce having a chance to recover, can I?”

Brooke slid a bundled HDMI cable across the table. “Just in case you don't have one already. The device hooks into the main feed for the PA system.”

“I get that it splices in, but I need to know where the main cable is.”

Her red blazer was unbuttoned enough for a breathtaking view as she leaned forward. “It should be in the metal cabinet. I got the tour of the media room once, and everything's labeled. Only an idiot could fuck it up.”

“But that means it's easy to fix. Don't you think I should put a lock on it or something before I leave?”

Brooke shook her head. “Any competent AV guy will check his stuff before he runs something. If you try something, make sure it's discrete.”

“I'm sure a briefcase sitting in there won't raise any alarms.” I wrinkled one side of my mouth. “No ma'am.”

“You take it out of the case, dumbass. It won't look out of place if you tuck it behind the cabinet.”

I already had a list of things to pick up. Socket set, screwdrivers, and JB Weld. “So you think I'd pass for the place?”

“If you do one little favor for me, you'll have free roam of the entire church.”

I still hadn't sat down, and I knew if I did, Brooke would turn one favor into many. “It'd better be worth it.”

“The head accountant is a close friend of mine, and she's about to get tangled up in this mess just by handling the finances.”

“Sounds like it's her own fault. She'd have to know something's shady.”

“Renata thinks Boyce can do no wrong, and he's probably controlling her anyway.”

“So you want me to fix her.”

Brooke leaned back in her chair. “I want you to get her to turn over the books in exchange for immunity. She's the biggest patsy in all this, and she doesn't deserve prison.”

“You think she'll be there on a Friday night?”

“The poor thing's been working herself to the bone trying to keep the financials above water. She barely leaves.”

I snatched at the cable, trying to get on my way. “I'll think about it.”

Brooke put her hands on the table and pushed her seat back. “I figured you'd like getting paid for this stunt. Renata's more than acceptable for your work.”

Still a maybe. “It's risky enough without fucking the accountant on her desk.”

She stood up, strolling around the table toward me. “I tell you what, let's sweeten the deal a little.”

“Go on.”

Brooke stood right in front of me. “I've got a conference for field reporters coming up in a month. You know it'll be crawling with Prime Recipients.”

“And I'm your honored guest.”

Her palms rested on my chest. “You got it. Think of all the money you could make in one weekend.”

I leaned my forehead against hers. “I can recover and go again every couple of hours. A hundred-eighty grand or so sounds like a good haul.”

“And I can find them for you. All you'd have to do is, well, you know.”

“It's a deal.”

Brooke tugged at my tie. I thought she wanted a round before I left. “Make sure you get her to dump all the numbers tomorrow,” she pulled harder, “otherwise you won't have the balls left to do your job.”

“I gotcha. Consider it done.”

Brooke gave me a backhanded tap to the balls. “Good.”


Unity Fellowship was even bigger up close than I expected. Glass doors and windows consumed the front entrance, rising at least five stories. How humble.

Even in the night, the inside was lit up like daytime. A few people wandered in the distance. I put on the cheap reading glasses I'd bought and strolled right in.

Chris Tompkins, Faith in Motion, Gainesville, Florida. That's me for now, I guess. If the disguise and alias didn't work, at least I had my powers to fall back on.

I took a left like Brooke had told me to. The concession stand, bookstore, and daycare center I passed by made it a world apart from the small church I was in as a child. The further I walked, the less palatial it seemed.

I finally got to a door that read Authorized Personnel Only. I knew Renata's office was back there in the guts of the place.

Unlocked and on the honor system, I didn't have any problems. I'd have had to come through here to get to the PA system as well. But for now, I had a favor to do.

Renata Schneider, Head of Accounting caught my eye. If it wasn't my stop or she wasn't there, too fucking bad for Brooke and her friend. I wasn't sticking around any longer than I had to.

I took a breath and turned the handle. Shit. It opened right up, ruining my chance of leaving in under ten minutes.

“Can I help you?” The voice was sweet enough, but it was the last thing I wanted to hear.

“You can.” I figured she might be passable, but I wasn't sure yet.

“If you're a solicitor, you'll have to schedule an appointment. I'm very busy.”

“So I've heard.” I ignored the way the redhead drew her head back and took a seat across from her. “Brooke sent me, assuming you're Renata.”

“About what?”

I hadn't thought that far ahead, not that it mattered. “I hear you've been struggling to keep the numbers squared up.”

“That's none of your business,” she pushed her chair back from the desk, “and what do you want?”

“A few minutes of your time.” I leaned forward and put my elbows on the desk. “Trust me, you'd be wise to listen.”

“Out.” She pointed behind me.

Et genua parere, ego sum alpha. “Sit the hell down and listen good.”

Renata was already obedient as Elena after one of her 'rewards.' She planted herself back in the swivel chair and brushed a lock of copper out of her face. “Then talk.”

“You know the finances here are shady. If you turn over what you have to the FBI field office, tomorrow, I'm sure they'll give you immunity for cooperating.”

Her face went white as the crowd at a Cracker Barrel. “What do you know?”

“Probably more than you,” I stood up, “or at least what you're willing to admit to yourself.”

“How do you know anything?”

“Well,” I knew I had a wicked grin on my face, “I'm the one who saved Callie and Elena from making the biggest mistake of their lives.”

“You're the man Brother Boyce has been railing about?”

“The one and only. He's going down in flames, but there's no reason you have to fall with him.”

“You're brave to even set foot in this church, but why would you want to help me?”

“Brooke asked me to.” More like threatened me if I didn't.

“I can't prove money laundering overnight, and besides, Brother Boyce would never-”

I slapped a hand on her desk. “Churches don't even pay taxes, and he's still managed to get the feds on his ass. You know something's not right, even if you don't know what it is.”

“You're asking me to betray my church, and my boss.” Renata crossed her arms and legs. “Faith and loyalty are more important than listening to a fool.”

“That cocksucker's gonna land you in prison. You know Brooke has ways of hearing about a bust like this ahead of time.”

Renata kept up the indignant front. “I can't believe you've turned her against God too.”

“People you trust are taking my side on this, and all I'm asking you to do is save your own ass.”

“Why would you?” She uncrossed her arms and rested her jaw against her right fist. “Everybody wants something.”

“You're an accountant, so I'm sure you know that better than most.”

It actually forced a quick smile out of her. “They all know who controls the purse strings.”

“And when the feds start charging people, they'll come after you for exactly that reason.”

“Travis has lawyers that can beat any false accusation.”

I shook my head and fought the urge to scream. “Two stupid things there. You're assuming the charges are false, and you think he'll pony up in your defense.”

“Grant's your name, right?” She was close enough to Boyce to know that, at least.

“Yeah.”

“So Grant, what would it take to get you to renounce your ways and turn to The Lord?”

“Don't fall back on that stuff.” I was ready to make her forget I was ever there and head to the AV room. “I'm only asking you to save yourself one more time.”

Smoking hot as she was, Renata was still a brainwashed holy-roller at heart. “If you're right, God will forgive us.”

Ego sum alpha. “Gather up whatever information would be helpful to the investigators, and then meet me in the parking lot in fifteen minutes.” Et genua parere.


Marching into the dingy AV room overlooking the chapel was a breeze. Figuring out where I was supposed to plug the damn console in was a different matter.

As I looked in the main cabinet, I could tell some were for audio, some for visual, and others were just external hard drives. It'd have been nice if Brooke showed me what I was looking for. As soon as the thought finished in my head, I realized it was dumb.

Main Feed had been written on a piece of tape on the front of the biggest console. I slid it out enough to check the back. It only took a glance to find the cable hooked into HDMI Out.

This shit had better fucking work. I unplugged the cable and then opened the briefcase. I pulled the cable Brooke had given me out of the briefcase, making sure the wire tie went in my pocket. I didn't want to leave so much as a trace in sight.

“Alright, this plugs into our box, and it's gotta hide somewhere.” I pulled a screwdriver out and checked the back wall of the cabinet for panels I could pop loose. “Bingo.”

I pulled the section behind the main console away from the wall a bit. The main feed's cables ran through a hole in it, so it was perfect.

I mixed up my JB Weld and put a bead on both sides of my cable after snaking it through the hole, making sure the connections themselves stayed clean. I did the same for the original cable and plugged it into my mystery device. The patch cable went into place last.

I pressed the buttons for the timer, trying to figure how many hours and minutes until the middle of Boyce's sermon. Thirty-four and a half hours is perfect. I'm a regular fucking James Bond over here.

With the box tucked among the cables and drywall, I snapped the panel back in place. I gave the HDMI cable a quick tug. That thing would never come loose.

With everything back in place, the only evidence I'd been there was the burnt plastic odor of the adhesive. But even that would be gone in an hour or so.


I was ready to run like hell as soon as Renata came out with her payload of documents. The problem was, she hadn't yet. My instructions were clear enough, but after five minutes of waiting past her deadline, I was ready to cut my losses.

“Sucks to be you, I guess.” I put my car in drive and eased out of my parking space. Seconds before I could turn for the exit, I saw her struggling with a file box way bigger than she should have tried carrying.

Lucky you, but now I feel like prick. I ignored the speed bumps, circling back toward the main entrance.

I threw the shifter back into park and got out. Opening the trunk on my way to her, I didn't want to linger a second longer than we had to.

“Come on, we're outta here.” I grabbed the box out of her hands, jogging it back to my car.

“I'm going with you?”

“Of course. We've got evidence to turn over in the morning.” I got back in the driver's seat and rolled down the passenger's window. “Hurry up.”

“But my car...”

“We'll get it after all this shit goes down.” Fuck, I didn't plan on yet another person sleeping at my place. “It's not like you can come back here if Boyce finds out something's up.” Even if he discovered my doings there, he was still getting the cuffs slapped on him.

Renata hesitated for a moment. Irritated and nervous as I was, I still couldn't miss the way her ass curved in that skirt.

I focused a little willpower. “Let's move!”

She finally got in. We were already moving by the time she had the door shut.

“There's something else I need to do for you.” I thought about just ordering her to spread wide as soon as we stopped somewhere.

“What's that?” She kept looking straight ahead. “You're awfully helpful for someone I don't trust.”

“And you're stubborn.” I pulled onto the road, gassing it as soon as we were straight. “It can wait for now, but I want you to tell me everything you know about that man.”


I pulled under Foster's Bridge and turned off the lights. This late on a Friday night, I was shocked it hadn't been claimed by teenagers steaming up some windows. Everyone who grew up here knew about it, and the underside had the graffiti to prove it.

“Really, this place? I don't know what you've got it mind, but there's no way.”

“Relax,” I realized how much of a canned answer that sounded like, “I'm not seventeen.” It was my age the last time I was there.

“But you're thinking like you are.”

Honestly, I just wanted to find a place where nobody could see or hear us. It was the first spot to come to mind. I tapped the flashlight app on my phone and said, “Show me anything on Camp Purity in there.”

We got out, the gravel and broken glass crunching under our feet. The fresh smell of the creek brought back too many memories. As soon as I popped the trunk, Renata got right on digging through the box.

She pulled tabbed folders like a machine. “I think you've memorized everything in that box.”

“It's my life, or at least it was.” She didn't have any new information that wasn't in the documents, but she sounded like Boyce was on the prowl for yet another barely-legal slave. By the time we'd pulled in, she'd heard enough to renounce him.

Renata handed me one of the folders. “What's this?”

“Invoices from an OB/GYN he's put on retainer for the camp.”

I flipped through it, stopping on one page in particular. “That's a lot of lab quality pregnancy tests.”

“They expire within a year, and there's far more than the number of campers the place can handle. Travis told me they were for a different outreach program.”

Even in the dim light, I could see the anger in Renata's face. “Hey, I told you from the start.”

“Why did I believe him? It's like he's speaking a new gospel, even about finances.”

Might as well. “Boyce has the power to rewire peoples' minds, among other abilities.”

“You've read too many comic books.”

“Can you think of any other explanation? He hooked you like a fish.”

“That...” Renata struggled to say it. “That bastard.”

Even Elena kept her language clean, outside of the bedroom anyway. “I take it you became a totally different person after meeting him.”

It was like I'd opened a tap of repressed personality with those words. Renata pooled it all into giant ball of anger, sadness, and relief. “I lived with my boyfriend back then. Well, ex-boyfriend now.”

“No cohabitation before marriage, huh?”

“I used to have fun on weekends, all the way through grad school. God, I've wasted two years of my life.”

“You're not the first person I've seen react like this.”

“Elena and Callie, they're safe?”

I nodded. “Callie's applying to college,” the smile was too big to hide, “and Elena and I are engaged.”

“You're kidding me.”

I tilted my head and raised my eyebrows. “It happened just a few days ago.”

“She's better off with anyone but Boyce.”

“Thanks, I guess.”

You could see the 'oh shit' moment in her face. “I didn't mean it that way.”

I gave her a playful shove on the arm. “It's alright, my work's not the most kosher job ever.”

Renata looked at my car. “You don't deal drugs, I hope.”

Time to get paid. “I'm a genetics donor.”

“Now I know you're full of shit, and that's the lamest way to dress up 'sperm donor.'” She leaned against the trunk. “Be honest with me. You're an attorney or something.”

Ego sum alpha, et genua parere. “I don't have any reason to lie to you.”

“And you brought me here.”

“This close to the end, I can't afford to let anything slide. If Boyce so much as has an ally, he might wiggle out.”

Renata placed her hands on the jamb of the trunk and leaned back. “No, I mean trying to take me back to the person I was before Boyce.”

I won't turn it down. “Why, is it working?”

“There's no way you didn't bring me here without that in mind.”

Whether it was Patrem Delta getting to her or years of pent up sex drive, something had her almost begging for it. “You understand what I do, right?”

Renata stripped her blouse over her head. “Do I look like I care?”

“You should. You're about to be out of the job.”

She stepped out of her skirt, not giving a damn about the dirt getting stomped into it. “When you're an accountant, whistle-blowing is seen as a virtue in some areas.”

She's not gonna accept anything less than getting plowed. “It's your decision.”

Renata took hold of my wrist and jerked me along with her. She stopped at the front passenger-side wheel and hopped her ass up on the hood. “What's it gonna take to make you quit stalling?”

“At this point, not much.” I had a redhead on the hood of my red Porsche, trying her damnedest to get in my pants. What did I have to complain about?

“Good.” She reached back and unclasped her bra as I tugged her panties out from under her ass. “You don't know what it's like to go three years without an orgasm.”

That long? I'd fucking explode. “You really were miserable.”

Renata spread her legs and leaned back. She guided me closer with her legs, high heels digging into my back.

I couldn't help thinking Boyce had done a sermon about shaving at some point. All four girls I'd turned against him were fucking impeccable down there. I teased along the outer edges with my tongue.

A tsunami of tension released all at once. No girls should moan that loud from the slightest tease. The first car since we'd arrived drove over the bridge, Renata's voice almost drowning out the noise.

Damn glad I brought her here and not some random alley. I took that first splitting lick, thankful it was forest and creek bed for half a mile in any direction. My tongue was even wetter afterward.

Renata twisted and writhed with every lash. Even if I had decided to be lazy about it, she would have acted like my tongue was a sybian. Curing that kind of neglect bordered on public service.

I pushed hard against her clit. Like flipping a breaker, it lit her up and set all the moving parts in motion.

“Oh my god!” Her fists pounded against the fiberglass.

If that was aluminum, I'd be pissed. Not that it would have stopped me. Eating a girl out to the point she beats your car like a hailstorm is something to take pride in at the body shop.

Renata shook her thighs around my head. I forced them back, opening her cunt and diving in like it was a mask. It made it that much worse, her legs pushing back like I was trying to set a bear trap.

Not even a minute in, I felt the tremors coming from her core. I gave her one last course and then pulled myself away.

Her breasts heaved as her back arched. It was a battle just to hold her from slipping off the car and into the gravel and mud below. But most of all, the moans echoed in the night until you couldn't even hear the rushing water behind me.

This girl I'd just turned into a human wreck had way more than neglected needs. Something coming from the same part of my head as my commands told me what was up. Her biological clock's ringing like a fire alarm.

I started unzipping my pants. If this is what Elena would be like when I finally pull the trigger with her, I'd need to make it somewhere just as remote.

“You gonna make it?” I cradled my shaft in one hand, already harder than Swahili calculus.

Renata tried to relax, still shivering in all her nude glory. All I got out of her was a feeble, “Uh-huh.”

“You damn near made me go deaf.” Fucking her in her office would have been a fatal mistake. I pulled at her thighs, pressing her slit right against my shaft.

Renata whimpered at just that much. As the tip pressed against her barely-there opening, I made out a smile in the moonlight. “Don't stop until you're done,” she sent her hands down and wrapped fingers in my belt loops, “please.”

I wish I had earplugs. My tip pressed against her, barely squeezing through to the white- hot, dripping goodness inside.

If it hurt, you wouldn’t have known it by looking at her. Some drives just can't be denied, and Renata was a slave to what her body demanded. “Don't tease me, just do it.”

Like squeezing into skinny jeans three sizes too small, my entire length struggled for each fraction of an inch. By halfway in, I was hurting. “Relax a little bit.”

She tried, looking as nervous as a virgin on prom night. “Don't worry about it, just fuck me anyway.” Her words didn't match her body's reaction one bit.

I put the tip of my thumb over her clit. “If you'd have waited any longer, you'd look like a Barbie doll down there.”

Renata pulled at my belt loops. “If I don't get it, I'll go insane.”

There's not enough lube in the world. I knew how good it would feel, so I wasn't ready to leave it at that. “You're positive?”

“Yes, now!”

I took in as much air as I could. Planting one hand over her belly button, the other clasping a thigh, I reared back a little and then surged forward.

Renata's voice cracked, riding the fine line between pleasure and pain. As it trailed off, I knew the bliss was winning out.

I put both of my hands on her waist, pulling her ass to the absolute edge of the fender. Skin and clear coat rubbed together with a skreent. That was the last thing I'd hear before my ears started ringing.

Even the slightest thrust had her wailing. Renata and I both pulled at each other, our bodies merged into this loud, chaotic mass of friction and the desire to create new life.

Whether it was her relaxing, or my dick tunneling a wider passage, I finally had enough room to start fucking her proper. Every divet and ridge along her walls coaxed me to push harder, grazing against my skin like her cunt was sculpted with me in mind.

“Don't fucking stop!” Renata couldn't get enough of it. Her legs folded around me, the small of my back starting to bruise from the constant pounding of her ankles and heels.

I had her right on the verge, flipping away at her bean and pile-driving my cock. The only problem was, I wasn't anywhere close to coming yet.

Without mercy, I pulled out and broke free of her legs' hold. With two steps back, I had Renata sitting up, looking like she was about to jump me.

“I told you not to stop.” Her voice seethed, bordering on psychotic hatred.

“Easy,” I put my hands in front of me, “there's more than just missionary.”

Renata turned her head toward the windshield. “Fine, but it'd better feel just as good.”

I opened the passenger-side door and got out of her way. “Your choice.”

The way she got on her knees in the seat, hugging the back and presenting her ass... I'm getting wood now just thinking about how she licked the headrest like it was the head of a giant dick.

Throw her in a frat house like this, and she'd flatline the whole bunch. I couldn't resist. Feeling the squeeze come back from her thighs pressing together, I fought to get back to where I belonged.

The bizarre reverberations of her voice against the leather filled the car. As Renata tucked her feet between my legs, she backed herself up. She knew how to give me the ideal platform for driving her mad.

It didn't take long to force her to give up on the headrest. Renata slid down, her breasts on the console, head in the driver's seat.

I rested a forearm on her ass, my free hand snaking around to press her clit between a couple of fingers. It was a strain on my wrist, but damn was it worth it.

A hard, railing jolt of my body had Renata's pleasure back in the stratosphere. I heard her fingers grip against the leather.

The ungodly racket that streamed out of her would have shaken that car by itself. The frame rocked from side to side, in perfect timing with the jarring slams of our bodies.

Renata had gotten plenty, but she had the nerve to beg between screams, “Let me fucking come!”

I responded by ramping up the thrusts and twiddling her clit even harder. The giant surge in my loins was too close to waste on her post-climax. I demanded she labor through it until I called it quits.

Renata's ass quivered and her thighs clenched hard enough to crack a bowling ball. Her entire body joined in as she belted out a shrill, “Fuck!”

The urge to bust and get it over with flooded over me. My mouth dried as sweat began catching in my eyebrows. That twinge in my shaft as it hardened up told me I was about to get paid.

She knew it as well as I did. Renata's screams peaked as she tried rising off her hands.

My head fell back as I gripped my thumbs on her back, the rest of my hands on her sides. As her climax exploded to life, I forced her to keep me inside. Buried to the trunk inside her twitching cunt, I nearly blacked out as the first release spewed forth.

Renata shuddered and let out this noise that verged on being animalistic. Her knees bent, driving her heels into my waist.

I almost hit my head on the roof as I bent down and forward. The smell of car leather and sex blended. For what felt like minutes, I gave my new friend a generous load.

Knowing it could only be measured seconds anyway, I fought to push out one last shot. The feeling of having total victory over Boyce drew a smirk across my face. Of course, finishing off inside a smoking hot redhead had some part to play in that grin.

I let Renata finish and get her senses back. She shook like she hadn't eaten in days, and then chugged a couple of energy drinks for good measure. “You don't know how much I needed that.”

I eased both of us back, only pulling out when I knew her slit was outside my car. Hey, I didn't want that stuff on the upholstery. “You know I gave you more than a hard fucking.”

Renata turned around and leaned her naked back against the paint. “I feel like those years weren't really wasted now. I'd planned on trying for a baby at this age, before I signed my life over to the church.”

“Boyce probably would have taken care of that, eventually.”

She turned her head to the side, looking like she wanted something awful to spit on. “And I'd have probably let the sick bastard do it.”

I got done zipping my pants back up and went for Renata's clothes in the trunk. “So why trust me with that?”

Renata craned her head forward as she twisted her neck to look at me, arms crossed. “You risked yourself to help me, a complete stranger. Besides, there's something about you that makes you easy to trust.”

“You mean the same thing that Boyce has.”

She lifted her shoulders a bit and smiled. “Yeah, I guess you're right.” Nothing about her showed any hint of fear or suspicion. “But at least you're trying to help people. It'd be just as easy for you to use everyone you come across.”

I thought back to the twenty-one Prime Recipients before Elena. “At first I was pretty fucking selfish with it, but I think you can guess who changed that in me.”

“I'm glad she's doing okay. Even when you're mad at someone for betraying what you're devoted to, you still worry about them in the back of your mind.”

I came back around and handed her clothes over. “If you wanna watch something fun, come to our place during the sermon on Sunday.” I thought about telling her exactly what I'd set up, but held my tongue and winked instead. “It'll be worth the time.”


Elena, Callie, and Renata were lined up on the couch, watching the live feed of Boyce's fiery sermon on the TV. I felt like it was a shame I'd let Renata become a paying Recipient, but I didn't have room for a house redhead. Besides, two Queen-types and one bedroom made for enough to handle.

The monologue droned on from the depths of betrayal, on to how only the true believers would find 'salvation.' Narcissistic and self-fellating as ever, you'd think Boyce was the world's whipping boy by the way he put it.

I leaned against the bar as I saw the projected backdrop disappear from the stage. I checked the time on the wall clock. Right on schedule.

Boyce turned around to see portraits of Elena and Callie as Brooke's voice asked, “What became of these two girls, and why did they leave Fellowship Unity?”

He staggered back a couple of steps. Making a cut-throat motion, he turned around and motioned at the AV room high above.

“For that answer, it's time to explore the true motive behind Reverend Boyce's pet project, Camp Purity.” I wished Brooke could have made it, but she wasn't missing the opportunity to do a live story on the raid about to go down. “And beyond that, we have to examine the hidden past of one Sean Ryan, who you may know as Travis Boyce.”

You couldn't deny the military portrait was Boyce, albeit several years younger. Good shit.

“Dishonorably discharged from the United States Army for sexual misconduct in 2011, Sean Ryan...”

And Brooke spared no details. Even the scope of Camp Purity's operation, which I'll be honest and call a forced breeding program, had me in awe. Could you believe the twisted fuck intended on impregnating ninety campers each summer?

We kept watching through to the details of shady financials. Renata filled in the blanks for us, and everything clicked at once: Boyce didn't just want to be fruitful, he intended to use that as a platform to start a foundation to care for the future single mothers he'd create.

I knew the presentation was wrapping up, and I was damn glad I thought of JB Welding the connections. “So why are the numbers so off?”

Renata shrugged. “Money just disappeared. Water was flooding into that sinking ship faster than I could bail it out.”

My phone buzzed on the counter. I checked, seeing Brooke's text. “Elena, turn it to channel seventeen, like, now.”

She had the number dialed in, and we waited for that painful second before newer TV's bother to respond. When it finally did, pure fucking overkill was up on the screen. Several black SUV's and panel trucks screeched through the parking lot of Fellowship Unity.

“Holy fuck.” I couldn't believe it was finally happening. “He's stepped in shit up to his shoulders.”

Renata sat up straight. “I could have ended up in the back of one of those. Good thing they offered immunity in return for testimony, huh?”

“No shit.” I watched as dozens of men in full tactical gear poured out of the vehicles and spread toward the several exits. A full column poured into the main entrance.

Brooke sounded like she didn't know she was on a hot mic. “What's that? From the loading bay?”

The camera spun around to catch a white Suburban tearing through another section of the lot. As it came out from behind a row of parishioners' cars, a bent panel from a rolling door was wrapped around the front bumper.

One of the black Escalades broke from the line, speeding to meet the runaway. As the two met, the black Cadillac clipped the white Chevy in a pit maneuver on the rear fender. In plain sight of the camera, the Suburban hopped a curb and overcorrected.

It rolled onto it's side, and then upside down, sliding on the blacktop. It slammed into the start of another row of cars with a gut-wrenching scroanch.

Glass was everywhere, but a troop of agents swarmed the vehicle. With more barrels than a firing squad pointed at it, two open hands came out the busted driver's side window.

A couple of the men in black rushed over, slinging the MP5's on their backs. They ripped Boyce out of the window, each with a shoulder on his back. They didn't mind at all that his face was right on blacktop on a hot, sunny day, and neither did I.

The agents got up, forcing their perp up with them. It was Boyce alright, his navy blazer torn at the shoulder and barely on him. They marched him off, hands zip-tied behind his back.

I had made my way to right behind the couch without realizing it. “I can't believe it's over.” The past several weeks had felt like a year.

All three on the couch looked back and up at me. Elena's look of stunned relief matched my own. “So we can wash our hands of him?”

I shook my head. “I'm positive you three will have to testify when he goes to trial.” And I wouldn't rule out having to do it myself.

Callie had turned completely around, her hands inches from mine. “What about GeneFactor?”

“I'm sure Janus would deny everything. You know to keep your trap shut about all that, right?”

She nodded. “If you can't do your job, who's paying my tuition?”

“Don't mention it, and if his attorneys bring it up, call it ridiculous.” It was exactly the advice Janus would end up giving later. “Nobody's gonna believe the truth anyway.”

Renata wiped a happy tear from her left eye. “Fraud and money laundering are all they need to take everything from him. After running like that, he won't get out for a long, long time.”

I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath. The thought of not having to watch our backs for once had me beaming. “So who wants to go out and live like normal people for the afternoon?”


The sound of waves and the warm breeze coming through the window should have been relaxing. I took a quick glance into the dark, the light of the moon glittering in a line across the water's surface. Two weeks on this isolated beach in Bermuda suddenly felt like the right choice for the honeymoon.

“Grant, why'd you stop?”

I shifted myself, my cock moving just enough to feel it. “Everything feels, I don't know,” I barely made out the confused look on Elena's face below me, “right.”

“Well, it should. Otherwise, why did we get married?” She thrusted her own hips, the embracing walls of her pussy pleading without words for me to keep going.

I shook it off. “I've got the kind of life men dream of, but it's not a happy feeling.”

Her hands braced against my ribs. Elena wiggled herself, keeping the feeling going. “Well, I know you're not sad.”

“I'm just confused.” I gave her a half-hearted pump. “Like, where do I go from here?”

“Do I have to beg for it?”

I pushed harder, knocking a quick gasp out of her. “Have I ever turned it down, coming from you?”

“Shut up and lie down.” Elena started pushing against me,

I pulled out and rolled over, feeling her weight shift to the center of the king size. Tucking my hands behind my head, I settled in for whatever she had in mind.

The soft touch of her lips on my tip forced my eyes shut. A quick tease of her tongue tasting her own flavor got me going. It was hard not to push her over and start nailing away.

Elena stopped for a moment. “I think you know what you want,” she gave a teasing lick up my shaft, “but you've been in denial so long, you forgot how badly you need it.”

I looked her way, the focus in her eyes coming across even in the dark. “You said you wouldn't.”

“And you promised me, 'after the wedding,' remember?”

That was about a year ago, now, come on! She had me by the balls, or at least the cock. “Can we talk about this?”

Elena sat up on her knees. “We already did, and I've decided my role as your wife.”

“I know you're not the type to nag, but this isn't any better.”

Elena straddled my hips, that hungry cunt sliding against my length. “No, I won't nag, but you do talk about things you need to do a lot.” She eased her entrance against my tip. “And then you never do those things.”

“I don't have the best discipline or memory. You've known that since we met.”

She began riding in earnest, thrusting her hips back to front and running her fingers over her breasts. “If I make you do all those things you come up with and just drop, imagine what all you'll do with your life.”

Most people call it procrastination, but you're getting all personal about it. “As much as I need that-”

Elena had a finger on my lips as she bent down. Her nose barely touched against mine. “You're gonna give me exactly what you promised, and you're not telling me to hold off until later.”

I couldn't speak, even after her finger lifted. Oh hell, I never gave her an order not to go through with this. I should have fucking known.

“And you know what I'm talking about.” Elena nuzzled herself against my ear. “God, it's so hard right now, I know you want it.”

I did, but I hadn't planned on it the very first night in this private hut in paradise. She hadn't stripped control of my body, but my lips were sealed. She knows me a little too well.

“Really, after doing it so many times for other people,” Elena started wiggling in random directions, “you can't expect me to wait forever.”

I put my hands on her thighs, hoping I'd get her to do it a little faster. Watching her tease like this had all the necessary parts snapping into place. I've got enough money now that I'll never have to stress about providing what the kid wants, anyway.

“You know what I'm talking about, don't you?” She ramped it up, even harder than I'd hoped for.

A baby, I fucking get it. Do your thing already.

Elena had her arms wrapped around her head, moaning with that tone that, well, it just does things to me. “You're gonna give it all to me,” she let out a quick scream and dropped her hands to my chest, “just because you love me.”

The shaved wonderland had my cock in a perfect hold. I put my hands on top of hers, tensing my ass just to get that tiny bit deeper.

Elena started orbiting her waist, knowing it was like a cheat code to speed things up. “I'll tell you what I want, but you have to promise to give it to me.”

I was amazed at the focus she could put on talking, as hot as her skin felt. That slight clench in her walls confirmed how close I knew she was getting.

Her head shot forward, a giggle mixed in with the whimpering. “I want to have your B-A-B...” A hard moan interrupted as her fingertips pulled against the skin on my pecs. “...I-E-S!”

I agreed to one for now, fuck! The thought of trying to hold back shot out of my mind as fast as it had shot into it. It'd be a shame to only come inside her once, though.

“That's it!” Elena was almost horizontal, making sure her clit rubbed into me. “Fucking come with me!”

I rushed past the point where I'd pull out. My teeth gritted and my legs straightened out.

Hot breath lapped at my neck. Elena wailed into my skin and gripped her thighs tight.

I felt my head go fuzzy, thoughts devolving into feelings and urges. Most of them faded into nothing. The only want left was giving Elena what she had waited so patiently for.

She jolted her body up, but her face never left my neck. “That's it, I'm coming!” Elena's cunt snapped tight and released, one round of alternating tension after another.

If I could have, I'd have grunted loud enough to call it a growl. A massive release of cum fountained out. My entire body felt like it wanted to keep going until I was hollow.

Elena pumped one last time, planting herself as hard as she could. She had me against her furthest reach, greedy for every last drip.

The strange thing about finishing inside a very familiar pussy for the first time, is that it's actually better than coming inside a new one. Especially considering how hard she had begged for it early and how much I had teased about it, it had to be the most memorable orgasm of our lives.

The dark came back into focus as well as darkness can. I knew I was only on my third burst, the long pauses and pulses dragging out like I hadn't came in months. After later study, Janus passed along how that's another power Queen-Types have over men. Personally, I think most of it was just wanting it so fucking bad.

Elena tried to hug close through her aftershocks. I knew creating this moment had been in the back of her head at all times, gradually driving her beyond baby-crazy.

It was too much for her pussy to keep in. A warm line crept down as she inched up. Still shivering, Elena gave up and came back down.

I felt my lips and throat start to cooperate again. “I'm proud of you for holding back that long. I thought I was a goner on our wedding night.”

Elena relaxed a little. “I know you wanted to that night.” She moved her lips up my jaw. “Every time, even when we first met, it killed you inside a little not to.”

She was right. But if I had given in the first time, would we have gotten to this point? “You're glad I waited, though.”

She finally had the willpower and strength to get off of me, but didn't. Elena rolled her hips again, overloading me with that just-finished sensitivity. “Thank you.”

“Now, of all times, you're thanking me?”

“It's not just giving me a baby.” She finally had her mouth at my ear. “I always knew it, but you just proved something to me.”

I draped my arms around her, resting one hand on hers. The generous stones of her ring had been a favorite thing for me to play with ever since the engagement. “If I proved I love you, I hope you thought that before now.”

“No.” She snuggled tighter, warming me better than a steaming bath. “You proved that I'm your special person, just by saving me for the right moment.”

You chose the time, not me. “Is it everything you wanted?”

I knew she was grinning, even though I couldn't see her face. Elena ran a finger down my waist. “You're giving me that as much as you can these whole two weeks.”

“You know, it only takes once.” It's the absolute truth. More than a three dozen deposits of ten grand in my account proved it.

Elena gave me a quick swish of her hips. “But now that we don't have to worry about preventing it, why would we?”

“Fair point.” My pelvis is gonna be shattered before we leave. It's exactly why, when I close my eyes and think of my fantasy girl, it's her with not a damn thing changed.

“But I've got one condition.”

I jerked a little. “Yeah?”

“Until we have to stop, I want you saving some for me when you get home every night.”

I could think of a better deal. “And every morning. I can't think of a better motivation to wake up.”

“Well, now that Callie's gone to college, I've got you all to myself at home.”

If we both didn't believe so much in my work, I'd have been content living off what we already had. She was more than enough to keep any man happy, even if he was used to getting any woman he wanted.

I hugged her tight, knowing I'd found the missing part that had me so distracted I couldn't concentrate on sex.

Elena returned the gesture, holding onto it for dear life. “Grant, you just said more than you ever have, without saying a word.”


BIMBO TOUR: FIRST LAYOVER

The sudden darkness woke me up. Rows of gray pillars crept by the window and then drifted further away as the train switched tracks. The bowels of Chicago's Union Station were outright industrial, with rare bits of color saved for warning lights and signals.

We were on the run, kinda, but I knew GeneFactor had sent me here to do a job. With almost three million people and no telling how many tourists, Prime Recipients wouldn't be in short supply. Plus, it wouldn't hurt Elena to broaden her perspective on the world.

Businessmen and women mixed with the common rabble on the platform as I felt Elena lift her head off my shoulder. Even if it was a new world to us, several hundred miles between us and Reverend Boyce made Chicago feel more like the safety of home than where we had come from. At least we had the means to live comfortably here.

“I guess we're here?” she asked before yawning and rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

The train eased to a complete stop. “I guess. It's morning already, I think.” I stood up and looked behind me. The inside of the train car reminded me of an airplane as people started grabbing luggage from the overheads. We only had two rolling suitcases between us, ourselves.

“So what's the plan?”

I looked down at Elena and shrugged as the old man seated in front of us made a bolt for the exit. The yellow mustache and beard around his mouth stood out against the white hair on his cheeks. He couldn't wait to get out and express that religious devotion to his cigarettes.

We brought our luggage down and started rolling down the aisle. I started browsing through my booking app, trying to find a decent place to stay for a week. If I can't flush out some paying work in a city this big, I'm fucking something up.

I had already reserved our room by the time we hit the escalator. More than two grand for seven nights downtown felt like a bargain. It was the open-air bar and view of the Chicago River that sold me on the place. And I knew I'd be spending the remainder of that ten-thousand Janus had loaned me by the time we'd leave.

The great hall of Union Station opened up as we got up to ground level. Elena stared in wonder, probably never having seen such a grand place outside of a church. “Is the whole city like this, Grant?”

“Hell if I know, it's my first time here.” I placed a hand on the small of her back and added, “Come on, I've got us a place.”

“I'd always heard bad things about this city.” The awe in her face countered the worry. “Was it all a bunch of lies?”

The marble floor and limestone columns shined under the gigantic skylight. “As long as we stay away from the south side, I think we'll be alright.” Great food, museums, and running the risk of getting shot in certain areas was all I did know about the place.

We got outside and started down West Adams Street, walking against the one way traffic. The noise of rush hour and construction was almost too much for me. We crossed Adams and followed Canal Street north for a couple of block before the suitcases started to wear on us.

“Shit, we've still got a mile to go.” I put and arm out and stopped Elena in her tracks. “Let's call a ride and get checked in.”

Elena crossed her wrists as she held onto her suitcase. The way she barely hid herself in that white, low-cut blouse and tiny khaki skirt made me want to get in our room and her out of those clothes. Those strappy heels probably didn't make the walk pleasant either. She nodded and smiled, still having her mind blown with every sight.

I tapped a few icons on my phone and saw the marker for our ride coming up Canal Street behind us. “It's just about here already, come on.”


We had already wrecked the bed, walked through Lake Shore East Park, and then tortured the mattress again before daylight faded. The way the headboard of the king size bed separated the modest living area like a half-wall was a nice touch, and I'm sure we'd given at least one resident of the condos across the river one hell of a show.

I lied on my back and rested the back of my head on my arms. “How about we get dressed and hit that bar downstairs?”

Elena curled up next to me and ran her hand down my chest. “You know I'm not old enough, and I don't have any ID anyways.”

Shit, forgot about that. Fucking a nineteen-year-old can have its drawbacks. “If I throw a big enough bill in the tip jar, I'm sure the bartender won't care.”

“Grant, I've never had alcohol before.” The curiosity in her eyes almost looked guilty. “Are you sure it's alright?”

“It won't kill you.” Seeing what I could get her to do drunk had crossed my mind before. “I think if you try it, you might like it.”

She grinned and snuggled closer. “You let me get away with so much.”

I knew I was responsible for her after tearing out that ridiculous moral compass she had followed. “Beside, I've got a job to do, and the bar seems like a good place to drum up some business.”

“So that's what you had in mind.” Elena gave me a playful slap on the cheek. “Get me all loose and willing to help you.”

“You're not turning it down.”

She giggled and drifted her fingers inside my boxers. “If you get drunk, you might give me what I really want.”

If that's the game she wants to play, fine. I leaned up before she could get me rock hard again. “Come on, we've only got so much money left.”


Slow jazz, steel girders, and suspended mood lighting gave the place a more serious tone than it deserved. I had let Elena get through three blue Hawaiians already, with her fourth on the way. The prospects for Prime Recipients hadn't been as good as I had hoped, but it was the early drinking crowd in a hotel bar.

Our waiter was taking his sweet time, even with the fifty I'd shoved in his jacket pocket. The anemic little pizza wasn't what I expected out of Chicago, either. All told, I was about ready to get one strong drink to cap it off and call the night a loss.

I looked at Elena, the tip of her nose getting pink from the booze. I watched her shake her empty glass as I said, “I normally don't call it a day this early, but I think I'm about ready to head back up.”

“I'm having a good time.” She ran a foot up my shin and looked to the side. “I think our waiter gave up the ghost.”

“Well, of course.” I tossed my head back and leaned against my chair. “He's got his tip already.”

“No,” she put a hand on my arm, “look.”

I did, and the head of my cock almost exploded. Our waiter was gone, but his replacement already had Elena's next drink in hand. Fuck me, she's nice. She was one of those rare, porcelain-skinned redheads.

The new target of my obsession placed the glass in front of Elena. “Anything else?”

I tried not to stare, seeing everything I needed to under the vest and black pants. “A tall Guinness and a shot of Jameson for me.”

“St. Paddy's day was a couple of months ago.” She smiled and took the empties off our table. “But that's always a good choice.”

“Irish?” I looked at her, hoping like hell I'd chanced on something exotic with that deadly combination of red hair, flawless skin, and green eyes.

“No, but that's a good tipping holiday for me.” She spun around with the drink tray before adding, “They'll be right up.”

I looked at Elena. She already knew what I had in mind. “Really, Grant?”

“What?” I couldn't figure out why she'd take issue with it.

“I know you took me away really fast,” she pulled her drink almost to her lips, “but fifteen seconds is all you need to decide?”

“I didn't even need that much time to decide on you.”

The first sip went down Elena's throat. Her eyes were already half-glassy. “Lust at first sight, I guess.”

“You called it that, not me.”


Lydia Patten was her name. Over the course of a few more rounds, Elena and I had learned she was from a small town in southern Ohio, taking jobs at bars because the money was far better with her looks than any office job she could wrangle. At the very least, she had pointed out several places in the city to check out.

It finally came time to settle the tab. Midnight had already passed, and the bar had less than an hour to closing time. Lydia was making her way through her tables as we finished the last of our drinks. I'd made Elena take it slow for the past while, but her cheeks were still flushed.

A loud pop went off right next me. I turned and saw a guy in a suit, seven or eight sheets to the wind, draw his hand back from Lydia's ass. “Come on,” he slurred, “what's the problem?”

“Piss off.” She turned and got back to us, the groper still leering at her backside. “Fucking asshole.”

I put another fifty on the table and took the bill. “You know, I could take care of him for you.”

Lydia cocked an eyebrow. “How?”

I handed her enough cash to settle the tab and said, “Just watch.”

The feeling of wickedness came over me as I stood up. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. The drunkard looked up at me as I stood over his table. “Yo.”

“The fuck do you want?” He reeked of whiskey.

I focused on his will, the alcohol in his system making the guy easier than he should have been to influence. “Tip her everything in your wallet and go the fuck to sleep.”

He reached around to his back pocket. “Kiss my ass, buddy.” He laid a modest stack of hundreds on the table. “That shit ain't shit.”

I rolled my eyes and turned around. Elena and Lydia stared at me as I heard the guy stumble off. I thought about adding some extra orders to run naked down the street and take a dive on whatever meeting had called him to Chicago, but that damage was enough.

“Did you really just do that?” Lydia had edged close to Elena. “That dumbass has been giving me problems for the past couple of nights.”

“It's easy to trick a drunk.” I didn't plan on revealing exactly how I had forced the guy into doing what he did. “Make them think it's a good idea, and they do it.”

She took the bill and smiled. “I'll be right back.”

Elena put a hand on my shoulder and whispered, her breath hot on my ear. “You know, you could talk me into things right now.” At least she was fun when she was drunk.

“I think you'd like some time with our new friend.”

“You mean you would like me to mess around with her.” Her voice trailed off for a few seconds before Elena added, “And then you'll give her what I want.”

I shrugged and let her know the drill. “You got it.”

Her teeth pinched against my earlobe. “Let me have it, just this once, please?”

The way she always begged for it was like a soundtrack to my life for the past week. “You know I can't.” Hell, I barely caught myself in time earlier that afternoon, nearly busting at balls-deep inside her. Pulling out like that hurt my soul every time.

Elena whined and leaned back as Lydia got back to us. “You always say that.”

“I got ten percent off for you.” The tip and handling Lydia's biggest problem for the night made the discount feel small, but there's only so much she could have done. “You two staying here for very long?”

“A week, but who knows where we're going after this.” I put our room number on the bottom of the receipt. I actually felt pressure behind my eyes this time. “Knock on this door when you get off.”

She smiled and said, “I guess I can.” As Lydia walked off for the final time, she added, “But don't expect anything like that guy did.”

I don't expect it. I know it's mine already.


Elena had already lost her patience. Still riding the wave of alcohol in her system, it was a fight to keep her off of me and her clothes on. I was about to give in when the alarm clock next to the bed rolled around to half-past-one.

Two delicate knocks tapped out from the door. I left Elena frustrated on the side of the bed, pouting away. Sure enough, Lydia was standing on the other side of the peephole, nervous with one hand gripping an upper arm.

I opened the door and said, “Come on in.”

She entered. “The upper floor suites are nicer than I thought.”

I guess she's never had a one-night-stand here before. “The view's great. I didn't think Lake Michigan was this close until I got up here.”

“So,” she looked at Elena, “you think she'll be alright?” Lydia and I got out of the narrow entrance between the closet and bathroom. “She's a lightweight if I've ever seen one.”

Ego sum alpha. “She's just jealous.” Et genua parere. “You had to know why I gave you our room number.”

Lydia crashed her rear on the bed, right next to Elena. “You're right,” I watched her brush her fingers against Elena's thigh, “but I didn't think you'd let her stray that easily.”

The fuck? “You mean...” It was enough to get my juices rolling. “Wow.”

“You don't make much in tips if all the guys know.”

At least thirty Prime Recipients so far, and not one lipstick lesbian, until now. “Well,” I looked back at Elena, “what do you think?”

It wouldn't have been her first experience with other women, but the idea still shook that religious foundation in the back of her mind. Lydia had already moved her fingers under the hem of Elena's skirt. “Grant, does she really want me instead of you?”

“I'm alright with it if you are.” I still planned on getting what I wanted, but the pure confusion in her face mixed with those lowered inhibitions in a deadly cocktail. “Go ahead and let her show you a good time.”

Lydia didn't waste any time. She mounted Elena's lap and brushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders. I watched her rip that vest off her own shoulders as their lips met.

I took a seat in the reading chair off to the side. Settling in for a show, I reared back and propped one foot on a knee. By the time I had a thumb and two fingers supporting my jaw, Lydia's white dress shirt had joined the vest on the floor.

Elena broke away and lied back. Her arms draped over Lydia's shoulders and invited her the rest of the way down. Something about her still seemed nervous, but she knew exactly what it would take to make me happy.

Lydia broke up the embrace and stood up. As she slid her pants down, the full glory of her figure hit me like a rockslide. Her narrow waist led to ample breasts up top, and spectacularly fertile hips below. I wasn't expecting the pink and the bows, but she was all girly and all about the girls.

She dove back down, both of them wrapping around each other like slap bracelets. Elena let her dress slide up her body, gradually making its way up her shoulders. Lydia pulled it off of her and threw it my way, landing right before my feet.

They rolled to the center of the bed. I had a full view as Elena slid her panties down her thighs. My pants got tighter as Lydia let her own do the same, then moved to unhook her bra.

“The poor thing's nervous.” Lydia's smiled as she loomed over Elena. “See?”

I leaned forward and planted my feet. My elbows rested on my knees. “I'm sure you could calm her down.”

She slid down Elena's torso, stopping about midway and cupping breasts in both hands. “She's so soft.”

“Don't let her fool you.” I watched Elena close her eyes and part her lips. “She can hurt a man in bed.”

“But could she hurt a woman?” Lydia inched even further down.

“At this rate, we might never know.”

Our new friend let out a giggle and slid between Elena's thighs. Her feet hung off the end of the king size. The way Lydia's ass went up as her tongue got to work begged for me to come over.

Elena was already tearing at the sheets, rolling her head left and right. Her knees went up in a sudden jerk. By the time her ass had lifted again, I knew it was almost over for her.

Lydia kept going, forcing Elena's hips back down with both hands. Her lack of mercy was admirable, going straight for the goal instead of lingering on the build-up.

“Fuck!” Elena tensed all at once. Her skin blushed all over and her toes curled, gripping the sheets. She was ready to break, drawn up like a knot at the breaking point.

I marveled at the sight, wishing I'd thought to record this one to send Boyce's way as well.

It all came to a rapid head as Elena's entire body shook. Her hands went down to Lydia's copper hair, gripping and pushing her tighter between her legs. The full force of the climax rattled her bones exactly as much as it had my brain.

Her eyes finally opened as Elena turned her head to look at me. She had taken one of Lydia's hands in her own. A relieved smiled drew across her face.

“You look like you had fun.”

Elena closed her eyes again as Lydia set right back to it. She tried speaking, but her new friend wasn't letting it happen. Something about the two together made it seem like they were made for each other.

I would have been content to keep watching, but I knew this was all for one real purpose. I stepped over to the corner our luggage wound up in. Unzipping the front pocket of my own, I pulled out the bottle I was after.

Lydia hadn't bothered paying me any attention. She had Elena well on the way to another orgasm by the time I was behind her. The way her cunt peeked from between her thighs begged me to join in.

The bottle of lube fell on the bed as I clasped my palms around Lydia's ass. I felt the tension rise up in her, but it didn't interrupt her work on Elena. A quick slap finally got her attention.

She tore herself away from my whimpering blonde. “The fuck are you doing?”

Ego sum alpha. “You want it.” Et genua parere. “Just keep going and I'll take care of everything.”

Lydia barely smiled and pushed her ass a little higher. The silky texture between her legs slid along my fingers, already wet and ready to go. Her entrance defied any attempt at slipping inside, tight and neglected by male anatomy.

I slid off my belt and pulled my zipper down. A generous squirt of lube felt like it would have been enough. As I drew close, I knew she'd be squealing like Elena within seconds.

The poor thing didn't get any warning. Her walls fought back, seizing against my cock like a Chinese finger trap. Lydia moaned as I crept deeper, her waist going down until both breasts were on the bed.

I took hold of Elena's ankles, rocking her and Lydia both. They were a moaning, tangled mess already. I drew back and thrust hard, feeling the wonder inside Lydia like no other man could get permission to.

Elena jolted like she had gone hysterical. Her voice flooded my ears. The way her knuckles had gone white in Lydia's hair told me she was tipping over the edge again.

With one foot up on the mattress, I forced Lydia to let my blonde come. Pushing through her heat and crashing hard against her ass, I felt like she needed punishment. It was a fucking like I hated her, and I didn't even know why.

She began screaming herself, one hand replacing Elena's on the back of her head. The other shot between her legs, pushing herself to catch up and finish already.

I wasn't stopping her. When Lydia's feet lifted and curled, I knew she had seconds left.

Her throat tensed as I bent over and wrapped my fingers around it. Her head reeled back as I took her hair like reigns in the other. One way or another, I was wearing this girl the fuck out.

Elena had slid back up toward the headboard, staring in awe and jealousy. She had started playing with herself, begging me to drop our new friend and give her the treatment. She knew what it did to me, and exactly how brutal she could make it.

Lydia's cunt burst with a fit of contractions. Her fingers worked against her pearl, finally stopping as her hips jerked. Her head dropped as I let go, gasping and crying into the comforter.

I pulled out and watched her suffer the same overload of pleasure she'd put Elena through. Even a moment of dick had set Lydia off like a mortar, and I knew she wanted more. But I couldn't help turning up the game a notch or seven.

“Elena,” I started unbuttoning my shirt, “you think you want it more than her?”

Her eyes lit up and she almost screamed like I was a boy band. Elena scrambled to crawl toward me, ignoring the shaking pile of Lydia beside her. She was on her knees, looking up to me like I was a deity brought to life.

My pants dropped. The elastic of my boxers stretched as Elena worked on getting them down. My plan to get a former church virgin and now ex-lesbian fighting over me had set in motion.

Lydia finally rolled onto her side. She grinned like I had just told her an old enemy died. “Does she really want it that bad?”

I focused my intent. “You want it even worse.”

“Hmm,” her eyes were almost cat-like, “do you really think so?”

“Not really.” I felt the warmth of Elena's mouth wrap around my cock. I caressed behind her ear, letting her know I was pleased. “You're not showing it at all.”

Lydia's smile vanished.

“In fact...” I fought to keep my eyes open and my face straight. Elena had gotten that damn good. “She'll get it if you don't.”

Elena took me all the way in and shook her head. Backing off in an instant, she wrapped her fingers around my base. “Grant,” she looked up at me like a child begging for a puppy, “you know it's all I want.”

“See?”

Lydia was already working on standing. “You can have her any time. Why not me, right here and now?”

Elena was trying to pull me down on top of her. I stood firm and watched Lydia take the belt from my pants. “Then make me want to.” I let Elena win, easing over her and sliding my dick right inside her pussy.

Her legs wrapped tight. Breath like steam hit my ear as Elena whispered, “Don't stop until you fucking come inside me.” A few thrusts was all it took to have her wailing.

I should. In fact, I had convinced myself that this would be the time. My hips pumped with one goal, grinding the length of my shaft against Elena's sheer perfection. She had more than earned it.

Cold leather tensed against my throat. I couldn't resist the pull, lifting off of Elena against my will. I grabbed at the belt and knew Lydia finally meant business.

“I'm sorry, but you can't have it this time.” The tight leather finally released. Lydia crawled onto the bed in front of me, her new weapon still in hand. “Hold still, or it's gonna hurt.”

Now I had reason to want Lydia punished, but I couldn't bring myself to stop her. Elena stared up as Lydia crept both knees next to her ribs. “But—”

Lydia shot a hand down, gripping Elena's cheeks and contorting her mouth. “Shut up and roll over.”

Elena mumbled something unintelligible.

“No, it's mine.” Lydia let go of her mouth. “Put your hands up.”

Holy shit. I didn't mind watching Elena get dominated like this at all. I feel bad for her, but damn this is golden.

Elena finally got bratty. “Grant!” She wiggled in place, trying her damnedest to get away before Lydia could restrain her arms. “It's my turn.”

“Well, you need to prove you want it more than her.”

Lydia had already secured the belt in a loop, tucking the end inside a couple of times to keep it tight. That's when got up and jerked Elena onto her feet. She looked around for a moment, finally settling her gaze on the corner of the bed. “On your knees.”

Elena wasn't the type to really fight back against this sort of thing. She did exactly as ordered, looking up at me like I was supposed to help.

The pink bra on the floor got picked up, wrapping around the belt and getting tied to the right leg at the foot of the bed. Lydia then forced Elena's own tiny panties in her mouth. “You'll fucking watch.”

I knew I'd owe Elena an insane amount of pampering after this was over, but Lydia was just aggressive enough to get me foaming over. Whether she actually wanted it more than Elena, I wasn't sure. All I needed to know was she had won and was already lying back on the bed, one of her thighs draped over Elena's shoulder.

She's asking for the same kind of treatment. I towered over both of them, my dick throbbing at the open invitation to just run with it. No, she's begging for it.

Completely ignoring Elena's attempt at protest, I dove right on top of Lydia. She guided me in, her hands on my ass, pulling me deep and then motioning for me to start thrusting hard. The whimpers started immediately.

“God, he's loving it.” She ran her hands up to my head and through my hair as she let out an evil little giggle. “You know it's killing you.”

Elena sobbed at my side. She couldn't help watching. Something about it finally made me snap.

I forced my hand against Lydia's throat and leaned up. “You,” I clenched my fingers enough to get the point across, “stay right fucking there.”

She tried to speak, but the only thing that changed was the redness of her face. Lydia still wasn't fighting back, but I had plans to change that. To make her question whether she actually wanted it.

The suitcase beckoned again. I left them both and had the front pocket open again. It wasn't ideal, but the charging cord for my laptop would do.

Lydia was still obeying when I got back. She didn't know it yet, but I saw it as a perfect teachable moment for Elena. Of course, Lydia would be the unfortunate test dummy.

“Do you know what I want?” I made sure my stare drove the point home. “Put your hands out.”

She watched my face as the cord wrapped around her wrists. So far, she seemed to want it too.

“Well?”

“I don't know what you mean.”

The cord tightened as I made a quick knot. “You will,” I looked over at Elena and stepped her way, “and she'll help get the point across.” I started undoing the belt around Elena's arms and pulled the sopping wet panties out of her mouth.

Elena was all smiles and sunshine as she stood up. “I thought you were gonna let her be mean to me.” She rubbed at the broad ligature marks on her forearms.

“No, I think you had enough already.”

Lydia kept looking at us, the confusion fading into a realization. “So hurry up and fuck me.”

“Oh I will,” I gave Elena a quick tap on the small of her back, “but why don't you explain to her how this works.”

She already knew her goal would end up in Lydia. “I guess I know what happens.”

“Then fucking tell me!”

I gave Elena a slight push, forcing her to crawl on the bed and snuggle behind Lydia, her arms draping over our guest's shoulders. I couldn't hear it, but one whisper from Elena is all it took.

“There's no way you're serious.” Lydia wasn't exactly fighting against the cord or Elena's embrace. The hesitation in her face, though, told me her heart was beating out of her chest.

“He's serious,” Elena nuzzled their cheeks together, “but it should have been me this time.”

Is she happy to help now? I caught myself staring at Elena. I've totally broken and twisted this girl.

She wasn't done yet. “But you know what?” Elena's hands gripped onto Elena's breasts. “I know if I make him happy enough, he'll have to give it to me someday.” She looked up at me, the pure devotion in her face bordering on creepy.

Lydia finally let it sink in. “What did you do to her?”

“I saved her,” my eyes couldn't stay focused on them, “I think.”

“Grant,” Elena leaned back, pulling Lydia with her, “stop talking and get to it.”

The way Lydia's cunt begged me to return was too much to fight. Something about Elena's rush to get the ball rolling again had rubbed off on me. Why, however, wouldn't dawn on me for a while still.

My shaft was ready, every beat of my pulse surging through it. I put one knee on the bed and bent over Lydia. The lump going down her throat almost made me laugh at her.

Right as I had my tip poised against her entrance, Lydia made her thoughts known. “I don't even think I want a baby.”

Elena hugged her tighter from behind. “Of course you do. He wouldn't have chosen you otherwise.”

Lydia's concern melted away. “You might be right.” Her legs spread, welcoming me back.

Wait, Elena did that? I crashed myself forward, bracing myself up, the tip of my dick mere inches from the goal. Janus either wants to know about this, or he's got some explaining to do if he knows about this.

Both of them looked at me, begging for the job to get done. The way Lydia tucked her lower lip under her front teeth combined with Elena's smile to set my surplus of hormones boiling over.

I dove back in, sliding myself to Lydia's furthest reaches. My skin met with her wetness, giving me everything I needed to finish in seconds. But something didn't feel kosher.

They both looked up at me with gratitude in their eyes. Elena hugged against her new friend while Lydia closed her eyes and turned her head to the side. It was like giving the gift to one would satisfy both.

I slipped back, almost pulling out. What the hell happened to Elena? The draw of thrusting back, deep as I could get, was too much to resist. Is this a new normal for her, like she's just compensating for the wait?

“Grant,” Elena's voice shocked me out of it, “you should look happier.”

I shook my head and ignored the thoughts gnawing at the back of my brain. Whether the situation was odd or not, I still needed to score a payday. “It's nothing.”

Lydia's fingers gripped my waist. “Shut up and fuck me, then.”

All of my girth filled her to the brim. I shook my head and soldiered past my thoughts. Never over-analyze sex, fellers.

Elena bent over and nipped at Lydia's earlobe. I heard her whisper, “It makes you so happy, doesn't it?”

The corners of Lydia's mouth shot upward as her head rocked to the other side. A twitch inside her prodded me on, knowing she truly wanted whatever Elena told her she wanted.

That's it, something from Patrem Delta's rubbed off on her. Mid-thrust, I almost lost the thought to count my pills later. It's not like I was stopping now.

What energy I had left hardened into pure desire. Lydia's cunt pulsed harder with every passing second, as if Elena had given it a direct order. Whatever it was, the way her walls caressed and teased at my shaft had directed me toward the destination like a GPS.

One hard rock of my body set Lydia off. Her eyes opened as she looked right at me. As she tangled her fingers behind my neck, she begged, “Please, come for me!”

It was beyond me to turn her down. Profit-motive, Elena's new trick, and my biology mixed together and then reacted in my brain. The ultimate in pleasure was guaranteed, and all I had to do was keep doing what felt right and wrong at the same time.

Lydia tried hugging against my body with all four limbs. Her thighs tensed against my hips. She made me inch down, forcing her ass back against the bed.

The rest of the world dispersed like a clearing fog as I focused only on the feeling of my dick and Elena's satisfied look. When I finally closed my eyes, it was like Elena was screaming and whimpering beneath me. I knew better, and if I gave in by trading partners, it was all for nothing.

Lydia snapped without warning. Every part of her tensed up at once, her body springing like a trap around me. She pulled me deep, fingernails digging into my neck and shoulders.

I fought to keep going in and out. Giving in and letting her body do the rest of the work would have done the same thing, but my own instincts ordered me to keep ramming myself home. It all came to a head as I felt the twinge beneath my shaft.

She gripped harder, forcing me to drop completely. It was like a gift, letting me feel everything from a different, better angle.

That was all it took. The sudden rush between my legs bowed me forward, driving my face into Lydia's neck. Her voice reverberated through her body as she closed tight.

I shuddered and felt the first rope explode from my cock. My world shrank further, collapsing into the feeling of release. Nothing existed in my head, other than the pure bliss of my second release.

Sweat-drenched and burning hot, Lydia shuddered around me like the San Andreas. Her pussy went from wet and ready, all the way to slick and fulfilled as my third and fourth jetted out. The gratitude in her moaning tempted a few more out of me, draining all I had.

The last thing I remember before collapsing was Elena and Lydia's hands on my back. I knew I had done well for both of them. As my eyes opened for a brief moment to see the angelic look of pure thanks, I knew Lydia's greatest unknown desire had just been granted.


An alarm I hadn't set jarred me out of sleep. I mashed at the snooze button and felt a piece of paper on the nightstand. The window being on the north side of the hotel, I couldn't tell exactly what time of morning it was.

I fumbled for the paper and tried staring at it through the fog of sleep. It took me a minute to realize it was a note from Elena. She had gone out by herself to find my next Prime Recipient.

“Fucking hell,” I rose up and planted my hands on the pillows behind me. “What was that last night?”

The shift from jealous to generous since we had arrived in Chicago wasn't anything I could explain without an outside influence. I got all the way up and got into the bathroom. My bottle of Patrem Delta was exactly where I had left it after taking yesterday's dose.

I finished counting and gulped down today's pill. They're all there, so I know she's not sneaking any. Besides, I was sure Elena was still naive enough to think too much Aspirin would get you high.

Looking myself in the mirror, the physical changes from the treatment had slowed down, but it's not like they had much more to do. Washboard abs, an aura of outright health, and a confidence in my eyes that never went away had already been there for weeks. The changes underneath the hood, though, still hadn't been fully explained to me.

“That asshole's got some explaining to do.” I got right back to the nightstand, noticing Elena had plugged my phone in before tucking me in. I knew she had, because I was outright spent, not even remembering pulling out of Lydia.

I browsed my contacts for Dr. Rickard's number. It only rang twice before he answered.

“Yeah, Grant?”

“Listen, something's gotten weird with Elena.”

“Such as?”

I pinched my forehead, wondering if I should thank Janus or give him a dog-cussing. “She's doing some of my work for me now,” I wondered if my next part was accurate or not, “of her own free-will.”

The sigh on the other end of the line should have warned me. “If I told you this wasn't her first time under that sort of control, would you believe me?”

How? “No.”

“Well, we've had other test subjects before you. That's all I can say right now.”

“Wait,” I knew it was possible, but the puzzle pieces I had didn't fit together, “she was a virgin when I met her.”

“Not anymore,” his Aussie accent got thicker, “did I peg that'n right?” The sound of a filing cabinet opening rumbled from his end. “It definitely gives us some new data to work over.”

“The hell do you mean?”

“Grant, Travis Boyce wasn't that man's real name.”

“Sean Ryan. I know.”

I couldn't tell if it was frustration or relief on Janus' end. “Shoulda figured you'd find out after you sent a form on that reporter.” He paused for a second before asking, “So what else did you find out?”

“He got kicked out of the Army for sexual misconduct, and there's some funny business with the donation plate.”

“That's only scratching the surface, but I'm sure you can figure something else out with that information.”

Yeah, I'm not that dense. “He was one of those earlier test subjects.”

“Ten years ago, when we were just figuring out the components of Patrem Delta,” his voice trailed off for a moment, “the early trials had setbacks.”             

“Hopefully you got the bugs worked out since then.” I hadn't turned into a sociopath yet, so there's to hoping it wouldn't happen later.

“When his trial failed and came to an end, Sean went off the rails and disappeared. I only found out his history after years of trying to find him.”

“As in, Patrem Delta drove him mad.”

“Patrem Alpha, actually. You're on the fourth version. Stronger in some ways, but we were far more cautious in the formula.” Janus laughed to himself and added, “Don't worry, Alpha was the only one that turned men into psychos.”

“Good to know, but how many were on Alpha?”

“Just Sean Ryan. We almost shuttered the whole program after him.”

“Anything else you need to tell me?” I cut back in before he could respond. “Like what's happened to Elena.”

Janus hesitated. “It's something we don't fully understand yet,” he paused again, “but we first noticed it when we caught up to Ryan. She's exhibiting the same behavior with you as she did with him.”

“No way she got other women for him.”

“You're right on that, but she was just as obedient to what he wanted as she is to your wishes now.”

At least I didn't turn her into some pull-string doll that only recites Bible quotes. “So what was his goal with her?”

“I don't know. Haven't talked to the man myself in a decade.”

“Right,” I knew I still had Brooke as a source, “I think I've got a lead of my own.”

“Careful with that reporter, mate.”

With that, Janus hung up. I pulled the phone away and stared at it, wondering what about Patrem Alpha made Boyce a psychopath, and exactly what all of this meant for Elena.


BIM-BOAT 2

Holly was driving me mad, but in the best way possible. She'd remained just as insatiable for the past week. I was the one turning down sex now.

She grabbed my arm before I could get out the door. “But I need it!”

I was still exhausted from doing her twice that afternoon, already. “Play with your toys or something.” You really did have to handle her like a kid throwing a tantrum after her changes.

Holly let go, crossing her arms and pouting. “Well, Tara's coming over to talk about her lesson plan for the school year. Maybe she'll wanna mess around.”

Fuck. “You're her teacher's aide, so that kinda makes her your boss. Don't go fucking your job up.”

“Well,” she stepped back, “when you get home after work, your ass is mine.”

Son of a bitch, I couldn't catch a break with her. “Fine, but no funny business while I'm working.”

“You know, it's your fault I'm like this.” I'd already explained what I'd done to her with the Feminol, which only made her hornier than ever. “You break me, you buy me.”

“Trust me, I'm making payments several times a day, already.” I slid the door shut and got off the front deck as fast as I could. I was on the verge of running late anyway.


Joe wasn't working that evening, and the bar was as dead as the restaurant. Everyone knew why, but we all tried to pretend nothing was happening. Something about banning concealed weapons on the premises sets loons right off.

Harvey walked in, bald and plump as ever. “So, Holly still giving you trouble?” He started with small talk, which always meant he was about to ask a favor.

“A different kind, but yeah.”

“Such as?”

I'd worked for him long enough to share details. “She's turned into a nymphomaniac, which was great at first.” I leaned a little closer to him against the bar. “No joke, I thought I was gonna get raped a couple of times in the past week.”

“I don't know if it's possible for a little, blonde thing like her to get turned down. Better keep her satisfied so she won't go hounding someone else.”

“Maybe.” Holly craved dick like an addict, but lucky for me, mine was the only one she wanted. “So what's up?”

“That guy out front.”

“The one whose head looks like a toe with a beard? What about him?” I knew the issue already, but it was fun to watch Harvey squirm.

“He's scaring customers away, and the cops won't move him along since the sidewalk's public property.” His forehead wrinkled. “You're the veteran here. He might listen to you.”

I hated bringing up my service like it had earned me some form of super-citizenship, but the dipshit out front was one of those hyper-patriot types. “If I go out and get shot, it's your ass that'll pay for the hospital bill or the funeral.”

Harvey nodded and tried slinking away before I could say anything else. Since all this probably meant I'd head out early, I didn't try to stop him.


I'd struck up about five minutes of meaningless conversation with the guy. Being used to men toting assault rifles, I didn't let the gun strapped to his back get under my skin. Finally, I had to ask, “So why are you out here?”

“This restaurant wants to trample on the Second Amendment right to bear arms. What makes them think they have a right to force concealed carry ban on their customers?”

My eyeballs were already itching to roll in their sockets. “So toting that AR-15 you've got slung over your shoulder while you eat, is a guaranteed right?”

“Yeah, it's my right to bear arms.”

“For the purpose of maintaining a well-regulated militia, as the Second states, I assume.”

He turned his head a little. “It's for my own protection.”

“Dude, I served in Iraq and Afghanistan, and I didn't carry a rifle on my person the vast majority of the time, in either place. All you're doing is making an ass of yourself by practicing your Second Amendment rights like a guy with a bullhorn screaming in a bystander's face practices his First Amendment rights.”

I swear, you could see the rusty cogs turning inside his bald head for the first time in many years. “So you don't want me here either.”

“You served?”

“Air Force, eighty-four til' eighty-nine.”

He at least had that going for him. “Ever been shot at or deployed to a war zone?”

“Can't say I have.”

And like that, the trap was sprung. “So why do you think you need to tote an assault rifle, just to eat at a restaurant for stuffy, wannabe-rich people, or in the check-out line in the grocery store? This isn't Kabul, Falujah, or even the bad part of our insulated, little town.”

His eyes got that dangerous glare, like a fundamentalist you almost tricked into thinking for the first time since his last revival. “Because it's my right.” He slung the gun around, pointing it directly at his foot as he took hold.

“You're standing in front of a parking lot where people call the cops if a muffler's sprung a leak on a Lexus. I'm pretty sure you're at less risk of bodily harm from whatever you're afraid of, than some blind, old bat in a Jag backing over you. Where you stand, right now.”

“The fuck are you trying to say?”

When I noticed his hand tense up around the pistol-grip, I knew he'd about had his limit. “You're trying to silence peoples' First Amendment rights with your pride in the Second. No Amendment is more important than the other.”

“These people need to be afraid, because...”

Knowing I had the security cameras backing me up if it went to court, I had his face on the pavement and his shoulder damn near out of the socket before he could grunt in protest. “Leave. Now!”

He tried pushing the muzzle toward my face. It wasn't anything a foot on top of the shitty Bushmaster's muzzle couldn't stop. Plus, the damn thing wouldn't fire with a kink in the barrel.

“And you just tried drawing on me with your safety on, dumbass. Go home before you get hurt or embarrassed even more.” I stood up and then reared my foot back for a proper kick to his ass. “Go!”

He stood up and inspected the damage. “You're gonna fuckin' pay for my rifle!”

“Talk to my boss later, assuming he'll even let you through the door.” I turned around, ignoring the string of obscenities as he dropped the ruined gun in the bed of his truck. About the time I walked back in, he was pulling onto the road.

Harvey was already waiting for me, trying to hold back his laughter just inside the lobby. “It sucks everyone still thinks the guy's here for the rest of the night, but take your reward. Go home. I'll put tonight's hours on your card.”

I knew I was losing what little tip money I'd get, but I didn't care at that point. Whatever Holly had planned with Tara, I had to try stopping in its tracks.


I heard the giggling before I even slid the door open. Holly and Tara were having a grand time, whatever the hell they were up to. I'd just put my fingers around the handle when I heard the first whimper.

Rushing through as fast as I could, I knew exactly what Holly had done. “Don't tell me you found that other dose and gave it to her...” But Tara had just gone from a chubby, but still highly-fuckable redhead, to downright unbelievable.

Holly looked up from her friend, both of them wearing panties and nothing else. “What did I do wrong? You told me I'd have to find another way to entertain myself while you were out.”

Fucking hell. She really did look confused. “Don't just turn someone without having a good reason.”

“I wanted to know what she tastes like and have some fun of my own. What's a better reason than that?”

Some middle school English class's boys were in for a nice surprise when summer break ended, in any case. “Well, she's changed, so you might as well have your fun. I got sent home early, so I'm taking a shower and a nap.” I just had to get away from them, being shaking-mad and all.

Before I could get to the back of the boat, I heard Holly shout, “I saw her tits grow in front of my eyes. It was neat!”

I shook my head and slammed the bathroom door behind me. I'd already forgotten about dropping a moron in front of the parking lot. Honestly, gun nuts are easier to reason with than sex-nuts.


As I turned the shower off, I couldn't ignore what I was hearing any longer. My dick swelled up before I could dry off and get the towel around me. It being her voice I heard, it sounded like Holly was getting the fun she wanted after all.

A younger me would have burst through the door expecting to get in on the action. But I'm not joking when I tell you how much she'd worn me down over the past week. I needed that damn nap.

I snuck into the bedroom and put fresh boxers and a shirt on without making a sound. Climbing into bed, I let out a sigh of gratitude as Holly came. I thought it'd shut her up long enough to let me pass out.

Seconds passed before I heard two sets of footsteps coming down the corridor. Goddammit.

Tara already sounded like someone had docked her by about forty IQ points, and then clobbered her over the head with a brick for good measure. “You think he's up for it?”

“He acts like he's not, but I know Bryce. I knew he wanted to fuck you after the first he met you.”

Holly wasn't wrong, but I knew I'd have to sleep for days if I tried anything right then. “It's not happening. Don't you two have a lesson plan or something to work on?”

My girlfriend poked her head around the corner and grinned. “We took care of that while it kicked in.”

Telling her what I'd done and how was a grave mistake. At least she didn't know where I'd gotten it from, even if she'd found the second dose I'd hidden in my tackle box. “I'm not joking, for such a short day, it's been too damn long already.”

“You're right, it has been too long. You've had a few hours to recharge.”

I rolled over, hoping she'd get the hint. “I told you, no.”

The weight of their bodies settled onto the other side of the bed. When I felt hair brush against my ear, I thought it'd be Holly. But Tara's voice was right there, even sexier than before. “I don't know what happened to me, but I like it. You will too.”

I flopped over on my back and stared up at her, our faces inches apart. “I'm sure Holly was a shock when you first saw her today.”

Tara's thick lips curled into a smile. “Yeah, I didn't think it was really her at first.” I caught a good whiff of cunt on her breath.

“And the boys in your classes will jerk themselves raw everyday after school.” I closed my eyes again. “You two can do whatever you want with each other. Just not in here.”

Tara hoisted her bare muff over my chest and sat on me, legs straddling my sides. “We'll do all the work. We promise.”

Three times in one day would have been fucking great when I was in my twenties, but my early thirties weren't being kind to me. As it turns out, busting your ass when you're young busts the rest of your body up pretty well too. “I know what you're trying, but I'm getting too old for this shit.”

“Holly told me to ask you about moving in.” Tara's shoulders bunched up as she titled her head a little. “I want the small bedroom, because it's got the most window space.”

I knew why she'd want it, being a plant-talking weirdo and all. “Kinda presumptuous of you two, isn't it? You're welcome here, but it's crowded enough with only us.”

“Holly knew you'd say that.” Tara ducked down, those amazing tits within suckling distance of my mouth. “But I could keep her occupied for you.”

Everything was an excuse to have sex, or a means to that end, for any girl who'd been exposed to Feminol. The fun part was, they didn't care if it was their chosen man, or another chick who'd been exposed. “If you two do whatever you want and don't wake me up until morning, I'll think about it.”

The pressure lifted off my chest. Holly bent over and gave me a peck on the cheek as Tara got off the bed. “You'll like having her around, trust me.”


“Oh fuck!” Tara's voice echoed through the hull of the boat. “God, that feel's too good!”

My eyes shot open as I wondered if I'd been out for minutes or hours. Judging by the slits of light coming from the east-facing window, they'd done what I'd asked. Even if it was still a bit until seven AM, it was technically morning before they woke me up.

It was one of my weekdays off, so I'd have to deal with the two of them, somehow. I got up and started the coffeepot while they kept going at each other in the room Tara had claimed. You know the girl loves her plants like pets or children when she picks the bedroom with the twin bed over the queen-sized, all because of the extra light.

Another outburst erupted from the half-stairwell leading to the smaller room. “Right there, keep fucking doing that!”

All I could do was shake my head and wonder how many knuckles of how many fingers Holly had inside her 'boss.' Whatever the numbers were, she was in there, deep. What did me in was thinking about how hard I could fuck both of them, right then and there.

I couldn't help walking over and sliding the pocket door open. Like I expected, my girlfriend had her face buried between Tara's thighs, with Holly's right hand working away at what her tongue couldn't reach. It was pretty damn nice to watch.

Clearing my throat a little to announce my presence, I had to ask one thing. “So if I'm getting in on this, what are the rules?”

Tara looked up, confused as all Hell. “What do you mean?”

“Like, do I split the time between you two, or is it winner-takes-all?”

Tara braced her elbows against the mattress and looked back at me. “She's bragged so much about how big you are, so you know...” It didn't tell me a damn thing.

I pinched the bridge of my nose and tried to keep a straight face. “Does Holly want me to nut in her every time, or are both of you fair game now?”

As if I'd asked the dumbest question possible, Holly shrugged and cocked her head. “Wherever it feels best, just do it there.”

The mental image of Tara's alabaster legs wrapping around my waist, her heels pressing against my ass... That'd make a man come, just fantasizing about it. Especially after she'd gotten even hotter than before.

Holly looked into my eyes and grinned, like she'd seen the wish in my soul. “If you come inside her, that just means I need to try harder next time.”

No fucking way. There wasn't a hint of teasing or mockery in her voice or her face. Holly was as serious as a pissed-off judge.

Tara's face lit up as I took another step toward them. Holly was already between her friend's thighs again.

I already knew the Feminol didn't force a temporary change. They were both like this, for good. If one was hell to keep up with, I knew both of them together would run me ragged.

As I stood over both of them, Holly gave Tara's cunt everything she had. One whimpered as the other gave her tongue a hard workout. It wasn't until Tara's white cheeks blushed pink when I figured out how damn ready she was, for me.

Holly backed off and wiped her mouth with a forearm. “She's like, really, really wet right now.”

What luck. Holly looked a little too excited about it all. “You sure you're okay with this?”

My girlfriend looked at me like I'd just claimed water is dry. “Why wouldn't I want to watch you two go at it?”

I looked down at Tara, who was ready and pink as a carnation all over. Something about the way she crooked her lips to one side announced the open invitation. If she was fair game, fuck it, why not?

Totally nude and ready to go, Tara's new look did more for me than Holly's bangin' body. Between her cherry lips, copper hair, and curves that'd make the Pacific Coast Highway look straight, I was almost licking my chops. Working my shirt over my head, I felt the heat of her body from over a foot away.

Tara reached forward between her legs and jerked the front of my boxers toward the floor. Letting them slide down my thighs, I stepped out of them the instant they were around my ankles. With quick shot of spit in my palm, I was ready to go.

Holly couldn't hold herself back. “I wanna see how hard you've dreamed about fucking her.”

Rougher than the edge of a saw blade was in the right neighborhood. I didn't bother sharing that part with her. It was time to show it.

The lips of Tara's pussy almost burned against the head of my dick. I couldn't believe how smooth everything was, like those two had taken the razors out not even an hour before. Just guiding my shaft over top of those folds could have made me nut with only a few minutes of it.

A hand fell over my cock. Holly had leaned over, stopping me from delving right in. “Turn her around. That juicy ass is the best part of her now.”

Tara was one of those rare redheads you thought would come bursting out of her jeans, in a good way. And that was before the changes. I looked at my next Feminol-fueled conquest and shrugged as I motioned for her to whip herself around.

Her cheeks had the perfect amount of jiggle. Still tight and smooth, but you knew that rear could hurt a man, terribly. I couldn't help resting a hand on each side, squeezing and playing like Tara already belonged to me.

With a quick spread, I had the real goal back in sight again. That bit of flesh just before the entrance pulsed a couple of times. I knew Tara was far beyond ready to have me in her.

Holly's voice lilted out, “Go on, tear that pussy up.” It sounded more like she was begging me to do it than just urging me on.

I scooted Tara's ass closer to the edge until I knew I could force myself all the way in. Whatever doubt or shame had been holding me back, it was as good as gone. I had to know what she felt like inside.

Unable to keep myself well-behaved any longer, I held my dick in hand. As I pressed the tip between those lips, I felt more heat than I was ready for. With a quick push, our bodies fused as the heels of Tara's feet crashed against my ribs.

With those first thrusts, I got those cold fever sweats. It felt wrong and right at the same time. But looking over at Holly, I knew it was what all three of us wanted more than anything.

I tightened my grip around Tara's waist. Pulling her back as I chucked myself forward, it pulled her voice out of hiding.

“Right there!” Her whimpers shifted into a higher pitch before she added, “Fucking harder!”

The insane amount of friction welling up inside her was doing the job. Despite what their male students might fantasize about, teachers aren't know for having loads of wild sex. Which was fine with me. I hadn't been in a girl that tight since I'd been in high school, well over a decade ago.

Every muscle in her legs tried coiling up. Taking a slower, more forceful pace, every scream grew louder as I crashed deep into Tara. I started feeling a light tack of sweat between our skin.

Holly pulled herself up on the bed, guiding Tara's head into her bare lap. She looked directly at me, knowing how much pleasure she'd facilitated. “I told you this'd be fun.”

I wiggled my cock around inside by stepping each foot against the edge of the bed. Tara let out a surprised gasp as I hit a new spot.

Rearing back, I plunged back in. Driving right home to this new spot, my tip pounded against it with blunt force. I couldn't help moaning over how great it felt on my end.

When Tara's face buried itself in Holly's thighs, I knew she was on the verge of being overwhelmed. Her joints locked and her limbs tensed. Through the seething moans, you could almost hear her teeth gritting together.

Like the outright, redheaded goddess she was, Tara let me know how much she appreciated the worship. With one hard push, I sent her from whimpering, into outright hysteria. It only made me try even harder.

Something snapped in my head. The fact that she was right on the edge clicked in my mind as I started ravishing the hell out of Tara's cunt.

I let myself go in a hard frenzy, throwing that myself at the obvious spot of heaven Tara had inside her. Before I knew what was going on, her voice shuddered along with her entire body. The cheeks of her ass ripened as her body heated up.

Outta fucking nowhere. I stopped ramming myself into her, feeling the smoldering grip of her walls along my shaft. With a few violent twitches, Tara rode it out as suddenly as the climax had hit her like a runaway truck.

I let Tara pant out the aftershocks. Still resting inside of her, I wondered if I should pick up where I'd left off and just finish myself. I knew I had enough left to get her going like that again.

Holly was already back on her feet, leaving Tara to deal with the madness I'd put into her, alone. Some sense of mercy forced me to pull out. No woman could handle that much punishment, or pleasure, all at once.

As Holly knelt down beside me, I got the message loud and clear. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, forcing me to turn ninety degrees to face her. Without hesitation, Holly took in every inch of me that she could.

Fuck! My girlfriend knew how to service me, but I don't think that was her real goal. I felt the way her tongue savored Tara's leftover wetness, passed along second-hand from my dick.

When Holly backed off, I felt a brief draft. Then her hand closed around my girth again. It shifted into a hard tug as she looked up at me.

With her fingers squeezing at the edge of discomfort, Holly grinned and asked, “So, does she feel better than me?”

I knew I wouldn't sate her appetite with anything other than a bit of teasing. “She's got her merits.”

Holly's eyes flashed with a hint of jealousy. She shook her head and then looked back up at me. “So I'll just have to work that much harder, won't I?”

My hand patted against her cheek. “You asked, and I answered.”

Tara had already rolled over, presenting herself with her cunt as the centerpiece between spread legs. Holly noticed about the same time I did. “Go ahead, I wanna see you bust a nut in her.”

One step forward had me ready to plunge right in. I wrapped my hands around the curve of Tara's waist and felt the just-right amount of meat on her bones, somewhere between fit and thick. One jolt of my hips had me soaking in her wetness again.

I saw her cheeks and breasts flush red beneath me. Tara's fingers raked against my side as she pulled me deep. Even that little stud at the top of her belly-button told me she was a prime specimen in the prime of her life.

She had everything in that slight amount of excess that put her over the top. Those full lips parting as I slammed into her again, ample breasts jiggling up a split-second after every thrust, and plush thighs gripping hard around my torso. The rarity of her red hair and porcelain skin gave her a second bonus that made male anatomy beg the rational mind to let it take over thinking duties for a while.

My brain ceded the argument. It was probably that sharp scream Tara let out as I forced myself as deep and hard as I could. I didn't even know if Tara was on any kind of birth control, but that was little more than a quiet whisper in the back rows of my mind.

Holly pulled herself onto the tiny bed and started working Tara's clit as I swung my hips back and forth. “Whatever we do to her, you two have gotta do to me later.”

It worked for me, so long as I had several hours to recuperate. But something forced my mind to overcome my libido's greed. “Is it safe for me to come in her?”

Tara dug her nails into my forearms. “Yeah,” she whimpered a bit more as I crashed inside of her, “don't worry about it.”

It was close enough to an answer I'd accept. I pushed forward, wanting to get as many charges in and out of Tara's flesh as I could manage. Every damn one of them felt like a gift from the universe.

Tara's hands shot up, her palms braced against my chest as her legs gripped me as tightly as her cunt. Far from pushing me away, her effort gave me enough leverage to drive the point home even harder.

Ramming inside her with every rush of my hips, I had her mouth sitting wide open. Screams shot out like I was warping her mind like a cheap rim hitting a curb. One of us had to give, and soon.

Like she was trying to provoke that instinct to fuck her through the hull of the boat, Tara's nails dug into my skin again. I let go of her waist and took hold of her wrists, pinning them against the cheap mattress inches above her head. The restraint just made her shout even louder.

Holly leaned into my ear, not even trying to be subtle. “God, her toes are so fucking curled right now.”

Moving one of Tara's wrists on top of the other, I put all of my weight on their union with my right hand. My left drifted down to her cheek.

As I dipped the thumb between Tara's lips, she closed her mouth around it, humming into it every time I forced my way back deep into her.

Intoxicated on how her entire body was into it, I ignored those first rumbles of what was about to happen. It felt too fucking good to stop or even slow down.

A tense wail filled the small room as I sunk myself deep. It was followed right up with another one, a little bit louder.

Tara squeezed her legs tight, immersing me all the way inside her. I didn't want it to end. Tara, though, was more than happy to force me right into a climax.

My lungs burned and my neck tensed. She was thrusting on her own, slipping me around in her cunt like I was still pounding away. Even with her hands held against the wall and the bed by my own, she was in total control.

The skin around my shaft tightened a little. I knew. It was the peak of feeling before you totally lose your mind.

My fingers tensed around her wrists as I bent forward. With one quick pop of her hips, Tara had me to the point of no return. If it was my goal, it would have been the last chance to pull out before I filled her up.

With my mind blank and my eyes barely staying open, I remember seeing the pure ecstasy in her face as she started coming. My first shot exploded out of my body as her thighs clamped hard around my waist. I couldn't help moaning as I exhaled a breath I didn't know I'd been holding.

The sound coming out of my core shuddered as I felt my second burst. Slick as it was in there, especially now that I'd already started coming, Tara's walls gripped hard enough to make my chest feel hollow. My mind couldn't process enough to tell who was getting off the hardest.

My jaw quivered so hard it ached. I forced my eyes open before my head rolled back. Still blowing my thumb and whimpering into it, Tara was deep in her own orgasm.

I felt the last spurts fire out of me. When I knew I was spent, I felt that deep yet tired relief I'd gotten far too familiar with.

Tara kept shaking and moaning as I pulled my thumb from between her lips. Her mouth opened with a gasp. When her eyes finally opened, I felt brave enough to start easing myself out of her.

The overload on my shrinking cock almost buckled my knees. Tara's walls were still greedy, like she could stand to take care of ten more men.

At the verge of collapse, I'd finally backed all the way out. Her pussy closed immediately, not having that gape you usually see after a hard fuck. One hint of pearl was the only clue it'd just been used at all.

I looked over at Holly. She had the look of a scoundrel on her face as she took my place between Tara's thighs. As she bent over to taste the aftermath, I couldn't help giving her ass a hard slap.

The overwhelming smell of sex finally registered in my nose. Seeing as how the room was all of forty square feet with a six foot ceiling, it shouldn't have surprised me. As I picked up my boxers and climbed the couple of stairs into the living space, Tara was already moaning again.

I had to appreciate how much I'd enjoy having her around as I looked back. So long as I could get them to settle for finishing with each of them just once a day, they could take care of each others surplus needs.


I'd spent the following afternoon listening to a couple of podcasts on the front deck. My second beer for the day was just about gone, and my weekly dose of marginally believable stories was wrapping up. Whatever Holly and Tara had been doing, they were at least quiet about it.

Joe's unmistakable frame shambled toward me on the dock when I looked that direction. As he got close enough for me to make out the look on his face, I knew undertaking that kind of walk meant he was desperate.

“Bryce!” He sounded winded as you'd expect. “I need a favor!”

I hit pause on my phone and stood up. “I might be able to help, depending on what you need.”

A patch of sweat was already spreading across the center of his Hawaiian shirt. “I've got two more doses for you, and I need cash, fast.”

“I don't know, man. I don't mind loaning you a bit, but I think I'm good on that stuff.” I waved for him to step onto the deck. It was sounding too much like I was buying dope from him.

He collapsed into the chair I'd been sitting in. “Listen, the guy I get this from has one last batch, but I'm a couple-hundred short.”

I had the money, but it was always fun turning thumb-screws on people. “You might have to figure out how to get girls the old-fashioned way.”

He looked like his heart was ready to explode. “Hey, I need this stuff to get laid. Just look at me.”

“You could always settle down with one of the girls you turned.”

Joe finally calmed his breathing and cracked a grin. “Why?”

It was a fair enough point. “I'll tell you what, I'll front you the money, but I don't need anymore of that stuff. The two I've already got on my boat have just about killed me.”

He watched as I dug for my wallet. “Two-hundred is all I need. I'll get it back to you next payday.”

I counted out ten twenties and held them out for him. “You'd better. I've got slip fees to pay in a couple of weeks. Gotta have somewhere to park this boat.”

Joe took the money and dug two vials out of his breast pocket. “Thanks, man, and I want you to have these anyway. I'll still get you all the money back.”

“What the hell do I need them for?”

With a nod of his head up the dock, Joe forced me to look toward the bank. “Milfalicious over there is a good candidate.”

Sure enough, my neighbor Marina was heading right for us in the distance. I turned back to Joe and snatched the vials from his hand. “I like the way you think, but what about the second?”

“I don't know. Get creative.” He stood up, clearly sucking in his gut as Marina got closer. “I'd better run. Can't show up to buy my stock later than I already am.”

As soon as he was past Marina, who obviously wasn't willing to make so much as eye contact with him, Joe shot a dual thumbs-up at me. For all Marina knew, my grin was just the neighborly type.

But did I even want one or two more bimbos around? I didn't even know the answer to that one.


HAREM GAME 3: STRICTER RULES

I knew what Fridays meant by now. As the book called my name for the third time, I tried my damnedest to avoid thinking about it. But when everyone else left the office, I knew what I was about to do.

Just reaching for The Game of Sevens calmed down the tic in my arm. I slammed the covers against my desk and loosened my tie. Get it over with and get through the weekend with the least damage possible. The typesetting from a day before modern printing set my mind at ease before I got halfway through the first page.

This time the young man I could only imagine as myself was reflecting upon his life. All of the missed opportunities, the failures to act, and the idea of what could have been tortured him, despite how far he had come. What should have been a feel-good story of redemption only had me imagining how the lesson in the coming pages would have me upending my life even more.

By the end of the story, I couldn't help wondering how much of my life had been wasted making up for lost time. Even with how much I had gained in the past two weeks, and had set myself up to lose, I caught myself staring at the ceiling. If I hadn't fucked things up so many times, where would I be right now?

I tried to force it all out of my head. Even though I couldn't shake it off, the usual passage full of morals and key lessons demanded my attention.

I, The Puppeteer, have already tightened the strings. Surviving failure is not possible. Take these lessons to heart. Internalize my warning. Make them your own thoughts. Although the past has already happened, the last book of history is yet to be written.

Something about it deepened the conflicting urges to fight against the control with all I had, and to see this whole affair out to the end. While I couldn't deny how my life had changed for the better, I knew full-well that every further step made it all more likely to come crashing down on top of me. And the more I built upon my gains, the more wreckage I'd have coming down on my head.


I made it home that night without further incident. As I drifted off to sleep, images of dancing, nine-months-pregnant blondes and brunettes taunting me the whole time, I realized I had gotten off easy that night. My mind was still my own, at least for the moment.


The freedom of spending an entire morning without orders didn't seem real. As I drove myself to meet my next client at home, a moment of panic set in. If he orders me to fuck Mr. Druthers.... Hell no. The client might have been close to my age, but that would have been one bridge too many for me to cross for a construction contract. Even The Puppeteer would have had trouble getting me to swing that way.

I drove past my old high school. Abandoned, turned into a warehouse for the school district, and then abandoned again, the regrets of my past came flooding back. Hours spent snoozing through class, nights spent at home instead of out making memories. But most of all, my thoughts went straight to Chloe.

She had been my crush for years before I finally built up the nerve to ask her out. By then, it was too late. Last I had heard, she was married to the basketball team captain from the next town over. I didn't know she had been claimed when I embarrassed myself so many years ago, but she had always been my ideal woman.

Now that I had a fiance of my own, along with Teagan, I felt silly for thinking about that missed chance. Yesterday will never get any closer. I had a contract to get signed and more than enough to worry about at home.

I should have noticed it, but the memory of Chloe's face grew clearer the further I drove. I imagined her thighs wrapped around my face, my hands cupping her breasts, almost hearing Chloe scream my name.


Nothing takes your breath away like a giant house on top of a hill, especially when you know it's your stop. I almost felt embarrassed, puttering my Toyota up the driveway, even if it wasn't a rattletrap. Compared to the Jaguar and Porsche tucked in front of the place, my sensible econobox seemed like a beggar.

The voice almost made me shit myself. Confidence will win you everything. You know this.

I couldn't disagree with it. If anything had changed about my business life, it was how I knew I would win for the past few weeks. Exactly how much of that was swagger and how much of it was realized talent had yet to be proven, but I wasn't arguing.

“Get in, do your job, and that's it.” I put the car in park and reached for my briefcase. “Druthers has as much to gain as you do from this. Remember that.”

Talking to myself didn't calm the jitters at all. Don't worry, it's is only the biggest deal you've ever closed. Neither did thinking about it.

I felt my knees shake as I slid out of the driver's seat. The Puppeteer took up the slack, marching me toward the giant slabs of oak my client called doors. I mashed my finger against the bell and waited.

Nothing.


After my fourth try on the client's cell phone, I was ready to shove that full inbox up his ass. No response to my texts either. Even busy men make time for appointments, especially when they're signing away a small fortune.

Accepting the fact I had been stood-up, I turned for my car. No way he's backing out now, but a few hours is long enough for him to change his mind. Property developers are a fickle bunch, ready to drop a clean million on a shopping center one minute, and able to make Ebeneezer Scrooge seem downright generous the next.

I made it halfway back when the voice stopped me cold. The deal will happen, but you have even more to gain from your client.

Experience. Humility. Maybe even a story to tell my boss about my tenacity. But Druthers had already spent an hour of my time, and I knew he wasn't paying that back. I tried to take the next step, feeling my legs hold like they were set in concrete.

Second chances are made, not given.

I was as mad at the voice as I was at the client. “Another chance at what? Wasting my time?” The place was big enough that I didn't have to worry about anyone hearing me.

Not all paths to success lead through the front gate.

Tilting back, I felt my body give to the new direction. “Fuckin' riddles, like always.”

Yet you have solved every one so far.

“Blow me, whatever you are.”


I went where my body would let me go. Rounding the side of the miniature palace, which I'm sure the client would take as modesty on his part, I walked past the hedgerow and stopped in my track. Utter perfection really did have a form, and she was sunbathing on a lounger just across the pool.

Taking a few steps, I squinted my eyes. The glare off the water and the distance made it impossible to tell who it was. Either way, my client had a wife just as impressive as his home. I closed most of what was left of the distance and stopped. No fucking way.

I knew who she was, even though I couldn't admit it to myself. All of the fantasies came flashing back to me. I stood there, barely keeping myself from blushing out every bit of it. Chloe was exactly as I remembered her, not aged a day past high school, but having filled out even more where it counted.

My first instinct was to run, but she had already turned her head my way. Even behind those giant sunglasses, I knew her eyes had locked onto me. Propping herself up on her elbows, Chloe said, “It's no more or less than you've already seen, Kevin.”

No keeping that blush in anymore. My cheeks roasted like I had been in the sun all day. “Hi, it's been a while.”

“Stop acting so shy. God, you've always been like this.”

Not around everyone, but certainly around Chloe. Something about her just made me act like a doe jumping in front of traffic. I tried to look confident, but shuffling my feet didn't help the appearance any.

“Sit down and drop the briefcase.” I couldn't help admiring the graceful shape of her legs, how they met her hips, the whole package swooping inward and back out as I worked my way up to her breasts. “Staring won't make my bikini go away, you know.”

Actually... I tried to keep my attention on her face, covered in sunglasses and that red hair she had always kept in a sexy mess. I don't know who the hell you are, Mr. Puppeteer, but I hope you take requests.

“Kevin, it's nice seeing you and all, but why are you here? Talk.” Chloe had already cocked an eyebrow at me.

I wasn't paralyzed anymore, but I knew I'd fuck up somehow. “I thought an Andrew Druthers lived here.” I fumbled with the handle of my briefcase, knowing exactly how much I looked like an awkward schoolboy again. “Did I get the wrong place?”

“You're looking at Mrs. Druthers.” Chloe smiled and added, “Tough luck on him not being here.”

That's right, the douche she started dating in high school was some rich kid with a sad-sounding last name. Asshole. I probably didn't hide the change in my face, but the whole conversation was going nowhere. “I'm not in any kind of hurry.”

“He's gone until tomorrow, and the ass let his cell phone die.”

“It's still dead, as of a minute ago.” I wanted to walk away and act like the conversation never happened. I had gone there to make a load of money, not act a fool in front of the one woman who had ever had that effect on me.

“You can try calling him in a few hours. He knows I'll have his balls if he goes too long without calling.” I watched Chloe swing her legs over the side of the lounge chair. She paused for a second. “If I ask you something, do you promise not to blush anymore?”

My cheeks were ready to burst from the pressure. “I guess. What?”

She leaned forward and stood, asking, “Why didn't you ever make a move?”

“Excuse me?” I started to back away in my seat.

“It's alright. I knew you had a thing for me,” Chloe strutted herself closer, her breasts teasing a bounce with each step as she added, “the whole time.”

The Puppeteer finally returned. The greatest challenge is overcoming past failures. Find your true voice.

Something about Chloe changed as the voice faded away. “You know, Kevin, you don't always have to be this way.”

I cleared my throat and tried to build some willpower to throw her way, but this was fucking Chloe I'm talking about. The sounds coming out of my mouth strained with every syllable, my projection to her mind falling flat. “Then let me do what your husband can't.”

“What, because he's not here?” Chloe was already leaned over me, her breasts swaying gently like some kind of miracle material dreamed up by science. “He's plenty capable.”

“Well,” I tried to look confident, “so am I.”

Chloe's brows shot up. “Big talk,” she put her hand on my chest, easing me back, “especially when your heart feels like it's about to run away on you.”

“Lots of talk coming from your end, too.”

Chloe had me fully-reclined when she said, “Relax.”

My body instantly calmed down. It wasn't right. I focused my will a bit better this time, commanding her, “Stop.”

No dice. Chloe teased at my zipper, brushing the hardening outline of my cock and giggling about it. “Someone's getting his hopes up.”

What the fuck? Puppet guy! He was as hard to get hold of as Chloe's husband, apparently.

My mind raced as my body took it all in stride. Chloe slipped her hand in my slacks, snaking her way through the front of my boxers, handling my dick like a priceless artifact.

“Bigger than I thought.” If that didn't boost my ego, nothing would. “Does he kiss?”

It wasn't my control that had Chloe's fingers wrapped around my shaft. I didn't know how she had gained the upper-hand, but I couldn't refuse her order.

“Well?” she asked, tilting her head.

I tried holding back, but my hands got to work unbuttoning my shirt. I knew the last chapter was odd, but I didn't see this being the way it would all go. As my mind reeled at the thought of losing my will even more, The Puppeteer had his say.

This is a game, not a gift. Retake control.

But I didn't know how. Chloe pressed her lips against my tip, smiling like a demon as I felt her breathe on my skin. I couldn't overpower my orders from inside my own head, much less every demand Chloe had made so far.

Her tongue slid against the bottom of my cock. Expecting to wake from a dream or coma any second, I wanted to get control back, if only to make sure it wasn't some cruel joke.

Brute force is not the answer. Your way out is right before your eyes.

I ran my hands through the locks of copper on Chloe's head, guiding her all the way to my hilt. Suddenly, I felt control of my mouth come back.

Holding her face against my waist, I knew exactly what I was expected to do. “I want you to stop giving orders. You're mine, now.”

Chloe pushed her hands against my thighs, trying to back off. I forced her to stay, pushing her head back so that she could look at me. The vibrations of her trying to speak felt even better than anything her tongue could do.

“Sorry, you lose.”

The wild and frantic look to her face turned into obedient satisfaction. But now that I had taken her will away, the girl who had jellied my insides all through high school just didn't feel like fair game. I wanted to let her go, if only to be fair about it. She was just as much a marionette on a string as I was.

I pulled her away from me and opened my mouth to release her. You can not break the rules. I tried to speak, but I couldn't even push the air from my lungs.

Finally, my body gave in to the control. I lifted Chloe's chin with one finger, hearing myself tell her, “You'll be my favorite toy, so long as you do what I say.”

She tried lowering her head, settling for averting her eyes. On her knees and helpless, Chloe answered, “Yes sir.”

“Good,” I took my finger away from her chin and asked, “So what about your husband? I'm sure you're happy here. You can stay if you like.” As much as I wanted to steal Chloe, I wasn't quite to the point where I would wreck a marriage.

“I'm not happy,” she looked up at me on her own, “rich, pretty men who can't find the time to come home don't make for happy wives.”

“What if I told you I had a way out for you, tonight.”

“I'd take it in a heartbeat.”

“And your husband?”

“Don't worry about Andrew. He's geting divorce papers sometime next week.” She stood and kept staring me down, smiling, “It's been in the works for months, but he doesn't know it yet.”

By then, I'd have his name on the contract. Throwing Chloe into the pot almost made me want to thank him for his generosity. That is, if I wasn't out to claim what should have been mine to begin with.

Take her, and do not apologize. There is no shame in claiming what you desire.

The Puppeteer didn't need to tell me what I already knew. “Chloe, you've got some stiff competition at my place.”

“Oh? I'm sure your wife wouldn't like this.”

“I'm not married, but I do have a fiance and a tight, little blonde living with me.”

Chloe leaned against me, “And they're not enough? I could change that.”

“Prove it.”

Chloe did so in the only way she knew how. “That's on you. Waiting for me to come to you didn't work in the past, now did it?”

Little whore. I grabbed Chloe's wrist, marching her with me to the side of the poolhouse. She didn't complain, following the leader like it had always been this way.

Stopping where the landscaping ended for the door, I turned her around. Lifting Chloe's leg up and forcing her shoulders against the wall, I pushed her bikini bottom out of the way. She had already done the work of getting me hard and unzipping my pants.

Rubbing a quick dose of spit against my dick, I felt Chloe give in. Angling myself, I felt the plush, hot folds with my tip. Why didn't I do this years ago?

She didn't have a chance to back out. I buried myself deep in her slit. The sudden rush of a wish granted filled me with the energy to start banging out my frustrations.

I wanted her to do more than just feel it. She had to know it. Every thrust pushed Chloe's voice higher, finally peaking at an all-out scream.

Her leg went even higher, resting Chloe's knee against the door frame. It shifted her pussy enough for a new angle, one she probably wanted to get the same treatment. I gave it to her, if only because I like to reward such willingness to please me.

Do not make her think this is good enough.

But it was. If I had wrangled Chloe to begin with, all of the compensation and settling in my life wouldn't have taken place. This is all I wanted.

The Puppeteer wasn't one for excuses, or calling it a day with “good enough.” You are only on three of seven. The rewards and risks have yet more room to grow.

I knew I couldn't back out, either. Pushing myself deep into Chloe, I tried using her body to prove the point. She pulled a hand down between her legs, taking her clit for a wild ride, as if The Puppeteer was taunting me through her.

You already know the consequence for failure. Abandon the very thought of fighting back.

I couldn't argue, considering how much this control-freak had put in my lap already. My fingers wrapped around the back strap of Chloe's top, giving me a good point from which to force her body against mine. She was already crying out with each push and pull, filling the entire place with an unmistakable racket.

Chloe reared her head back, screaming into their air as I planted myself to the hilt. I wanted more of her silky wetness, but I was already pushing her into submission. After such a long, failed chase, I wasn't ready to have her give in like that. But first, I had to show her exactly how much business I meant.

Grabbing her breasts from behind, I gave each nipple a twist as she started to jerk. The squeal told me exactly how sensitive every part of her body had become. One more hard smash of our bodies pushed her to the very precipice, ready to set off a firestorm between Chloe's legs.

I let it happen, feeling her fingers rub faster against her clit. I took a handful of hair and forced her head back even further. Years of frustration came out in one drive of my hips against her ass.

The speed and force of our collisions popped the air around us, echoing out like I wanted the whole rich, stuffy neighborhood to hear it. In fact, a part of me wanted exactly that to happen. Chloe didn't seem to mind either, crowing out as she came, not even trying to keep it in any longer.

I pulled out after letting her shake against the wall. I had proven a point to her, even if it wasn't the one I had hoped to. She knew I wasn't the nervous, scared-shitless kid from high school anymore.

Chloe turned and put her back against the wall. “I didn't know you had it in you.”

Do not give yourself so easily.

I wanted to, more than anything, but I knew there was a lesson hidden in the instruction. “That's all you get. I'll try calling Andrew later.”

“That's not fair.”

The Puppeteer had to be taunting me through her. As much control as I had regained, it was like I was always a dozen steps behind. “I won't.” But I desperately wanted to.

Chloe eased herself into me, guiding my hand down between those satiny thighs. “I know you've thought about it.” She leaned closer, almost whispering, “And not just today. You've wanted this for years.”

I tried to look away, failing miserably. Her lips, pillows made for blowjobs and asking for what she wanted, pouted just enough to fry my common sense. My finger slipped just inside her entrance, Chloe trying to lure it even deeper.

“I promise I'll make you pull out.” She gasped a little as I got two knuckles all with way in. “Don't you trust me?”

Holding out was damn near unbearable. My cock was aching, ready to spread her walls apart and get its own satisfaction. Your willpower is the only judge of what happens.

And I knew it would be useless if Chloe had her way with me. Watching my high school crush invite me back inside her, begging for what I couldn't give her. As she rubbed her finger up her slit, the perfect symmetry of it held me captive.

Damn it! I held my resolve, lying down and putting my hands against her waist. The sweet, heady aroma was the perfect blend, like a pheromone shot tailored just for my chemistry. I spread her hood with my tongue, exploring to find her clit.

The slightest touch curled her shoulders. I ran my taste buds over her pearl, gently making her moans longer with every pass. Chloe spread her thighs wider, and then pushed against the back of my head.

“You always wondered what I tasted like, didn't you?”

I answered with a fast round, cracking her voice into a high whimper. It just made Chloe force me against her even harder. As I teased her clit between my lips, I started to feel her legs get warmer.

“That's it, make me come!”

Giving her every opportunity to do so, I lashed my tongue against her pearl as hard and fast as I could. The back of her hand forced my head against her muff. Everything pointed to her climax breaking at any point.

Chloe broke away at the last second. I knew what she had in mind, and honestly, I didn't have it in me to fight back. She lured me into taking her place, lying on my back in that deck chair, waiting for whatever she had planned.

“Do you trust me, Kevin?” Chloe was already crawling on her knees, slowly working her way over me.

“Not one bit.”

“Good,” she smiled, her face directly above mine, “but you know it's gonna happen.”

“I said I can't. Don't make—” I felt her finger against my lips. As I tried to speak again, the warmth of her pussy took my cock. I let her sink all the way down, watching the pleasure in her face deepen the further inside I got.

Chloe put her hands against my chest and gave her hips a quick shake. “You see? It's not that bad. Just give me what I want, and I'll stop.”

Torture by the pussy of your dreams. It was a hell of a way to force the issue. I took hold of her thighs, running my hands against her skin. Flawless.

“See? I told you,” Chloe stopped to push herself against me, “you'd enjoy it.”

I couldn't say a word, completely absorbed in the feeling of her wet folds. My entire world centered around that miracle of nature between Chloe's thighs. The same miracle utterly devoted to pleasing me to the point of regret.

“And it's all yours, if you just do one thing for me.” She dropped down, her lips hovering fractions of an inch from my own. “You know what is is.”

The constant teasing and begging had worn me down. I was more than happy to let Chloe have her way with me, but The Puppeteer always had a way of never letting me get comfortable.

She is winning.

I couldn't care any longer. As Chloe started bouncing herself in my lap, I knew it wouldn't take her long to finish me off. My neck tensed and my hands gripped the sides of the chair.

Are you the master? The slick friction of her walls sent a hot wave of energy up my torso. Or are you the slave?

I knew the stakes, but all of my concerns were on a straight losing streak against her. Chloe's whimpers morphed into cries. I knew I was losing myself, but nothing could have been more worth it.

Win, or you die.

Idle threats weren't The Puppeteer's way. At the edge of coming, my mind cried out for me to do something. Anything.

She can not get what she wants.

But it was going to happen. Desperate for any way out, I channeled the energy behind my forehead and opened my eyes. Chloe's rapturous expression changed as I uttered the words, “You don't want it. Not this time.”

Chloe's body went into a full stop. I knew that she would have to get exactly what she didn't want, if I was to live. I gave her my first thrust from below as total panic took her over.

I wrapped my arms around her back, pinning Chloe down on my body. Smacking our hips together with as much fury as I could pull out of myself, I sent her right into screaming.

She tried pushing away, trying to beg me to pull out. Chloe knew I was punishing her, taking a dose of her own medicine without dignity. The surge in my loins was already beyond the point of stopping it.

Savor the victory. Few come so far.

I pulled Chloe's face next to mine, making sure she heard my breath. Still trying to talk, indecipherable noises coming from her mouth, her nails dug into my skin. I wasn't just going to win. I was there to claim her as if she was mine to begin with.

My last gasp came out as a ragged, “Come for me.” As her body took the order, the squeeze of her pussy sent me careening over the edge. That empty feeling in my chest took hold.

Chloe's reluctant orgasm peaked with my own. Plastering her on the inside, I gushed forth without reservation for once. Every blast sent a wave of energy through my limbs, pulling her tighter and further down my shaft with every jet.

Covered in the mix of our juices, my dick twitched as I tried to force every last cell of punishment into Chloe. She regained enough sense to ask, “Why didn't you pull out?”

I let her ease back a little, just far enough to look me in the eyes. I said, “Because you told me not to.”

She knew exactly what had happened and why. Humiliation and defeat was all I could see and hear as she said, “God, Kevin, you can't do that!”

“You don't like to feel it?” I caressed her cheek, smiling to let her know she was being fucked with. “This might be what making our first child feels like.”

Her eyebrows dropped. “Ass.”

I congratulate you on your victory. Claim your prize.

Catching my breath for a moment, I held Chloe still as she tried to get off of me. With more focus in my will than air in my lungs, I issued her command. “You'll always want me to do this to you.”

Chloe relaxed, sinking her breasts onto my chest. “It does feel good, though.” I felt her nuzzle against my collarbone, whispering, “I want more.”


Andrew Druthers had promised to come into the office on Monday to sign the contract. He was late, worried sick about where his wife had run off to. “She didn't leave a note or anything. Most of her stuff is gone, like she's vanished.”

I tried not to laugh in his face, knowing exactly how long the revenge had been in coming. “It's probably not a big deal. My fiance tried to leave no more than a few weeks ago.”

The pale look in his face got a little rosier. “And she's back now?”

“Yep, happy as can be, still home.” I had to bite my tongue. Waiting for me to get home, same place as your wife, and she's just as cum-hungry.

“Good. We haven't even been married for a year.”

And the following Wednesday, he was served with the papers. If it weren't a matter of claiming what should have been mind in the first place, I might have actually felt bad when I deposited the commission I'd made off of him.


HAREM HOTEL 2: TAKING GRACE

With the modest little hotel up and running through fall, the pieces of my life had been falling into place. Yes, things had slowed down since winter set in, but most weeks, our home paid for itself. That freed me up to do some of the maintenance the place badly needed.

Amy kept the bed and breakfast end going, Ellie and Angela worked their day jobs as always, and Lauren was getting her grades at the community college up to where she wanted them. As for myself, it was like life never skipped a beat after the move. At least room wasn't an issue anymore.

But the winter slow-down brought the issue of having too much time, and too little to do. Even with four women willing to drop their panties at a moments notice sharing the same roof as myself, it's easy for the cold, gray days of winter to get you under the weather. I started feeling the need for another playmate.

So what did I do about it? I waited as each new set of guests checked in and out. Usually, our female guests were either older, married, or both. A few were a bit tempting as far as MILFs go, but I wasn't ready to be a homewrecker.

As the snow from our last winter storm melted, our first loss of a weekend was coming up. We only had one reservation out of the five rooms I had set aside for guests. The rest were taken up by all of us living here, with two I just hadn't gotten around to fixing up. But our few online reviews were good, so I knew we could keep charging a hell of a lot more than your average interstate exit hotel.

But this couple we'd be entertaining felt different. As soon as I saw the names 'Blake & Grace Donovan' the ring started humming with life. I have a test coming up for you. It's not regarding your actions, but your motivation for them.

That's when I started work on one of the two spare rooms. It knew what I was after, and it never spoke unless it had something relevant to say.


I got home from work early that Friday. Our couple was supposed to arrive before dark, but the afternoon wore on as the daylight faded. I had just about given up when I heard a car door shut in the small, gravel lot beside the house.

Amy met me in the foyer between the two spiral staircases I had recently repainted. She looked at me, probably wondering why I was so eager to meet these two. “Any reason why you've been working on the house more after we got this reservation?”

“I can't work on things and make a bunch of racket when we've got guests, now can I?”

She never believed me when I was bullshitting. “Travel writers?”

“Hell if I know. Why so many questions?”

“It's,” Amy paused to toss her hair back and adjust the hem of that form-fitting turtleneck, “odd.”

She was smart enough to be the brains of the operation, which meant getting anything past Amy was an exercise in frustration. “I'll help with their bags. Just make sure their room's ready.”

Amy winked and turned for the stairs. “Adam, you're hiding something.”

I shook my head and made my way for the front door. As I reached over to turn the porch lights on, I felt a jolt in my hand. I thought it was an electric shock until the ring said its piece. Be patient with this one.


The husband, Blake, turned out to be a complete ass. By the time Saturday afternoon rolled around, I was ready to rearrange his jaw. With that constant expression like someone had just farted, I knew there was no making the man happy.

Which was confusing, considering the kind of looker Grace turned out to be. With a face fit for the magazines, hair that bordered between brunette and red, and an attitude that made you instantly think you could fall in love, I wondered how her husband could ever get so fucking grumpy. Not to mention that body I could appreciate, even under winter clothing.

Blake had wandered off and left Grace alone in her room. I wasn't ready to get involved yet, trusting that the ring knew what it was talking about. The hot tub around back called my name that night. Trying to hang drywall by myself earlier that morning wasn't the smartest move for my back.

I soaked by myself and stared up at the sky. The last of the clouds moved along and the stars appeared. Looking up this far out in the countryside made everything that much brighter.

The heat started to get to me. Even though my shoulders and head were freezing, everything else wanted to sweat but couldn't. I prepped myself for that mad grab for the towel and dash for the back door.

That's when I heard the door open and shut. The hedgerow of junipers I hadn't gotten around to trimming yet blocked my view. I figured I'd wait and see who it was. It was hard not to look like a jackass wearing wet swimming trunks in weather just above freezing.

The sound of flip flops slapping against feet got closer. I watched Grace round the last shrub. She almost dropped the terry robe from her shoulders before she stopped. I was about to invite her over when Grace said, “I'm so sorry,” and turned tail for the door.

Weird chick.


It was an hour after I had gotten out of the spa. The pruniness had gone away, but I couldn't stop wondering about Grace's reaction. Exactly why would she apologize like that and run off?

When I noticed Blake was still gone, I knew something wasn't right between those two. Grace had shut herself in her room. I decided I had shown enough patience.

Rapping my knuckle against the door, I asked, “Everything alright in there?” It wasn't the smoothest question, but I had to wonder if all really was well.

I waited for a second before I almost knocked again. As I pulled my arm back for another round of knocking, I heard the lock turn. Grace opened the door just enough to peek out and ask, “What do you want? Did my husband call?”

Even stranger. “No. Just checking up on you, and I came to apologize.”

“For what?” The door opened just a bit more.

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I'm not sure what made you run off like that, but I'm sorry if it's something I did.”

Grace let the door ease fully open. She barely had that white robe tied around her waist, letting me debate whether she had single or double D's under that lace. “It's not like that. Blake just gets really possessive if he sees me around another man.”

Get to the bottom of this.

“Is it a problem if we talk for a bit?”

I watched her eyes get a little bigger. “If he sees us talking like this, he'll go ballistic.”

“Well, where is he now?”

Grace brushed the hair out of her face and looked down. “He said he'd be back from the bar in town after the game's over.”

I'd have been happy to split a case of beer with the guy over a game here, even if I didn't care much for him. “We can talk somewhere else and have you back in your room as soon as he pulls up.”

The ring had another demand. Do not let her say no.

“I really shouldn't. When Blake gets back he'll know–”

I planted my hand against the door frame and drew a surge of power from the ring. “Know what? That he's an ass? Come on.”

Grace couldn't help losing her reservations. “Is it alright if I'm dressed like this?”

I looked down and saw the black heels over those stockings. Blake's surprise was about to be my own. “That's perfect. Follow me.”


After Grace laid it all out for me, I couldn't help feeling bad for her. Despite being completely faithful for three years of marriage, Blake had a habit of cheating, then turning around and accusing Grace of his own wrongs. When you're a thirty-five year old prick, it should be a crime to treat your wife like that, whether she's a twenty-three year old looker like Grace or not.

There was no way to tell if Blake had pulled up in my bedroom, since the parking spaces were on the other side of the house, but I didn't give a damn about my lie at that point. I knew Grace wouldn't be checking out with her husband tomorrow. I didn't just want better for Grace, I wanted her for myself.

I had to stop her at the verge of tears. I let the ring do what it does best, filling my arm and shoulder with a comforting tingle. “You're not going back to a guy like that. He's too much of a motherfucker to deserve you.”

Grace took a seat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me. “Where would I go? He owns the house, the cars, and I work at his law office. I don't have anything in my own name.”

Divorcing an attorney probably wasn't the best way to come out on top. “Is that why you put up with him?”

“Would you judge me if I said it was?”

I let the ring work up a hefty surge of power. Grace tried looking away as I started opening my mouth. I forced her to look at me by pushing on her cheek. “You don't have to be miserable with Blake. Tomorrow, we'll make him leave, and you can stay here as long as you need. You'll be taken care of.”

A new light came to Grace's face. She smiled and asked, “Are you sure I won't be a burden?”

“Do I look like I care about that?”

“He'll regret staying here to work things out.”

I pushed her shoulders back and crawled on top of Grace. “He hasn't been trying very hard to keep you if he's out drinking and watching football. Let's not worry about him.”

“I can't believe you're trying to sleep with me.”

“So why aren't you stopping me?”

Grace's smile got wider. “A few minutes ago, I would have. There's just something about you, Adam.” She put her arms around my neck. “It makes me feel like everything will be alright.”

I slipped my hand down Grace's stomach and under her panties. The skin between her legs was smooth as glass, the trademark of a Brazilian no more than a few days old. “He doesn't know what he's missing.”

Grace closed her eyes as I felt the warm folds already primed and ready with wetness. I toyed with her entrance and the surplus of natural lubrication. It felt so warm and soft down there I thought about skipping the foreplay and going right at it.

But I wanted to be different from her husband. Grace whimpered as I let my middle finger slip inside her. I hadn't felt up a new lay this willing since my last prom night ten years ago.

Those panties and that robe had to go. I pulled my hand away and pushed the terry cloth from Grace's shoulders. She rolled out of it as soon as her arms were free.

I couldn't believe the ass on this woman, tight and perfectly round without being large by any measure. I pulled at the band and jerked them down her legs. The belt around her waist held the garters in place. Fine by me. I liked it when one of my girls dressed up for me. Grace was making a good early impression.

It looked just as good from behind as it felt. I wanted to dive in immediately. Before I could tear at my zipper I had to stop myself.

Grace rolled back over after I slid her robe onto the floor. Her legs spread apart for me at the edge of the mattress. I dropped to my knees and pushed them further apart by the thighs.

I felt Grace's fingers run through my hair as I bent down for the first taste. It was almost too beautiful to stop looking at. But that first sensation hit my tongue like a new favorite drink.

She pushed my head harder into her body. I rolled her clit with my tongue and then took a deep lick between her lips. Grace moaned each time I let it slip inside and took my time going back up to her pearl.

Every flick brought her to a higher state. The random lashing I directed at her clit was doing the job. I felt her grab my hair by the roots and pull, just shy of the border of discomfort. It only made me want to try harder.

Grace's voice started to leave her mouth in gasping fits and hard moans. I slapped the tip against her bean like I held a grudge against it. As I felt her thighs start to quiver and tighten, I felt the rapid approach of Grace's climax.

I pushed to see how hard I could drive her. Grace screamed as her legs stiffened and she gave my hair a rough pull. I braced my hands against her inner thighs and gave her that last push.

With all the celebration and commotion of a teenie bopper at a concert, Grace came with the force of a splitting fault line. Her entire body began to rumble as I kept her going past that threshold. I gave her that last few hard licks and knew she wasn't going to be able to take any more.

I pulled my face away from her and broke free of that grasp on my follicles. Grace shook and whimpered in front of me as I stood and straightened my hair. As her breathing returned to something resembling normal I got to work on my own clothes.

By the time Grace had her senses about her again, I was doing the last part by dropping my boxers. A blowjob would have been nice, but I wanted to wrap this up before Blake could get back. Being possible at any moment, I knew I'd have my cock buried in his wife within seconds.

I had my shaft in hand as Grace lied there, legs spread like wings. She was there, just begging for it with the last of that orgasm. I got on knees and elbows above her. That's when I heard the voices.

Amy was in the hallway beyond the door. “I don't know where she is. Have you tried your room?”

“She's not in there.” Blake.

I smiled as Grace opened her eyes in shock. She couldn't keep the fear inside. “If he finds me in here, he'll kill us both.”

My finger pressed against Grace's lips. I stared her deep in the eyes and said, “With what? He's lost you, and he doesn't even know it yet.”

Her body tensed up underneath me. Grace took my wrist and moved my hand back down to the mattress beside her. “Let me up so I can get dressed. He doesn't have to know we did anything.”

“Yeah, he kinda does.” The ring burned with new energy as I held the gaze. “Stay right fucking there for until I get back. Blake's in for a show.”

I got up and walked to the door. Blake was still trying to get an answer out of Amy. Their voices kept trailing down the hallway as I poked my head out.

“Blake!” We locked eyes as I grinned at him like a demon. My finger burned white-hot. “You got a few minutes? I've got something to show you.”

“What the hell is it? I'm trying to find my bitch of a wife.”

Hoo boy. “Just trust me and get in here.”

Amy's jaw dropped like she knew already. She shook her head in warning. I just nodded her way and waited for Blake to close the thirty or so feet of hallway.

I opened the door the rest of the way as I stood there, bare as his wife's muff. The urge to cringe from the ring's burn made it hard to keep a straight face. “Have a seat in here and watch.” His face sank as he got far enough to see Grace on my bed. “This is how it's gonna be, and you'll deal with it.”

Are you punishing him for your amusement, or to give her closure? Choose wisely.

It had a point. I let Blake take his seat in the chair next to the door before I continued. “This is what happens when you're a dick to your wife for too long.”

“You son of bitch!” It was fun watching him rage as he sat down, helpless to fight back with his body.

I went back to the bed and looked at Grace. “Look him in the eye. You need this to move on.”

She smiled, obviously not afraid of Blake anymore. I never ordered the change in her mind. It was like she was reborn of her own accord.

Grace rolled over as I lied on my back, the top of my head pointing toward her fuming husband. She climbed on top of me, her slit pressed against the length of my dick. I wish I could have seen Blake's face.

The warm, slick texture of her folds slid along my shaft. The look on her face said it all. It was like long-awaited vengeance distilled into a the most smug facial expression I had ever seen.

I watched from below as Grace stayed focused on her husband. “I never thought I'd get out of this shitty marriage.” She moved forward. I felt my tip poke just inside her. As Grace slid back, the soft heat of her passage swallowed my cock. She moaned a little and said, “I don't know why I was so afraid. Look how helpless you are right now.”

Grace's pussy felt like home. Or at least, a home that caressed the entire length of my dick. I wrapped my fingers around the garter bands running down her hips and thighs. She took her time, enjoying it like a long-delayed wish she finally had granted.

She picked up her movement and pushed her hands against my chest. That swirling motion felt magical. My eyes rolled back in my head and then closed as I said, “God damn, keep that up.”

“You see? Adam appreciates it.” Her voice almost sounded spiteful. “I got dressed up like this just for you, but I think you would have wasted it.”

I was more than happy to take whatever she was willing to give in Blake's place. Every swish and jerk she made had purpose and calm anger behind it.

Grace picked up the effort on her own, slamming herself into me like a jackhammer. I braced my feet against the bed and wrapped my arms around the small of her back. She never looked away from Blake as I put my own thrust into it from underneath.

She started to scream with each crack of our bodies. It felt like too much for one man to handle. Luckily, I had an observer to share the moment with. Somehow, I think he was feeling a different sort of being overwhelmed.

I put my thighs and back into it, ramming into Grace like I was poking holes in a ceiling. Her pussy got hotter and wetter. By the time I had her yelling like she was speaking in tongues, the whole damn thing began to tighten up.

Grace's entire body started tensing up. I felt the excess wetness running down my sack and soaking the comforter. She finally broke the stare toward her husband, closing her eyes and putting on a show of enjoying having me inside her.

I moved my hands up her back and undid both clips on that snazzy bra. The straps slipped from her shoulders as I jarred her body from between her legs. I chucked it aside after it fell onto my body.

God, those breasts. I took hold as they bounced above me. It only made Grace's whimpering sound more satisfied.

I gave her a rough drive as she got tighter. Her channel locked tight around my pole, holding me a willing captive inside her body. I felt the tremble in her arms and heard the wavering in her screams.

Grace fell into me with a hard seize. I slapped my hands against her ass and felt her entire body quake. She jerked a couple of times, that sweet pussy gripping onto my shaft, trying to pull it deeper than it already was.

I heard Blake groaning and sighing at the edge of the room. And who could blame the man? If I had a wife, I'd be miserable watching another man fuck her silly too.

Grace's breasts heaved against my chest. The tightness down below eased. I pulled out and rolled her over. She turned back and got on all fours on her own, still facing her husband.

I got up on my knees and turned to see Blake's face. He had to be on the verge of tears with that anguished look. I couldn't help rubbing it in. “Why the fuck would you let her go like this?”

His expression got even darker. “Cocksucker.”

He can't harm you.

I grinned and slapped Grace on the ass as I pulled myself behind her. She squealed and squirmed as a bright red handprint flushed on her cheek. I took one more look at Blake as I took hold of my dick. “How do you just sit there and watch another man plow your wife?”

The determination in his face was there. He just couldn't do anything with it. I'm not gonna lie, it was hard not to laugh. The look in his eyes spelled out murderous intent.

Grace looked back at me and said, “He looked even worse when you were fucking me.” She backed her ass up. “Quit teasing the sack of shit and wear me out.”

I gave her rump another echoing clap. My tip played along her slit. Grace eased back when she felt her entrance get another fill.

My hand wrapped around the garter belt on her waist. I took a fist full of hair in the other and pulled hard. Her neck bent as I rammed hard against her inner limit.

Another rough intrusion and smack of our bodies together had her voice as high as before. I stopped and winked at Blake with a nod. “Don't tell me you won't miss her pussy, even a little. No lie, it's fucking great.”

Rage and grief spun together on Blake's face. It only made Grace start shifting herself back and forth. I gave her a hand, throwing myself into her body like I was mad at it.

It got to be too much for him as Grace wailed with each smack of pleasure. Blake asked, “Why would you do this to me after being married for just a few years?”

Grace didn't bother answering or even acknowledging him. She wasn't outright ignoring him with it. I felt the chill of the distance between them well enough to get the idea.

I couldn't tell if I was enjoying grabbing onto her red hair and splitting Grace like firewood, or watching Blake suffer through the show. I finally noticed Amy propped against the door frame at the far end of the room, arms crossed and lips smiling. Blake was learning that I don't fuck around when I want to make a point, just like Amy had figured out.

Blake was at the point of tears already. I wanted him totally humiliated, even beyond the shattered remnant of a wannabe-alpha he already was. My cock slid back through his wife's pussy. With a hard ram, I pushed myself back inside her.

Grace screamed lough enough to let everyone in the massive house know exactly what was going on. I arched back and repeated, time after time. I had Grace losing her mind at the end of my dick.

My fingers pulled tighter on her hair as I put the other hand on her shoulder. I crammed myself as deep into her as I could. Her hips rolled and bobbed against me.

She wasn't letting up, bringing me within seconds of coming. Her voice went primal as she sent it forth toward the ceiling. I barely held on, perfectly fine with painting the inside of Blake's wife white right in front of him.

Humiliate him. You have to break this man completely to set her free.

The ring jarred me out of that tingling trance. He was hurt, but not completely obliterated. I pulled myself out as the pressure started welling up in my sack.

Grace had shown her husband that she didn't belong to him anymore. But in his mind, she was now a free agent. I had to rip out that small consolation and break it before his eyes.

I let go of her hair and forced Grace's neck and face to the mattress. Staring right at Blake and feeling as calm and in control as I knew I was, I said, “She left because she wanted to, but I went and stole her as soon as she took that first step away.”

Grace's body felt hot as I got her in position, her ass higher and her knees locked together. I put my foot on her shoulder and grabbed her wrists. My tip found home as Blake's utter defeat announced itself all over his face.

His ego be damned. I reared back and slammed my hips into his wife's ass. Grace shouted her pleasure, gripping her fingernails into my forearms. I let out my pride with a hard burst of thrusts deep inside Grace.

She was absolutely insatiable, taking every whip of punishment and forwarding it to her husband. Her walls dripped with pure wetness, gripping tight against me from her closed legs. I felt the heat of her breath against the foot I had pinning her down.

I saw Amy make her way to our unfortunate cuck. Her voice barely registered over Grace's yelling. “Adam saved all of us here the same way.”

Angela, Ellie, and Lauren crowded at the doorway. Everyone knew exactly what was going to happen. In fact, they had become conditioned to appreciate why I lived the way I did. It felt like a welcoming party for Grace, each of my girls understanding my actions through how I had brought each of them in.

The thorough soak and burning heat inside Grace kept getting better. She had gone from completely submissive to Blake, to destroying the man's self-worth before his very eyes. The chaos in her voice was her cry of freedom, if only from the uncaring rule of a rich asshole.

I inhaled deeply and belted out what I knew was going to be my last reserve. My body wanted to give in, but it had enough left. My shaft pulsed and stiffened further in anticipation, ready to play its oh-so-important part.

The give started creeping into my muscles and my package. Grace wasn't allowing that, urging me on with shouts and yelps that made my sack tingle. She was enjoying every motion and spark of an overstimulated nerve. I was more than happy to grant her that wish she had repressed for so long.

My body wanted to slow down and enjoy it, but I had a job to do. I could tell Grace wanted it even harder. Whether it was for her own enjoyment or to make her husband suffer more, I didn't care. I was after both goals myself.

Every fiber of me ached with fatigue and climax. Grace finally broke down, ripping out a rough scream as her legs tensed up. Her passage clamped tight around my girth, barely letting it move inside.

I forced myself through her resistance. As her pussy convulsed around me, I felt that hot explosion shoot forth with pressure behind it. My foot pressed harder against Grace's shoulder.

The second went off. I felt that load fill her nearly to capacity. I tensed my neck and got one last, fleeting look at Blake. The shame, despair, and fury mixed into one deflated wreck.

As his wife shivered, I gasped and moaned with each load delivery. My eyes clenched shut. I couldn't grip any longer, losing my mount. My cock barely stayed inside Grace as the final jet flew inside her.

My energy spent, I let go of her completely. I heard my gift drip onto the bed as I collapsed beside Grace, still quivering and whimpering into the comforter. Amy's voice was cool and assured as she said, “And that's why we stay with Adam. He always makes sure we're happy, so we do the same for him.”

Blake's defeat was final. Indisputable. I couldn't stop myself from grinning, fully proud of what I had just done to the blowhard.


By the time Grace had settled in, her divorce was moving along smoothly. No fault, and I even forced Blake to give her a fair shake. The couple-hundred-grand she got for her half of their house was her money, and hers alone. I wasn't nearly shitty enough to try claiming it for myself.

Grace herself, however, was a different story. It felt like another war brewing. Lauren had been close to me like an actual girlfriend since she had moved in. Grace's intrusion into her territory had put both of them on edge.

I had my way of dealing with the issue, but it could wait for the time being. When I had the two of them together with me, you could smell the tension in the air. It was making for great nights after a hard day of renovations. Jealousy was one hell of a motivator for two women naked in front of their prize.

Even with the cold gray of January outside, I still had two redheads, two blondes, and a brunette to add some color and beauty. It only took a few more weeks for my next claim to fall into my lap. But we'll talk about how we stole Lily next time.


HAREM RING 3: TAMING JENNA

Life in the new place was beyond great. Kelsey's needs weren't exactly a problem to deal with, guaranteeing a good hump at least once a day. That usually involved Angela as well. For a couple of weeks, I was beyond satisfied with how my life had turned around. Broke and going at least a month between one-night stands wasn't a state of normal I missed.

But no matter how good your life is, you always want it to be better. I wasn't actively seeking new action, but I wasn't gonna turn it down if anything tempting fell into my lap. Sometimes life just gives you an opportunity you can't stand to miss. That's exactly how it was when Jenna stumbled into our lives.

It was my first day by myself in that house. Angela and Kelsey had gone off together on a little trip for the weekend. I desperately wanted to join them, but work earlier that afternoon had kept me from tagging along on that beach getaway. Stopping in on some of Kelsey's house showings, where I'd use my gift to get her the sale, had netted her one hell of a commission.

Life was good all-around. We had money, we had all the sex we wanted with each other, and we didn't have to work all that hard for any of it. If this had been the peak, I couldn't have complained about it.

But the ring had ambitions of its own. Whether it had as much control over me as I did of Angela and Kelsey, I still don't know. Either way, its suggestions always seemed like great ideas.

I'd gotten tired of wearing the same peacoat I'd had since my freshman year of college. Even though it still looked damn nice on me and had helped land a decent number of lays, sometimes you just want something new. If only for variety's sake. Even the nicest of things get stale after long enough.

Armed with a few grand in tip money that afternoon, I drove myself out to the good mall. You know, the one with the higher-end stores and real plants in the corridors instead of plastic. I agreed with the ring in needing to enjoy my new wealth with something nice for myself.

Good quality. The kind of clothing that only looks good when you're confident. Something with authority.

I tried finding my size in a leather jacket that tickled my new sense of self, but a redhead with a cellphone glued to her ear drew my focus. Slim and busty in that red tank top and those tiny shorts, just the way I liked them. I let the jacket hunt drift out of my head as I listened in.

“He likes it when I do that kind of stuff. No joke.” I was already hooked. “If I did this for money, it'd feel trashy. It's a lifestyle, not a job.” I knew that usually meant something interesting. Possibly right along my lines. “It's getting old, but Rob's perfectly happy to let me be dominant. He spends so much time bossing people around, he just loves it when I let loose on him.”

Hot damn! I fell in love instantly, but not with the copper-topped little minx a few racks over. I was head over heels mad about proving I could top her.

Be careful with this one. Her will is strong.

Even better. I grinned, feeling like a lone wolf on a stalk. And I was hiding in plain sight, ready to sink my teeth into some challenging prey who had no idea of the danger. It felt too easy.

We made eye contact. Rather than darting my eyes away, I started going forward. If I wanted her that badly, I only had to dare to ask. It had become second nature by that point.

The ring started to warm earlier than it had before. She has the same power as yourself, naturally.

I had no idea what it meant. For all I knew, my uncle's gift was the sole source of this kind of influence. It was a hard lesson I'd almost learn in the best way possible.

“Your name?” I felt my finger cooking already.

She grinned like a fox and dropped her gaze. “Jenna.” With only a second of hesitation, she looked back at me. “You want something from me, don't you?”

Nobody had ever questioned me with my power before. “No. I want to give you something.” I pulled a twenty from my pocket, not having scrap paper or any smaller bills.

“I was just thinking I needed a little more for a purse I've been wanting.”

Notice what she just did.

It was clear as glass. “It's not free money. I need something from you in return.” The battle of egos had started.

“And that would be?” Her stare never lost its intensity.

I didn't dare break eye contact. I pulled a pen out of my other pocket and scrawled my new address  without looking. “Tell me if you can read this, and then show up there at eight tonight. Show me what Rob likes so much.”

Jenna was hesitant as she took the bill. I knew she didn't want to be the first to look down. “You've got stone balls. You know that?”

I smirked as she read the address. I'd won, and she knew it. “We have a deal.”

As I turned away to get back to my jacket hunt, I heard her say, “But I know how to break stone. Remember that.”


Jenna arrived early. As soon as I heard someone coming down that long, gravel drive, I scrambled off of the couch where I'd dozed off. The alarm on my phone still had another five minutes until it was supposed to go off, and I fully intended on trying to draw up some energy from the ring with a pep-talk between the two of us.

Stay calm, stay in control. Women like her can smell weakness.

It felt like a test I wasn't ready for. Headlights bounced down the driveway as I got myself together. I looked down at the ring and said, “If this was something you set up, I'm impressed.”

You've barely scratched the surface of your potential, but realizing it will take hard practice.

“Sneaky bastard.” But I knew it was right. I could reach for so much more.

And more was putting her car in park right that second. You want her. Now take her.

In that moment, claiming Jenna as my own was all that mattered. No matter the challenge she could put up, I knew my will would dominate. I ran to the half bathroom nearby and brushed the sleep out of my hair.

The knock on the front door boomed with authority. I started to wonder if it was actually Jenna and not this Rob sap. But there she was as I walked back through the living room, watching me through the wall of windows. It'd have been creepy if not for the stockings and that damn skirt she'd changed into. The huge duffel in her hand was a bit concerning, though.

I cranked the deadbolt open and pulled that big slab of a door. Jenna didn't say a word as she walked right past me. My ass clenched as I stood there, feeling her presence like a threat to my authority.

Turning around, Jenna was already throwing the bag down on the couch. I made my way over. “What's this all about?”

Jenna turned and held a pair of handcuffs up. “This is what you asked for.” She stepped forward and pushed the cuffs out to me. “Surprised?”

I didn't expect she'd be a full-blown dominatrix. “Yeah, but not disappointed.” I knew I was in for a war over dominance.

Win early.

She stood there, expecting me to hold my wrists out. “You'll like it, but don't think it'll be easy.”

I lifted my arms. “Go ahead.”

The steel cuffs in her hands got closer. I played up my willingness. Jenna's shoulders relaxed when she saw I wasn't going to resist. And that was her mistake.

I snatched the chain between the open rings and pulled the pair out of her grip. I grabbed her wrist with the other hand at the same time, and then locked a cuff around it. Jenna's eyes got wide.

Whipping her around, I put the cuffed arm against the small of her back. Her voice was soaked in panic. “This isn't what I was talking about.”

“I heard you say it was getting old. Why not change things up for once?” I marched her to the spiral stairs. “Now be a good girl and stay put.” I snapped the other cuff around the handrail.

“I don't give up that easily.”

I stepped in front of her and lifted her chin. I had a good eight inches on her, but her presence felt towering, even when she was restrained. “I think you know. I don't either.”

Turning away, I knew what I needed was in my car. Jenna wasn't going anywhere, trapped by steel latched onto cast iron. “Where the hell are you going?”

“I've got my own bag of fun.” I walked away and out the front door. Jenna was already struggling in vain as I looked through the window.

I returned with my gear bag from work lugged up on my shoulder.  I dropped it in the floor, right in the middle of the room. The zipper whined and I pulled out a hundred foot coil of vertical rope.

Jenna watched helplessly as I tied on a carabiner and chucked it over the rafters. I clipped it into the rope and pulled, then repeated. It hung down, the middle section lying limp on the floor.

I left it there and grabbed a nylon tether out of my bag. I walked back to the couch and fished a silver key out of Jenna's sack. Making my way to the stairs I asked, “You promise to behave?”

“No.” The fire was still burning in her blue eyes.

“That's what I wanted to hear.” I looped the webbing around her free arm below the elbow and hitched it tight. I did the same to her cuffed limb, then wrapped both together behind her back before pulling the knot. I made a loop in the remaining tail. I undid the cuff and left the pair hanging.

Jenna stood by, defiant as ever when I turned back around. “Rob tried to get the upper hand more than once, but he never could.”

“You're in no position to be cocky right now.” I jerked the restraint behind her back and led her forward. “Unlike you, I make a living with this stuff.”

“Climbing gear isn't the same thing. You know that.”

We got to the hanging rope. “Just shut up and take it.” I snapped another carabiner onto the loop I'd made in the webbing.

“What do you plan on doing with a rope that limp? You can't even suspend someone right.”

She wanted an argument, but I wasn't giving it to her. I grabbed at a section about chest height and tied a loop into it. “There's more than one way to secure something.” I forced Jenna to stand in place and hooked her into my new attachment point by the binding on her arms. I went ahead and grabbed my bag.

I walked away and pulled the rope off the floor. Jenna struggled to keep from going along with it. I pulled it out to the stairs and made another stopper loop. She had to work to keep her feet on the ground.

The strain on her arms and shoulders was enough to make it unpleasant. When I got back to her, the confidence was slowly fading away. “Rethinking that misbehavior bit?”

“Fuck you.”

I gave her a quick push between the tits. Jenna swung back, helplessly stranded with her feet just off the ground. “I've never been one to declaw a pussycat, but I'll have to do that with you.”

Break her.

Jenna groaned as her foot slipped on her way back. I bent over and removed those heels before they scratched the hell out of my floors. The slick nylon on her feet made it even harder for her to get traction.

“I thought doms were supposed to wear black.” I circled around and jerked at her skirt. It slid down her legs to reveal garters hooked to a white thong. “But I thought they were supposed to dominate, too.”

Her voice wavered between humiliation and anger. “Eat me.”

“Don't mind if I do.”

“Then quit talking like a little bitch and do it!”

It's what she wants. Don't.

I unhooked the garters and ripped the panties down her legs to see if she was a natural redhead. Hard to tell when it's shaved that smooth. I teased with a light swat to her pussy and strolled away.

“Son of a bitch, where the hell are you going?”

I tried not to laugh by the time I opened her bag again. She'd barely managed to turn herself around, her feet sliding all over the place. “I won't give you what you want until you give me something.”

“And what's that?”

I ignored her, pulling out one of those fancy bullet massagers with a remote. Sex had gone high tech since the last time I'd checked. I pulled a roll of duct tape out with it.

“You still haven't answered me. What do you want?”

“By the time you know,” the tape screamed as I pulled several inches out, “you won't know what it is anymore.” It wasn't quite her free will that I wanted, but I knew I'd have to tame this petite beast if she was to be a part of this family.

“Better men than you have tried controlling me.”

What's this?

I gave the little sex toy a test. Even the first setting felt insane. “What do you mean?”

“You're like me. You know how to get people to do what you want.”

Pressing the buzzing bullet against her clit, I slapped the tape over top, making sure to leave that clenching entrance below uncovered. “I'm new at it. Enlighten me.”

“You project your will onto people. I've been doing it since I was little.”

I could see how a hobby dom would find that especially useful. “It's a gift,” I hit the button to vibrate her pearl into oblivion, “that's for sure.”

Jenna closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. I turned it up, just above halfway. The damn thing sounded scary powerful.

I let her pant through it, bringing her to the point of almost screaming. Right before she could get too much stimulation, I cut the power. Feeling like a bit of a dick and enjoying it, I jerked the rope above Jenna's head and sent her swinging again.

“So this Rob guy, he sounds rich. Is he a toy?”

“Asshole.”

I cranked the remote up again. “That's not doing you any favors. I can sit in a chair and fuck with you all night like this.”

She was still defiant, trying her best not to make the overload on her clit known. Another couple of levels, and Jenna's legs curled. She screamed out as I gave it another boost to drive the point home.

I slapped her ass to force another deafening outburst and then cut the juice. “You know how Rob likes to lose control and be your slave? I think you're the same way, deep down inside. You'll just never admit it.”

Jenna fought for breath. I slapped her ass again. She'd finally had enough. “So what if I do want it? I won't lose control to just anyone, and I don't think you've got what it takes.”

The ring burned again, sending the sizzling feeling up to my elbow. Her will is yours to take. Make sure you're ready to do so.

But I didn't want a slave. I'd always treated life with Angela and Kelsey as a deal between the three of us. I had only made it a good idea in their minds. Outright control over a person's mind felt like too much.

I put my weight on the rope to stretch it. I unhooked the carabiner from the loop and supported Jenna so she could stand up. “You're right. I'm not in the business of making anyone a slave. And I'm fine with that.”

The heat from the ring died down. Jenna tilted her head and asked, “Why?”

“It's not the right thing to do.”

My head felt empty as soon as I looked her in the eyes. “You should untie me and let me show you a good time.” I started to grab at the webbing.

You fool! I felt the deep scorch, expecting to smell my skin cook. As soon as it began, it stopped. That's when I realized I'd been commanded myself.

I let the knot in the webbing stay and put the toy still taped to her clit on the lowest setting. “Nice try. You damn near got me.”

“How did you pull yourself out of it?” It wasn't quite fear on her face, but Jenna had been thrown for a loop. I'm sure I'd have reacted the same way.

“Tell me something, and be honest.” I started marching Jenna to the couch. “That boy toy of yours is as much a slave in mind as he is in body, isn't he?”

Jenna refused to speak. I shoved her into the cushions and tossed her bag on the floor. She tried burying her face, holding back her body's reaction to the buzz between her legs.

“Answer me.” I gave her a hard slap on the ass. “Now.”

She turned her head enough to look through her hair with one eye. “Is there anything wrong with it? You're about to do the same to me.”

She can be redeemed.

“Not exactly.” I took a seat and forced her head into my lap. Gripping her jaw, I made her look me in the eyes as the ring burned with more light than heat. “Set Rob free and stay here with us. Let's make each other happy.”

The tension in Jenna's body relaxed as that fiery self-confidence came back into her eyes. “You said 'us.' I'm not the only one?”

I cranked the toy up a couple of notches. “No.”

Jenna's face strained against the pleasure. “You–,” her voice started to go up in pitch, her breathing intensifying, “–fucking win.”

“Not yet.” I put the wand on its middle setting, exactly where I had topped it out before.

I felt her body start to tighten up. One more press of the right button had her squealing. I cut the power one more time, forcing her to shout, “God! Fucking let me come, please!”

“Not until I do.” It felt like punishment enough. I hadn't even got my dick wet so far.

Jenna was begging without saying a word. She knew what I wanted, and she knew giving it to me was the only way to get her deepest desire. I pushed her aside and got up, unzipping my jeans and undoing my belt as I stood.

She was able to sit up on her own, at least. I pressed the power button to bring it back up to the previous level. Jenna drew up into herself, sucking air through her teeth.

I cut it off yet again. “You don't want it that bad.”

Jenna scooted herself forward, pushing her hips over the front of the couch. “I'm begging you. Just fuck me until we come!” I already had my pants and boxers on the floor. I stepped out of them along with my deck shoes and pulled my shirt off.

I bent down and felt her pussy, blushed and swollen with overstimulation that bordered on a war crime. My index finger slipped inside, feeling like I'd put it in a glass of hot water. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, fuck!” I gave her another jolt for a few seconds. “Please, for fuck's sake!”

I didn't bother giving myself a spit polish. Jenna was plenty ready without it. I grabbed her ass and stood, lifting her tiny body to that perfect height.

The wettest pussy I'd ever felt took me in without resistance. Damn was it wonderful. She was light enough for me to hold up with one hand and my cock. I let myself settle in her deepest reach and put my thumb in Jenna's mouth. She took to it like a pro, making me wish I'd teased for a blowjob first. But there was always later.

I felt her suck hard on my thumb as I pulled back and sank in again. It was practically a beg to do more, but I was feeling patient. She moaned with the third thrust, even more gentle than the other two.

Pausing for a second, I held the remote against her face and turned the source of her torment back on. Jenna whimpered into my thumb, squirming to push my dick against more of her interior. I showed her some mercy, thrusting a little harder until she couldn't focus on sucking any longer.

I pulled my hand away, holding her up for a hard assault on her mounting orgasm. Her pussy was almost crying with wetness. Popping off early came to mind, but why let her off so easy?

Still, I rammed against her with anger. Every crash of my body into hers made her scream louder, that shaved pussy gripping hard like new tires. Jenna's head crashed back as I put a few more notches of power into the toy, feeling it's vibrations in my shaft

Her body was almost at the breaking point. Just as her legs stiffened up around me I pulled out and dropped her onto the couch. Cutting the juice again and forcing her to look at me, I said, “Don't you fucking come without me.”

Jenna lied there, helpless and wanting more. But I wasn't in a giving mood. She wanted it so bad, I could see it in the way her breathing made her breasts heave up.

I turned her over and forced her face into the cushions. Her ass stuck up and out, that pussy begging for another fill. I buried my face in it and buzzed the wand back to life.

Jenna screamed through the upholstery. I let her have it with my tongue inside, teasing away as I pushed the power up to another level. I grabbed her bound hands, feeling her squeeze and dig her nails into my palm.

She can't get what she wants until you do. Her spirit is breaking.

I wanted her body to give out first, just to drive the point home. Pulling my face away, I drove a middle finger deep inside, feeling for that magical spot on her ceiling. I drove the wand to its highest setting and chucked the remote across the room. There would be no mercy.

Jenna's body went ballistic. I felt her arms strain against the nylon strap as her legs trembled. The ear-splitting noise roaring from her lips filled my entire head.

She was on the verge of losing sanity, and I knew it. Every little quiver inside her pussy pulsed from her entrance on back, coaxing my finger deeper. Her body fought back as I pulled it out, like I trying to move against a current.

I took my cock in hand as I propped a foot on the couch, teasing her pleasure hole with my tip and slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red print. I pulled back against her hands and plowed deep. The wetness inside was too much, running down her thighs as my girth displaced it.

That's it, she's yours. Make her grateful.

The vibrations and the milking action of her passage would have been enough to finish off a paralyzed man. But the punishment hadn't gone as far as I wanted. I jerked back, ramming hard enough to move her forward a bit with each push.

Jenna's voice trailed off into something animal, pulling out her deepest instincts like a call of nature. Her rational brain had all but shut down, overloaded with an unbearable amount of pleasure. I rocked back and pulled out completely, and then refilled her gluttonous hole in one solid motion.

She made a pitiful attempt at writhing out of her bonds. I saw the knot move with the tiny amount of slack I'd left for her comfort. I pulled hard, using it like a handle as I put a foot on her shoulder.

Jenna tried jerking herself, moaning from her core as I grabbed her hair and reared back. Her body had to know there was no escape, no matter how desperate it was for release.  I was having none of it, punishing her pink flesh for even doing so on reflex.

Every rough spear pushed against all I would normally think was right, but letting Jenna off was the last thing I wanted. Even the hysterical screams urged me forward, pissing me off more the louder they got. I crashed balls deep one final time and pulled out, leaving Jenna a gaping and begging for more.

It was time to make her work for it. I sat down square in the center of the couch and pulled the squalling mess of a woman on my lap. Jenna buried her face in my shoulder as I got her in position, my cock tipping into her pussy and ready for her to prove her worth.

I wasn't sure if she would understand me as I said, “It's on you now.” Pulling her body down, the walls of her pussy slid against my shaft.

She tried taking the cheap way out, bobbing up and down. I kept her grounded with both hands gripping her bonds. Jenna got the message, letting me know with a tortured face, contorting with the agony of too much bliss.

“I'm as deep as I'll ever be. If you want it, take it.”

Jenna's throbbing slit was almost gushing at that point, soaking into the cushion to the point of saturation. I didn't care. I knew every single bit of this lesson would sink in, and I wanted to teach it as hard as I could.

The sound of her voice cut off as I felt the first bit of precum slick everything up a bit more. Jenna stared at me through the sweat-soaked hair dangling over her forehead. Her mouth opened like she wanted to say something, but she was beyond the point of forming words.

The motion of her hips rocked my entire body. I smiled and caressed her cheek. “That's it. It's almost over.”

Jenna quivered and gasped as she leaned back. I tried holding back a bit longer against the incredible sensation. As the head of my cock pressed hard against the grind of her pussy, the end began drawing near.

The desperate need for relief in her eyes made it all the better. I watched the rhythmic dance of her waist, that white lace on her corset sticking to her skin like latex. I pulled the shoulder straps down to finally see those perky tits, swollen and blushing pink.

I grabbed on to each breast, giving a little resistance to the motion she was putting in with her upper body. Jenna got the message, wriggling her hips as she tried to fight through the new rule. I could see her lips moving in silence, mouthing out what had to be, “Can I please come? Please?”

Her mind finally collapsed in on itself in as her eyes rolled back. The tunnel around my dick closed in. It threw me past the point of no return. I started grunting as Jenna fell into my chest.

I reached between us and ripped off the tape holding the wand. I was barely able to hold it, the vibrations jarring my hand like a cracked out jackhammer. It came out of my grip and hit the floor, skittering on the hardwood with an unholy racket.

Jenna's body reacted with hurricane force, seizing in my arms as her legs tried drawing up in knots. I felt a hot, forceful breath against my chest before she exploded with, “Oh my GOD!”

My first jet of semen blasted out as the room went blurry around me. Jenna whimpered and tossed her head to the side. I barely held on, trying to shoot my load as deep inside her pussy as anatomy would allow.

Her walls coursed with hard pulses and contractions. I groaned out and felt myself empty into her body again. Jenna's thighs tightened to the point of hurting me.

My last several bursts tapered away as I started feeling my own overload. Her orgasm kept going, ripping through her body like a supernatural force. The quivering pussy around my cock was too much.

We both collapsed to the side. I held her tight to keep her from hitting the floor, that damn vibrator still dancing under the couch. How such a tiny woman could take so much punishment and remain conscious, I still can't figure out.

I pulled her tighter and gasped, “It's over. You made it.”

Jenna shivered like she was hypothermic. Her body burned hot though. “I'm–,” her words stopped for a quick tremor, still working out what it had just gone through, “–cold.”

It was enough. Unlike Angela and Kelsey, I could feel the change in her character. Like we were a part of one another in spirit.

Taking care of her is your burden now. Do not fail her, or there will be consequences.

I didn't need any urging from the ring. It wasn't love. It's hard to describe, like when you see a newborn kitten in need. You just want to take care of it, no matter how macho you are.

Barely able to stand, I got up and started untying Jenna's arms. The webbing had left a deep imprint from above her elbows to beneath her wrists. She trembled in place as I backed away and tossed the restraint.

What I had done didn't feel wrong, but it didn't feel right either. It simply was, and I knew I had to take care of Jenna as best I could. For some reason, it made the responsibility I had toward Kelsey and Angela feel that much more intense as well.


I had carried Jenna up to the bedroom. Her body had simply given out even though she was awake and alert. As we lied there in bed, I kept her close.

That's when I got her life story. When Jenna got to the part about her abusive step-father, I understood why she would want power over others. It was the force of Jenna's will to survive that brought about that gift we had shared, and I had stripped away from her.

I awoke in the middle of the night to the ring pulsing on my finger. I felt the soaked pillow and saw the stain from her running mascara. But the smile on her face as she slept said it all.

Her life was a living nightmare, and she knew it. Beware of losing yourself in the control you have over people. You saw in her what the brink looks like. Do not manipulate for the sake of it.

Drifting back to sleep, I felt Jenna pull her nude body tighter into me. The lesson I had just felt didn't reach its full teaching until later.


HAREM RING 5: SAVING LAUREN

Angela treated Ellie like her own princess. Kelsey and Jenna were at orgasmic war as always. I had my share of fun with everyone, but I felt like I needed my own personal toy.

We were also running out of room. I knew another hot body would be trotting around the house. It was only a matter of time. Four women and myself had the place at capacity. Nobody ever slept alone, but holy shit was it an absolute war in the morning when all four of them were dressing up for work.

Angela had finally found a gig selling luxury cars to limp-dicked old men, Kelsey was moving houses left and right, and Jenna had schemed her way into doing jack and shit for the car lot Angela was working at. Ellie was already teaching at an elementary school when we had met her. To say the least, showers and mirror space were at a premium.

I was still raking in tips at the rock climbing center. After getting some rich regulars under my control, it was easy to come away with several hundred dollar tips on your average day. It pissed off everyone else, but I wasn't doing the job for their happiness. Every day there was just a means to and end.

Everyone knew it wouldn't stay this way forever. We spent the winter in that house, fucking and licking each other as we pleased. That is, until I had an idea that changed everything.

Kelsey had found a bed and breakfast the owners were desperate to sell, and I knew the relations between everyone at home had begun to strain. Angela and Ellie had split off into a camp against Jenna and Kelsey. For a couple of weeks, it felt like even my control wasn't enough to keep the peace.

The ring gave advice, but it never had the exact answer I needed. The solution will come. It wasn't the pair of scissors I needed to cut the fuse of that powder keg I was sitting on.

I was at wit's end when Kelsey was able to get me in for a viewing of the place. The cash I needed for the down payment was on hand, but it was a matter of waiting for the bank to approve the loan. The banker, however, was very cooperative. I'm sure you can figure out why at this point.

I drove by the place and knocked on the door that day. I was hoping Amy, the girl who I'd been told might stay on as housekeeper and cook, would be around. Nobody answered, but it sunk in exactly how much of a bargain I was getting. The place was massive, fit for weddings or any other fancy event. Keeping it open to guests and appropriating some of the nine bedrooms for myself and the girls would give us a damn nice house that paid for itself.

The drive was only fifteen minutes, but my car needed gas. I pulled into one of those backwoods convenience stops. You know, with the dirty linoleum floors and analog displays on the gas pumps. As I walked in to prepay, I knew I'd found the girl who would put our house into official overload.

My only concern was figuring out if she was eighteen yet. From the looks of her, it was a coin toss. But those copper pigtails, those blue doe eyes, and her rocking little body almost blew my nuts out. I had to have her for myself.

The ring did it's usual warming cycle. If you take her, the life of everyone in our family will change. For better or for worse, I can't say yet.

Things had to change anyway. Shit was getting out of hand. I decided on the gamble. I in front of the register and slid my bill across the counter. “Twenty on pump two.”

“Regular, plus, or premium?” I thought her voice was downright enchanting, even if she did just ask the most unsexy question possible.

I smiled and let the ring burn as usual. “Regular,” I looked hard into her eyes, “and I want to see you the next day you're off.”

Bingo. The employee's smile of hidden misery left her face. “I've got Friday off, but I've got school in the morning.”

It was a good time to find out whether this girl could land me in jail or not. “High school or college?”

“College. It's my freshman year.”

God damn did I feel lucky. I had to know how exactly how lucky, though. “How old are you?”

She looked every bit like I'd just made her bashful. “I turned eighteen a few months ago.”

Holy shit. “And your name?”

“Lauren.” I always liked that name. In fact, I'd always thought about naming any daughter I might have Lauren. Not anymore.

I knew it wasn't necessary, but this girl had something special about her. I took her hand in mind and kissed the back of her palm. Even a corny gesture like that worked wonders because of the ring. “I'm Adam. I think we'll get to know each other very well in the future.”

I turned to leave with a big grin on my face. Lauren stopped me dead in my tracks at the door. “But we don't have each others numbers or anything?”

Fuck, she was right. That deflated my ego faster than having a limp dick come game time. I snatched a pen from the jar next to the register and asked, “Got anything I can write on?”

Lauren fed a few inches of paper through the register and tore it off. She handed it to me and asked, “Why do I feel like I can trust you?”

Probably because she had no idea the person she was had gone bye-bye. I wrote down my address and 6:00PM and passed it her way. “I can't figure out why I'm being this upfront with you myself.” Really, I just wanted to get in her pants and to have a personal playmate ten years younger than myself. And of all the places to find my idea of teenage beauty, it had to be at a fucking gas station.


Ellie and Angela had gone off to take a look around at our new home. The mortgage was a go, and we planned on moving in by the end of the next week. The only lingering questions were the matter of seeing about keeping Amy on staff, and whether Kelsey and Jenna would be going with us. There was an undeniable feeling of those two pulling away from the rest of us.

The issue with those two was wearing heavy on me that afternoon after they had left for unknown reasons. As soon as Lauren pulled up in that silver Cobalt, the issue left my mind completely. I suddenly found myself wondering exactly how much I could change a girl's personality without feeling awful about it. Hell, I didn't even know anything about her other than her name and age, so exactly how much I'd have to warp her was an open question.

I gave myself a quick once-over by pulling at my sleeves and making sure my fly was zipped. The doorbell chimed out as I made my way downstairs. I muttered to myself, “Smart, obedient, but most importantly, adorable and jackrabbit crazy in bed.” I'd been envisioning what I wanted Lauren to be for me all afternoon.

When I got to the door, I took a deep breath as I felt the ring offer another bit of advice. No matter how you change Lauren, make sure it's to her benefit as well.

I pulled the door open and there she was. Between her curly hair up in pigtails, those puppies under her tight sweater, and those striped thigh-highs almost meeting that tiny denim skirt, I barely held myself together. It almost felt like a shame to change her in any way.

Lauren dove in for a hug like I was an old friend she hadn't seen in years. Something was definitely off here. “I'm happy to see you too, but what's all this about?” Damn those tits felt nice pressed up against me like that.

“Ever since you left, I felt like I had to see you again.” She buried her face in my shirt. “I don't know why, but I'm glad you're here.”

I pulled her tight and patted the back of her head. I whispered under my breath, “What did you do?”

Her life has to change. That's why I'm giving you so much control over her. You have earned my trust.

Well, I had the faith of a piece of jewelry, at least. Lauren eased up on the grip around my entire chest and back. “It keeps me from having to see him tonight, anyway.”

“Who?”

“My dad.”

I had a hunch about where this was going. That damn ring was predictable enough. “You're safe here, if that's what you're worried about.”

Lauren backed away and stared up at me. “How did you know?”

“I don't know, but I can tell something's wrong.”

Physical security for obedience. That is her trade. It still felt pretty fucked up.

“Why do you care when you don't even know me?”

I didn't bother answering. I turned and started walking toward the kitchen. Lauren stayed right behind me like a lost kitten. “So you just started college, you don't like your dad, and you work at the gas station. Anything else I should know about you?”

Lauren's footsteps sped up until I felt her latch onto my arm. “Not really. It's just–,” she gripped like she never wanted to let go, “–I met you right when I needed someone.”

Her attachment was already getting a little creepy for my tastes. “I'm glad I can help, but I don't know how I'm doing it.” We passed through the doorway and onto that slate tile I was going to miss when the move happened.

I opened the fridge as Lauren hopped up on the counter and took a seat like she was at home. “I know this will sound really weird, but when I talked to you, I felt like something else was talking to me. It let me know everything would be alright.”

Interesting. I honestly thought the ring could only talk to the person wearing it. “You want a drink? There's juice, milk, Sprite, and Pepsi. Beer too, if that's your thing.”

“I'm good, but thanks.”

I pulled a cold one out for myself and eased the door shut. The look on Lauren's face reeked of shame. I put the beer down on the counter, grabbed her hand, and asked, “I know we're practically strangers, but if something's bothering you that much, I'll listen.” Sex was about the last thing on my mind by that point.

“Are you sure?” Her head stayed down as those big blue eyes looked at me.

“Go ahead, shoot.”


It was beyond fucked up. I didn't even bother trying to get lucky that night. The poor girl had been through some tough shit in the past several years, and I was more than happy to let her stay over. As the sun started rising, I woke up early and headed off to the back deck. I even lit my first cigarette in months from that emergency pack I kept in my nightstand.

Everyone was home, but Lauren had stayed with me. It didn't feel right to throw her in that pack of wild animals yet. I leaned against the railing and worked on giving myself cancer. As I watched the sky change color and put some thought into what I could do for Lauren, I heard the backdoor open.

It was Ellie, the only one who had to be up this early. “I know that girl. I've always felt bad for her.”

“How?” I never looked back.

Ellie leaned herself right next to me. “When I did student teaching, she was in one of my classes. Child Services dropped the ball on that one.”

Lauren had already told me about the years of abuse, physical and sexual. And I thought Jenna had a fucked up childhood. “I can't believe they drop a case like that.”

“Her dad's a respected business owner. You know how small town politics can be.”

It was the first time I actually wanted to use my power for something other than money and sex.


I waited until everyone else had left the house to talk to Lauren. The look in her eyes had changed with every hour, gradually shifting from relief to fear. She was sitting on one of the bar stools at the counter island as Angela and Jenna pulled out of the driveway. The whole morning, the ring kept up with the same message. She has to abandon who she was to begin healing.

“You don't have to go back if you don't want to.” I let it out like it was unpleasant business. Not by intention, but I was sick of worrying about it.

Lauren put her hands together and brought them up to her chin. “You say it like you feel obligated, but you don't really want me to stay.”

I sighed and took a seat next to her. “I wouldn't have offered if I didn't think it's the best option.”

“For you or for me?”

It made me stop mid-thought. Was I being entirely selfish? “How much do you want to change about your life, or even yourself?”

I felt her eyes on me as I kept staring ahead. Lauren dropped her hands to the counter and said, “Everything. I don't think there's anything I want to keep from the past.” Her head tipped into my shoulder. “I've been wondering what kind of person I'd be if life had been different.”

Free her.

I turned and grabbed onto Lauren's shoulders. The dread in her eyes vanished as I felt the ring project its power toward her. “Listen to me.” I felt its glow fill my own head. “You have to forget what's happened to you in the past. I'll make you into that new person you want to be.”

You have to guide her.

I cleared my throat and continued. “Do not go back to your old life. Don't even let your mind think about your father. Stay with us and let's all make each other happy.”

The change in Lauren's face was immediate, like there was a spark in her eyes that had returned for the first time in years. I would almost go so far as to say she looked like she felt wanted. “Adam, why didn't you try having your way with me last night?”

I knew she was a different person at her core. Lauren was now unknown territory, and I was drawing the map. “It didn't feel right.”

“Would it now?”

Considering how she wasn't in tears and afraid anymore, I knew it was time. “I'm leaving that up to you, but I'd like for it to happen.”

Lauren smiled and got up. She took my hand and said, “It's your lucky day. I'm feeling thankful.”

I quivered between my legs as I pulled myself out of the chair. “Lead the way.”

The entire trip up the stairs was an appetizer. The floral print on Lauren's panties barely covered her ass under that miniskirt from last night. I knew we'd have to get her some clothes. After I got her back out of these, of course.

She was on a mission, marching us straight to the bedroom door. Lauren pushed it open without breaking stride. There was a bounce to her step, like an unbreakable confidence had come out of hiding.

Lauren pushed me face first into the bed. I rolled over and watched her jump onto me. The warmth between her thighs rested on my chest. She leaned her face over mine and said, “Is there anything you want from me?”

I tried running my hands along her legs. She grabbed hold of my wrists and forced them behind my head on the mattress. She's willing to become anything you want.

I felt the warm breath coming from her mouth as she said, “Go ahead, tell me. I want to be your favorite.”

She already was with that attitude and her rocking little body. “Be a good girl and never change.”

“How can I be good?” Lauren got a little closer to my face. “I'm sure there's something I can do right now to make you proud.”

“You can guess, and I'll let you know how you're doing.”

She let go of my wrists and smiled as she reared back. Lauren pulled the sweater straight over her head and chucked it over the foot of the bed. I was in absolute awe of that perfect pair from my viewpoint below.

Lauren unclipped the buttons down the side of her skirt. She slid the strip of denim from around her hips. This girl was too much, but I knew she was the perfect fit if I was determined to pick a personal toy.

“Adam, do you know what I'm happy about right now?”

“What's that?” I cradled Lauren's cheek in my hand. It dawned on me that I legit wanted to take care of this girl.

She pressed a hand against the back of mine on her face. “I've never had someone to look out for me. It's a good feeling.”

I opened my mouth to speak as Lauren put her hands behind her back. Words failed to come out when her bra dropped onto my shoulder. God, what a sight. Perfectly round, not a bit of drop, and just right for a good handful.

“Can I thank you?” Lauren scooted herself back, pushing those cotton panties hard against the bulge in my pants. She lied herself down on top of me, the top of her head barely reaching my chin.

I slipped my fingers underneath the waistband. Even with the room a few degrees too cold, Lauren was warm. My hands made their way to her ass. I copped a good feel of both cheeks, loving how tight and smooth her skin felt.

She leaned up and started undoing the buttons on my shirt. I expected her to be nervous, but she was defying all of my expectations that morning. The grin on her face only got warmer, even happier, the further we went.

The last button came undone. Lauren scooted back a little more and got to work on my pants. “Do you think I'm a slut because I'm not a virgin?”

“Of course not.” But I was perfectly willing to let her be my little slut.

I leaned my shoulders up and removed my shirt. Lauren moved aside and jerked at everything covering the lower half of my body. Within seconds, she had stripped me bare.

Lauren didn't miss a beat in getting back on top of me. The texture of those damn socks against my thighs set my nuts to boiling. When I felt the wetness seeping through her panties, I almost fucking lost it.

The ring had one final thing to say. There is a risk worth taking. Show you trust her as much as she trusts you.

My mind immediately went to making sure I had a rubber. All I could do was lie back and think, “Goddammit,” as Lauren slid those panties down her thigh a bit. It wasn't an issue I wanted to trust an obsessed eighteen-year-old with, but I had no choice.

If Lauren was determined to worship me, I was willing to let her do as she saw fit. She pushed the panties the rest of the way down her legs. The hot, wet feeling of her pussy brushing against my cock sent a warm feeling down my spine.

She bent down and pecked me on the lips. “Is this what you want, Adam?” My tip pressed just inside her tight little entrance.

“I want it all.”

Lauren giggled like a girl who'd just became legal should. I had to resist just ramming it in. “Is it okay if I get loud?”

“Don't ask. Just do it.”

She smiled and then took me inside. The silky gush of her wetness swirled around me. I knew she was straining, being just a bit too tight to start slamming herself against me.

I put my hands on her waist and said, “Easy. Make sure you enjoy it too.”

Lauren slid herself a bit more down my shaft. She bit her lower lip and whimpered as her eyes closed. By the time I was all the way in, she was already squealing.

I wanted it too much to hold back any longer. Pulling her breasts into me, I wrapped my arms around Lauren's back. I jerked my down and back up.

She screamed into my ear and gripped my upper arms. The next thrust was harder as her voice got even louder. As I felt her tunnel start to relax, her moans started sounding playful.

When it felt like too much for her petite body to handle any longer, I let her go. Lauren snuggled herself against me and asked, “Why did you stop?”

“Show me what you can do.”

She pushed herself up and shot those big, blue eyes at me. Lauren gave a smile full of teeth and pushed her hips against mine. “Do you want me to come before you, or with you?”

“Why not both?” I didn't know if I could hold myself back long enough to make it happen, but it was worth a shot.

“I think we'll like each other.” Lauren pushed her ass back and her waist forward. Then she did the reverse, going faster each time. I put my thumb on her clit and gave it hell.

Lauren was a screaming mess as her breasts danced in front of me. I took one in hand as her voice picked up. It was like her mouth never closed the whole time.

Her pussy gripped and shuddered around me. She was too tight to move around anymore. I kept flicking underneath her hood with every bit of effort I could pull up. When her thighs clenched tight, I knew it was time to give her release.

Lauren collapsed into me. The poor girl shook in my arms, moaning and whimpering with every wave. Her pussy got hotter, and I felt the extra heat on her skin just above it. It was almost Kelsey-easy to get her off.

I let her rest on top of me. I ran my fingers against her scalp and whispered, “That's how you do it.”

She was barely with it. The tail end of her climax had taken the spunk right out of her. Lauren gasped against my chest. All I could do is let her recover.

That meant it was my turn. When I felt her strength come back I rolled the two of us over to get on top. I still had my dick planted firmly inside her.

Lauren relaxed against the mattress and put her hands on my hips. As talented as she was, she hadn't built up the experience to keep up the performance for very long. I propped myself up on my elbows and kissed her forehead.

“I'm sorry I couldn't keep going.”

I let my lips stay on her and moved down between her ear and cheek. “There's nothing to apologize for. It felt good, right?.”

I pulled back and got a good look at her doll face as she went, “Mhmm.”

Lauren's pussy started relaxing at last. I pulled out a bit and eased my way back in all the way. She kept staring up at me, like she was afraid I had been disappointed. “I want to make you scream like that again.”

“So you did like it.” She gave my arm a playful slap and grinned. I felt like a teenager again, having a girl who took everything like a tease.

I drove in hard this time. Lauren's head jerked back and her lips parted. “Do you want to come with me this time?”

Her fingers wrapped around my elbows. “Yeah.”

Another deep thrust. I felt the cotton of those socks against my back. “Hearing you scream like that makes it that much better.”

“Then quit talking and make it happen.”

It didn't make me mad, but you'd have a hard time telling it by the hard pounding I began unleashing on that tiny slit. The pop of our hips colliding, Lauren's cries of bliss, and the texture of her pussy all merged into one amazing set of motivation. I pushed my palms against the bed and gave it to her like it would be her last time. As much as I had made her forget, this I wanted her to remember.

I slung myself into Lauren until my body couldn't take it any longer. With a final thrust I let myself rest as deep as I could inside her. That's when I realized I never got the chance to look at the goods between her legs.

“Are we done?” She seemed awfully casual about thinking I'd just come inside her.

I pulled out, still hard as ice cream from the back of the freezer. “You'll be coming without me again. Sorry.”

She couldn't decide if she wanted to pout or smile again. I left her to make up her own damn mind and slid myself down. Whatever natural process or deity that had designed her pussy was worthy of praise. Just like her, tight and tiny.

I danced my tongue around it, playing with those thin lips and tasting the sweetness inside. Lauren squirmed and whimpered after a few seconds. It was an easy skill to learn, but difficult to master. Especially for boys close to her age. It's an issue of time.

Lauren gasped out when I put the focus on her pearl again. It was so ready to go you could feel her pulse in it. I gave it my whole attention as I felt it beat faster.

When her legs started to straighten out, I backed off. Crawling back up top, I said, “Change of plans. Maybe we will come together this time.”

She had no hesitation about kissing me with the taste of her pussy fresh on my lips. She lingered on my mouth for a moment before breaking away. “You forgot to ask me something.”

It was the last thing on my mind. I shoved myself back inside her. “What's that?”

“When you come. You probably need to know.”

Shit. But wasn't that what the ring was telling me to trust her with? Maybe. I couldn't know for sure, but I couldn't just ask either. As per the jewelry's instructions.

I buried the thought deep in the back of my head. Lauren had thrown herself at me, and I was making damn sure she knew I was there to catch her. She gave me one last look as I jarred her entire body. When her eyes shut that last time, her voice was already in scream mode.

My cock was raging its way in and out of Lauren. I pulled back too far and felt the cold air on my soaking wet skin. Her tightness made the drop back the tightest sensation I'd ever forced myself through.

Lauren took it all like a champ, ringing my ears every time I laid waste to any delusion she might have had about me being gentle. Her voice broke out with, “God, yes!” It just made me get into gear for that final act.

Her slick little cunny was dripping, practically rippling in anticipation. I knew she wanted it. Any concern she might have shown for my end was just a courtesy. Her body couldn't lie.

I wrapped my arms around her back and held onto her shoulders from behind. I put my entire weight behind every movement. It had Lauren howling like my dick was the moon itself.

Grabbing those pigtails and pulling them hard into her back, I forced her neck into the open. Every time I bent down and buried my face in it, she went even more wild. The sheer volume and intensity of her pleasure pushed me harder.

When those legs wrapped around my back, the socks all the way up her thighs rubbing my sides raw, I couldn't keep it in any longer. I felt the rush in my sack and the readiness of her pussy for the load.

Lauren used that last bit of sanity to shout, “Come in me!” She was the youngest girl I'd done that with by a few years. I won't lie and claim it didn't feel natural. Right, even.

I pushed myself closer. Every charge back deep felt harder than the last. When her walls finally clamped down on me, it was too much. Even if I had the inclination to pull out, it was beyond too late.

Lauren kept me trapped in that wonderland of screaming wetness she called a body. Her climax tensed her whole frame around me, pulling me even closer and deeper. Even I started moaning, knowing it was exactly what she wanted.

The end came without warning. Lauren's arms and legs clamped around me as I felt that first rush through my cock. I felt like the breath had been knocked out of me.

I dug my knees and elbows into the mattress. Every bit of her felt like it wanted more. I let loose the second explosion and felt the overload all through my length.

God, that pussy didn't stop. It squeezed hard like I was a spent tube of toothpaste. She got exactly what she wanted as I felt the last series of spurts blow any endurance I had left. With the last little drip, I gave out and collapsed into her body as the world went black.


I woke up to Lauren cuddled up next to me. When I noticed she was wearing my long sleeved button-up and nothing else but those curly, red pigtails, my mind tried urging me for another go. But my body was spent.

“Adam, I think we've got a problem.”

Fuck. I knew exactly what it was. My half-awake brain couldn't stir me enough to show much reaction.

Lauren pulled herself even closer into me. “I'm not on any birth control.” Her face snuggled against mine. “What if I get pregnant?”

Feeling her body hugged up against my own, I honestly believed it wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. “What if you do?”

“I don't know, Adam. It scares me a little.”

When I never knew what answer I was supposed to give, I always resorted to what my uncle and his ring always said I should do. I told the truth. “If it happens, so be it. We have to make each other happy. That's what we owe to each other.”

“You mean you wouldn't mind?” I would, but this power had taught me something about being accountable.

I wasn't opposed to whatever path she wanted to take if it did happen, since it was ultimately Lauren's body and her choice. “If it comes down to that, do whatever you think is right. I'll still be here.”


We got our things packed and ready for the move over the next several days. Jenna and Kelsey dropped a bomb when they said they didn't want to move with us, but it felt like a load off of everyone's shoulders. We all agreed that it was for the best, which brought relations back to normal between all of us. I wasn't about to try forcing them to go. If they were happy by themselves, I didn't have the right to interfere.

Lauren never left, and it was like she had abandoned her old life completely. Whether or not I had knocked her up before she started birth control still worried the piss out of me, but I was happy to see her thriving. She hardly ever left my side unless I was at work.

Now with Angela, Ellie, and Lauren, I was ready to move on to the next chapter in our lives. Two smoking hot blondes and a cute, barely-legal redhead were plenty for one man to handle on his own. In fact, I was excited about giving each of them more attention. It was a matter of time and energy, and they demanded all of it.

I still had to figure out what I'd do with the bed and breakfast's housekeeper. In fact, I hadn't even met her yet. But that's an issue for another time.


MIND CONTROLLED BY THE FUTURE PRESIDENT

Jenna was transfixed by Senator Mitchell Stewart’s every word on the massive flatscreen. The debate had been a one-sided slaughter in her boss’s favor, and now he was just rubbing the opponents face in it with his closing remarks. None of the staff filling the room had the slightest bit of doubt of victory. The presidency was as good as his.

Stewart’s confident, pearly smile came out again as the camera lingered on him. His power and the ability to wield it for maximum impact had drawn Jenna like a homing beacon over that summer. What had started as an internship in his congressional office had turned into Jenna becoming his personal secretary through the campaign. Why his words were so captivating, in private or in speeches, Jenna couldn't figure out.

The screen switched over to commentary from the talking heads, trying to spin the debate for whichever candidate they preferred. Jenna rolled her eyes as the argument circled around itself. She leaned over to the elderly campaign volunteer who she still hadn’t introduced herself to, venting her frustration at the constant media circus. “They’re all braying like jackasses, and not even saying a damn thing while they’re at it.”

The old woman just nodded as she smiled, looking every bit as excited as everyone else in the room. Jenna felt the campaign trail shift to a new phase. At that point, it was an easy coast to the White House. Barring the classic campaign killers of being caught with a dead girl or live boy, Jenna would be addressing Senator Stewart as Mr. President.

Silence was cast over the crowd as the door cracked. Jenna began coursing her way through the mass of bodies as it swung open. The sudden roar of cheers and clapping rang her ears.

The juices between Jenna’s thighs began flowing as Senator Stewart stepped through the doorway. She parted the last wall of people and beamed a victorious grin, marveling at his unbound bravado.

Jenna stood at Stewart’s side as he began to speak. “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for making this moment possible.” The crowd erupted again. The senator waited patiently, basking in the celebration of his victory.

Stewart bent his neck toward Jenna as he waited for another break in the commotion. His breath warmed her ear as he whispered, “And how does Coppertop grade my performance?” It was a nickname she had grown to love, being the only member of his staff close enough to earn one.

Jenna looked up at the towering politician. She began raising her hand to rest on his shoulder, but thought better of feeding a rumor of infidelity. “Amazing, sir. Jacobs didn’t know what hit him after you tore his tax proposal apart.”

“That sorry bastard really thought he’d get a few votes with it, but he can’t say a damn thing when all the federal programs it would outright kill get mentioned.” The crowd died back down. Senator Stewart boomed his voice like celebratory gunfire. “It’s been a long road since I first announced my candidacy. You’ve all done your part and then some.”

The throngs of supporters shouted again. Jenna tried not to jump as she felt Stewart’s broad hand rest on the small of her back. It fell away as the euphoria in the room settled.

“Yes, it’s been a long road full of diversions and potholes, but the final stretch is straight and clear. In two months, we’ll be pulling up at the White House!”

A fresh wave of enthusiasm threatened to break the door with noise alone. Jenna had to flinch, trying her best not to cover her ears. It was a fascinating experience, but not entirely painless.

Jenna turned and caught the security chief whispering into Stewart’s other ear. Her boss nodded and held his hands high to grab everyone’s attention. “Folks, I can’t thank you enough. I’ve got the campaign staff nagging me to death, so I’ve got to be heading out. You’re all wonderful, and I’ll be proud to call this your presidency!”

The senator fired handshakes out for the crowd members closest to him. Jenna stood her ground as the wave of humanity edged closer. The security chief suddenly cut between the candidate and his supporters. Jenna turned with Stewart, opening the door for the man she knew would be the President Elect within two months.

The corridor was empty aside from a couple of members of the security detail. Burly men in suits stared on behind aviator sunglasses as they spoke into their earpieces. Jenna was ready for an answer. “There’s no meeting I’ve been made aware of.”

The senator laughed as he patted her on the back. “I’m sorry Coppertop. The truth is there is no meeting.”

“So why are we leaving in such a hurry?”

Jenna’s heels clattered against the marble floor as they approached the door to the restricted access garage. Senator Stewart huffed before explaining, “My wife’s making her way back here from the audience, and I don’t want to hear any more talk about what she’ll do when she’s First Lady.”

The topic had been worn-out in Jenna’s mind as well. “I understand, sir. She’s been trying to draft me into finding a decorator. She wants the Oval Office’s new rug imported from Nepal next week.”

Stewart sighed and picked up his pace as they passed into the dim garage. The limousine was already idling and had the rear door open for invitation. “Can I be frank for a moment?”

“Always, sir.”

Stewart’s hand clapped softly against Jenna’s back, then remained just below the clasps of her bra. “My wife’s an old battle-axe.”

“And?”

The hand remained in place. “That’s it. I felt like it needed to be said.”

Stewart ducked his head to enter the black Lincoln, perching himself in the rear. Jenna followed, parking herself on the bench seat next to the mini fridge. By the time the security chief took his seat and closed the door, Jenna was already pulling out the bottle of Grand Cuvee.

As soon as the vehicle began moving, Stewart’s cell phone chirped to life. The air raid siren that indicated his wife was calling prompted Jenna to look to the security chief and pitch her eyes to the roof. Jenna held off on the corkscrew.

“Incoming.” Stewart sunk in his seat and answered. “Yes dear, what is it?”

Jenna couldn’t make out the squawking from the other end, but she knew it was the irritating bat asking where her husband was.

“No, no. I’ve got a strategy meeting off-site. Go with Brixton to the hotel, and I’ll be there sometime later tonight.”

He paused to listen, mashing his lips together as his eyes widened in exasperation. Jenna tapped the chief’s shin with the toe of her high heel as she mocked the nagging of Mrs. Stewart. Crow’s feet emerged from behind the sunglasses as he smiled at the humor in his boss’s misery.

“Yes, I’ll see you sometime late tonight–,” the senator bent his head to the side and noticed his two closest staff members giggling at his expense, “–I love you to. Bye.” He hung up and tossed the phone aside. “You’re both enjoying this too much.”

Jenna extracted the cork enough to begin pushing it out with her thumb. “Whatever do you mean, sir? We know you’ve got a loving wife who’s just worried about you.” The stopper went flying with a pwopf and bounced off the felt headliner. The entire cabin reeked of overripe and overpriced grape juice bordering on vinegar as foam covered Jenna’s hand.

“Very funny, and I’m sure you’re well aware of what it looks like you’re holding right now.”

Jenna’s face blushed red as she pulled out three champagne glasses from the rack above the fridge. Pouring the senator’s glass, she said, “Now, now sir. What would the press think of you hitting on your secretary?”


The limousine came to a halt. Jenna had been too busy nursing three glasses of champagne to notice where they were heading. Upon looking through the tinted glass, she noticed that they had parked inside a garage, with enough household junk lining the walls to realize it was part of someone’s house.

Jenna tilted her head back to finish off her glass. The nuanced flavor had already lost its impact, the surest sign of having had one too many. “Mitchell, where the hell are we?”

Stewart leaned forward as the chief got out. “A fundraiser’s house. We’re throwing our own little party to celebrate.”

Celebration seemed like a wonderful idea to Jenna, and she was relieved that Mrs. Stewart wouldn’t be coming along. “So you lie to your wife to go live it up somewhere. That’s mighty deceptive.”

“I’m a politician. I’m supposed to lie.” The bluntness had always been one of his better traits in Jenna’s mind. “And besides, I can’t really get away like this once I’ve got the free world to run.”

“Very true. I already feel weird not having a press pool and cameras everywhere.” The impact of their isolation only hit after she had let the words out. Aside from sleep and bathing, Jenna and the senator both had been in some photographer’s viewfinder constantly for the past five months.

Stewart motioned for Jenna. “After you, future Aide to the President.”

She crawled out, barely keeping her heels planted as she stood. The higher alcohol content of the champagne had made her three glasses the equal of at least six servings of red wine. Her walk was straight enough and she was still very coherent, but driving at that point would have meant gambling with an accident or DUI.

She stood beside the chief at the rear of the limo as Stewart followed suit. “So, how many people are supposed to be here?”

The chief removed his dark shades and hung them from his blazer’s pocket. His dead-serious attitude relaxed a bit as he answered, “Just us. The senator needs to unwind for a bit.”

“Unwind?” Jenna asked as the two turned for the door at the end of the five-car garage. “He can get drunk in a hotel room if he wants.”

“He’s got two public appearances early in the morning, so he’s cut off for the night. Some factory and an elementary school.”

The who, where, when, and why were answered, but what they were going to be doing for the rest of the night was still a mystery to Jenna. “So what’s on the agenda? We didn’t come out to someone’s house to watch those idiots give commentary on the debate.”

Stewart walked past them, stopping at the door. “You two gonna chat in the garage all night, or are you coming in?”

The chief thumped the limo’s trunk and waved. It pulled out of the garage and receded into the cover of darkness. “Come on, we can’t leave our future president waiting.”

Jenna smiled. The idea of just relaxing in a millionaire’s estate, even for the night, was already making her feel refreshed. Hotels and campaign buses had taken their toll on the entire staff, and she felt privileged to be along for such a treat.

Both men went through the door. Jenna followed close behind and stopped as she took in the spacious kitchen that unfolded around her. Marble countertops glistened with her slightest movement, and the complete wall of glass at the far end of the breakfast nook gave clear view of the brightly lit swimming pool and garden out back. The only movement came from a peacock staring through the French doors.

Every bit of the opulence was leaving Jenna in awe. “Mitchell, how big of a check did this person cut the campaign?”

Stewart propped himself against the stove island and crossed his arms. “You mean Donnelly? A hundred-grand. The real bulk of their support is in funding commercials through a PAC. That’s run into the millions already.”

“And now the use of this place for a night. That’s quite generous.” Jenna made her way to the senator, dropping back into her old habit of straightening his tie and lapel pin. “So, where is this mysterious donor?”

Stewart smiled with those bleach-white teeth and the gravitas that had always made Jenna melt a little on the inside. “Don’t know, and I really don’t care. He’s giving me use of this place for the evening, so it’s my intent to take full advantage.” He tipped his head to the chief, which Jenna ignored as she tried to get the Windsor knot back to its former glory.

“This damn tie. I really wish you’d stop wearing it. It always gets that little poof in the middle of the knot.”

His broad hands grabbed Jenna’s wrists. “In case you didn’t notice, we’re not in public. The tie’s none of my concern right now.”

Jenna tried to ease her hands out of his grip. It only made his fingers hold tighter. “Senator Stewart, if you’re going to hold me down like this, at least have some fun with me.”

Stewart’s face seemed to light up. “Is that a proposition, or are you just cracking a joke?”

The question sparked confusion in Jenna’s mind. She stared back at the piercing blue of the senator’s eyes. “I might have been joking, but I don’t think you are.”

“You might have been joking.” He paused as he pulled Jenna’s hands down to her sides. “So, are we gonna do this thing or not?”

Bluntness was one of his traits that Jenna had found irresistible. The fabric of her bra pushed against the unexpected swell of her nipples. “I don’t know, sir.” The gravity of the situation wasn’t lost on her. This man was all but guaranteed to be the next President of the United States. “If the press finds out, you’ll lose this election.”

Stewart suddenly looked past Jenna. He nodded to the security chief standing behind her. “Well, what better time and place to get away with it?” His gaze gained power as Jenna's mind went hazy. “Put up a show of resisting. You want it but you don't. I like it better that way.”

Jenna started to nod as she felt the violent pull of the security chief on her arms, pinning them against her back. The cold plastic of a thick cable tie wrapped around her forearms. The ratcheting sound and tightness that bordered on painful made Jenna’s eyes open to their fullest.

Senator Stewart stepped aside as Jenna’s head and shoulders were pushed against the counter. “Mitchell! What the hell is he doing?”

Stewart’s fingers slipped underneath the waistline of her skirt as the chief kept his hand firmly planted on the back of Jenna’s neck. “Restraining people quickly is a skill he’s required to have. He’s just doing part of his job.”

The skirt jerked down a couple of inches. “So why is he doing this to me, and why the hell are you pulling my skirt off?” Jenna already knew the answer and loved it. She just couldn't express it.

“You’re full of questions tonight, Coppertop.” Stewart forced the skirt down to the tile floor and ran his fingers over the silk panties covering Jenna’s sex. “We’re supposed to relax while we’re here, and we’re doing just that.”

The chief pulled Jenna back up by the hair, turning her around to face Stewart. His face held even more confidence than it had during the debate. Jenna felt powerless beyond her immobility, realizing for the first time that Mitchell's powers of persuasion weren't based on charisma alone. “Relaxing, as in you’re about to fuck my brains out on this counter.”

Stewart laughed, grabbing the shoulders of Jenna’s grey blouse. “I haven’t decided where, but I like to have some fun before fucking.”

Jenna leaned in to peck him on the lips. “You came, you saw, and you conquered. Julius Caesar would be proud.” The quote had been engraved on a plaque Senator Stewart kept on his desk in The Capital Building, and was quoted often enough by the politician to almost be a catchphrase.

An index finger pressed against Jenna’s lips. “In this case, it should be ‘I saw, I’m conquering, and I will come,’ shouldn’t it?” The finger remained, keeping her from providing an answer.

The security chief interrupted with a knowing grin. “I’ll leave you two alone.” He walked toward the archway leading to the rest of the house, retiring to parts unknown.

Jenna tried to kick off her shoes until Stewart spoke up. “Now, now, Coppertop.” He removed the finger from her mouth to wag it in disapproval. “Good girls say their prayers before bed, but really good girls wear heels to bed.”

Senator Stewart continued to hold her. His right hand moved down to the small of her back. The left moved up to grip her jaw and push back, arching Jenna over the counter. She gazed at the vaulted ceiling and struggled to get out, “What are you going to do to me, sir?”

His right hand drifted around her waist to her stomach, and then slipped underneath the front of her panties. Stewart’s grip on her jaw shifted down to her neck. Jenna began to struggle for breath as fingers began toying with her clit. Stewart pulled her neck into his chest and kissed her for what seemed like a smothering eternity, his tongue probing her mouth as aggressively as the digits teasing at her warm folds.

The realization became clear at that moment: Senator Stewart now viewed her as his possession. His personal secretary and cunt-on-call. She kissed him back with intent, her hands clutching the lip of the counter to push herself into him. It was a situation she had fantasized about, but never could bring herself to attempt making a reality.

Stewart broke the oral embrace and removed the hand from Jenna’s neck. She jolted as two fingers broke past her entrance, tight and responsive from lack of sex during her time working for him. The senator's eyes locked with Jenna's again. “Tell me, how far are you willing to go in serving your President?”

Jenna hesitated until the fingers inside her began thrashing about. “I’ll do anything, sir.”

"Good." The fingers spread her opening wide, stretching Jenna beyond comfort. "I’ve got to have complete loyalty during my Presidency. I can’t be having any leaks coming out of the Oval Office once I’m sworn in."

Jenna tried to smile past the stinging sensation. “But Mitchell, if you come inside me, I can’t help but leak something.”

His fingers spread further apart, forcing Jenna to wince as he answered. “That’s the most God-awful pun I’ve heard in my life. I like it.”

The dueling feelings of pain and embarrassment tore Jenna between tears and trying harder to please him. Jenna nearly screamed, “How can I prove my loyalty?” Not that it needed to be shown. Somehow, she knew disobeying had become impossible.

Stewart quickly withdrew his fingers from Jenna’s pussy, leaving it throbbing from the arousal and over-stretching. He crammed his index and middle fingers into Jenna’s mouth, letting her taste herself as he asked, “That’s an open question. How do you think you can prove it?”

The fingers lingered on her tongue. Jenna suckled gently, enjoying the tangy flavor of her own body. She knew better than to try speaking with her mouth full, especially to answer such a rhetorical question.

The senator provided the answer, guiding Jenna to the refrigerator like a fish on a hook. He mashed down on the ice dispenser’s lever, rattling out several cubes. Only two caught in his hand as the remainder shattered and slid across the floor.

Jenna gasped as the fingers slid off of her tongue, feeling the intense cold of one of the cubes dropping into her panties. Stewart reached down to position it, letting it rest jammed between her swollen pearl and the black silk. Jenna felt the other cube stinging her shaved mound as it remained between his fingers.

“Are we having fun yet, Coppertop?”

Jenna’s clit was going numb, giving her relief from the strange burn that the cold inflicted. “Yes, Senator Stewart.”

The light slap against her cheek stunned Jenna. “I can’t have liars in my White House.”

“I’m sorry, sir.”

His hand moved back into her panties, this time forcing the cube into her opening. She felt the waistband stretch over her ass, jumping as the second piece of ice slid up from the base of her spine. She wanted to scream already, feeling the chunk within her pussy melting far too slowly for her liking.

The senator moved the second cube down to her clit as well, then removed both hands from her body. He stepped back and admired his humiliated secretary before saying, “Follow me.”

Jenna did, walking through the archway and into a living room fit for the magazines. Every bit of furniture, down to the small statue of a Greek goddess, reeked of opulence and refined taste. It was a new world of class to Jenna, and one that she had been introduced to in the most demeaning way possible.

Stewart approached the modern sectional from behind, pointing at the white Italian leather. “Bend over.”

“Yes, sir.” As soon as she had complied, Jenna felt a harder slap plant itself firmly on her ass. She yelped at the pain, prompting another open hand to crash into her. Her whimper brought on a third, which she responded to with her mouth agape, unable to make a sound.

“Good, you’ve learned how to keep your mouth shut. I like that.” The senator’s hands pulled at the panties, sliding them cleanly down Jenna’s legs. The second ice cube clattered against the floor as she felt the release of her arms from the cable tie. “Now take that top and bra off.”

Jenna got back on her feet, seeing Stewart put the pocketknife back in his slacks. The blood went surging back into her hands with a sharp tingle. “And then, sir?” She lifted the blouse over her head, obliterating the meticulous work she had put into her hair before the debate.

“Finish, then I’ll tell you.” Jenna tossed the grey top aside as she noticed the beaming smile coming from the senator, driven by pure ego. “And call me Mr. President while we’re here.”

Far from doubting the man she had so willingly served for the past year, Jenna was more than happy to oblige. Reaching her hands behind her back to unclasp the bra, she lowered her head and replied, “Yes sir, Mr. President.”

Senator Stewart’s eyes drifted to the display case against the far wall, ignoring Jenna’s breasts as the bra fell away. “Coppertop, you see that award back there?”

Jenna looked back. “No, Mr. President. There’s quite a few.”

“The clear, tall one.”

The glass shape towered from its base to a rounded tip, reaching up for one foot with the slightest S-curve. “I see it now, Mr. President.”

“I presented that award to Mr. Donnelly myself three years ago at a fundraising dinner. I want you to open that cabinet and bring it to me.”

Jenna gulped at the apparent girth of the object, having a good idea of what Senator Stewart had in mind. She walked around the sofa in nothing but heels, twining her wrists behind her back. Crossing the Persian rug in the middle of the room, Jenna felt her first pangs of fear as she drew closer.

Jenna opened the cabinet door and wrapped her hands around the shaft. Her fingertips were just able to touch around the circumference, and the weight of it surprised her. Walking back, she noticed the appraising look her boss was taking of her.

Jenna approached from the front of the sectional when she heard the senator demand, “Lie down and pleasure yourself with it.”

The relative cool of the leather brought relief to Jenna’s stinging buttocks as she took her seat in the middle. As she reclined across the length of the sofa section, Stewart came around to the front and stood above. He unzipped his slacks as he said, “Ol’ Donnelly’d shit if he knew where his award’s about to go, and rest your head on that arm.”

Jenna scooted herself up to the end of the sectional, propping her head as commanded. Stewart’s Junior Senator peeked through, giving the full salute. Jenna lowered the glass rod with her right hand, and then took the one of flesh with her left. “Do you want me to pleasure you while I’m at it, Mr. President?”

Senator Stewart hastily removed his blazer and loosened his tie. “You always have been able to know what I want before I ask for it.” One of his hands ran through Jenna’s hair, knocking several bobby pins out of place. “That’s why I’m glad I picked you.”

Jenna looked up, smirking as she inched her head closer. “And do you know why you’ll keep me around after you get into office, sir?” She parted her pussy lips with the glass as she cocked her head to punctuate the question.

“No, tell me why.”

She answered by cupping her lips around the senator’s head, then running her tongue along the bottom of his cock. The hand gripping her hair remained still, massaging her scalp as she took his length slowly to the back of her throat. Squealing into the dick as she fought back a gag reflex, Jenna forced the award deep inside with a hard push.

Senator Stewart’s length throbbed within her mouth, jerking slightly with each fluttering of the tongue. Jenna could hear the removal of his tie, ignoring it in favor of splitting her attention between the oral pleasure she was giving and her own pussy, which still ached with each movement of the smooth shaft inside. Despite that, her own wetness grew with each parting of her walls.

The senator’s next act came without warning. Pulling his dick out of Jenna’s lips, he draped the tie over her mouth, knotting it firmly in place. He quickly walked to the rear of the sectional, tossing Jenna’s discarded panties onto her stomach.

He strolled back around. It was then that he took over with the glass, sitting himself between Jenna’s spread thighs. Each thrust proved faster and harder than the last until Jenna couldn’t stand it any longer. As she attempted to stop him by grabbing at his arms, he ripped the shaft from her pussy, leaving her gaping as she stared nervously.

Stewart gave the open slit a hard slap. Jenna could hear him over her own muffled scream. “You know you can’t do that. When your President demands something, you do it. Understand?”

Jenna nodded on instinct as she felt the wet silk of her panties wrap around her left wrist, then the right. Another tight knot, immobilizing her hands once again, this time in the front. Stewart stood and looked down on her as he dropped the dripping award onto the cushions. “Keep working yourself up. I’ll be right back.”

The glass shaft was out of reach, but Jenna knew the consequences of failure in the core of her being. Pulling herself up with her legs, she grabbed desperately for the shaft as she heard the senator rifling through the drawers of the kitchen. As one of them slammed shut, Jenna finally managed to grab the rod and sat up.

Stewart stormed back, obviously displeased with yet another bit of insubordination. The household extension cord hung from his right hand. Jenna feared the rage burning in his eyes, turning her ass to him in apology and acceptance. The biting crack of the cord was already playing itself out in her head as she closed her eyes.

“Stand.” His display of mercy shocked Jenna more than any cropping ever could have. “I might be strict, but I’m not an evil bastard. Back to the kitchen.” Jenna slowly rose to her feet. “March!”

The strides felt eternal. She still expected the wire to come whipping across her buttocks at any second. It was only when she reached the archway that she dared look back at him.

“You’re afraid of me now, aren’t you?”

Rough sex wasn’t new to Jenna, but this level of sadism certainly was. As she shook her head in denial, Senator Stewart took her bound hands, pulling her behind him as he made his way back to the stove island.

Taking her jaw into his grip again, Stewart said, “Good. You know I’m polite, but firm.” The hand slid down to her neck, then to her breasts. Pushing her up onto the island, he added, “And do you know what else I am?”

Jenna tried to speak through the tie. Telling the senator that he was “a generous master and boss” only came out of garbled whimpering. His hand drifted lower still, resting on the top of her thigh. Stewart giggled to himself, leaving Jenna wondering what his next move would be.

He suddenly dropped, wrapping the cord around Jenna’s ankles. One heel fell off in the commotion. Stewart ignored it, lifting Jenna’s legs onto the counter to leave her horizontal and facing away from him. Only her ass hung from the ledge, barely supported by his leaning into her.

The drop of his slacks made Jenna’s pussy clench in anticipation. Without the courtesy of teasing her clit or even the minimal lubrication of spit, Senator Stewart’s cock penetrated without mercy. Jenna screamed with the sudden infusion of pain and pleasure, feeling herself strain against his girth and enjoying his deep entry at the same time.

Stewart stood still, moving Jenna’s thighs to the front and back to achieve his friction. After only a few strokes, he generously shifted himself to let his head slide against her G-spot. Even through the pain, the fulfillment of being fucked spread through Jenna, giving her the desperately needed release from the stress of the campaign.

Each rocking motion of her body spread the euphoria up from her hips. It was only when Stewart massaged the clit between two fingers that Jenna felt that she could come. Even through his tie, Jenna managed to make her pleasure known.

As the crest of an orgasm approached, Jenna felt the senator begin moving his own body, driving himself to the roof of her wet tunnel. How much longer she could last was a question of seconds rather than minutes. On the verge of her ultimate release, Stewart backed away, leaving an intolerable vacancy in Jenna’s hole.

The tension inside her felt ready to snap, maddeningly fading as Stewart forced her thighs apart to allow himself to slip between her body and bound feet. He flipped the remaining heel off with a finger. Then wrapping his arms around her waist, Stewart pulled Jenna’s body into his, reconnecting their pleasure as he buried himself back inside her.

Jenna tried to wail, feeling his abs as they crushed against her tied hands. The senator’s facial expression changed from mere pleasure to overwhelming sensation. His own finale was close at hand.

It was only then that Jenna desperately tried to speak warn the senator of the real danger to his presidency: She was not on birth control. As her own climax approached the point of no return, she began shouting in vain against the silk threads of the tie.

Senator Stewart’s hand came up, trying desperately to grip the tie through his own uncontrollable pleasure. Jenna continued trying to scream her words. As the tie slid down her lips, she felt the first burst of semen coat her walls as her own wave crashed.

Unable to speak or even think through the sheer ecstasy, Jenna moaned as the soon-to-be President shot his seed deep inside her fertile, young pussy. The panic had drifted away, forcefully overcome by the electric tingling that curled her bound feet. Stewart remained planted balls deep, shooting every load directly into the heart of Jenna’s passage.

Falling backwards with the senator on top, Jenna finally regained enough composure to moan out, “I tried to tell you, sir.”

Stewart panted as he raised his head. Still struggling for breath, he gasped out, “Tell me what?”

Jenna gulped her own badly needed oxygen before answering. “I’m so sorry sir. The tie.”

Sweat dripped down the candidate’s face as he laughed. “I don’t care about that damn thing. Are you worried you ruined it? You want me to get rid of it anyway.”

“No, I tried to tell you, but I couldn’t because of the tie!”

The post-sex relaxation had already come over him. “Then what’s so damn important, Coppertop?”

Worry and regret overwhelmed Jenna as she belted out, “I’m not on birth control!”

Senator Stewart grinned from ear to ear, the same as he did before delivering the killing blow earlier at the debate. “Vasectomy. 1998.”
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